
Middle Aged Woman

Qarinah a lovely middle aged woman, a woman that could do anything, she loved most things in life. She did the same thing every day, Qarinah by name she used to say.  She used the same number bus every day, she never learned to drive as her husband was a bus driver for Traws Cymru 666. He used to tell her “you don’t need to learn to drive, you’ve got me Qarinah bach”.  He called her “my Qarinah, the best thing I ever had” he used to tell her. She would bake for him and he would make his homemade wine and he always said they were a different kind of breed, old school. They lived in Lampeter at 77 Bridge Street, Ceredigion SA66 6BC.  It had a red door with a bull ring as the knocker, a big old house with little cwtches and chipboard paper on the walls.  There were old paintings everywhere with single pictures of themselves when they were young in different fashions through the years, with mystical objects and phallus everywhere.  The cross was upside down - you could feel spiritual fascination as they had their own beliefs with their own religious sense of humour. That was very strong, their love for each other. It was a mysticism, a mystery of forgotten times. Morfran had his own routine and it would start with a leg over with Qarinah first thing in the morning.  Before he went to work and started his shifts at 6 o’clock.  Qarinah would get up then and comb her long black mane shining brightly in the dark until the sun came up and then back to grey as she would prepare the meals ready for the day.  Morfran and Qarinah were true lovers.  They had a kink.  They did a bit of wife swapping when they were up for it.  He would chat them up on the bus and give them a free ride and Qarinah would catch the last bus on the way home when Morfran was finishing his shifts and see who was coming back for dinner and maybe a bit more.
On this day 20 12 2018 a terrible thing happened.  It was so bizarre and unexpected you could not make it up. Morfran and Qarinah had the same old routine.  She was catching the last bus but there was an awful storm brewing and poor Morfran had a puncture in his front tyre.  As he went outside to see what he could do, he was struck down by lightning - a hundred million volts went through him.  He was burnt to a crisp, standing there like a burned crow, his feet melted to the ground.  Poor Qarinah could not understand what had happened.  On his death papers the coroner wrote ‘death by god’, an act of god, killed by lightning. They had been together since she could remember, for years.  She did not know how to start again, so she kept to her schedule.  Since Morfran had gone there was a new driver and he did not like her because of the talk in the bus station, about their antics with other couples, and that some had disappeared into fresh air but the police never found anything they done no wrong.
The bus driver, what an asshole, he did not care about the woman, yes the woman.  The old woman with gray hair, he didn’t care.  As she came onto the bus he shouts “holy hell, you old, bag , you’ve had your day, you old smelly cow”.  As she sits down, she cried “I’ve done nothing wrong, what do people think of me? I can’t take any more of you bus driver, you’re just a bastard”.
A young man helped her.  Reuben was his name and fair play he took her to the back of the bus, away from that nasty bus driver.  “Do you know him” Qarinah asked.  “Yes”, said Reuben, “he lives next door to me”.  They stood still and she asked him, “what are you doing and where?”  He told her he was in university in Lampeter, doing creative writing and getting on with his life.   Qarinah explained that her daughter was on the same route and looking forward to it.  As Reuben walked, her home, she asked him to stay where he was and she’d ask her daughter to come down and talk to him, as she needed her rest. They got on like a house on fire. The enjoyment of class was out of this world and she was starting to court Reuben.  He took her home where next door was the nasty bus man.  She waited outside the house for Reuben to go to sleep and then took her revenge on the bus driver.  She knocked on his door. She turned into a lion and ripped him to shreds and devoured him till there was nothing left.  She ate him all and then wrote a story for class to make everybody scream, for she was Qarinah, a succubus, and her dead husband was an incubus!  A nightmare or a dream – you tell me!
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