
The Book On The Bus

Maureen Reil

Copyright ©2021 Maureen Reil

––––––––
[image: ]


This eBook is entirely a work of fiction.

The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Maureen Reil asserts the moral right to be identified as the sole author of this work.

Also by the author Maureen Reil

Chick-Lit By Any Other Name (Chick-Lit Collection)

Chick-Lit By Any Other Name 2 (Chick-Lit Collection)

Lily Loves To Love

Sleepyhead Shares A Secret

I Hate Me, Who Do You Hate?

I Did Write What I Know

Chick-Lit Saved My Life (Chick-Lit Trilogy book 1)

Chick-Lit Stole My Life (Chick-Lit Trilogy book 2)

Chick-Lit Staged My Life (Chick-Lit Trilogy book 3)

Chick-Lit Collection

Chick-Lit Trilogy

Mistletoe And Wine (Christmas Comedy Trilogy)

Mistletoe And Wine 2 (Christmas Comedy Trilogy)

Mistletoe And Wine 3 (Christmas Comedy Trilogy)

Christmas Comedy Trilogy

Let’s Get Married (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

Let’s Get Together (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

Let’s Get It Started (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

Let’s Get Serious (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

Let’s Get Ready To Rumble (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

Let’s Get Physical (Let’s Get Funny Fiction)

The Finch Family Short Break (Comical Vacations Book 0)

The Finch Family Holiday 1 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch Family Holiday 2 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch Family Holiday 3 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch Family Holiday 4 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch Family Holiday 5 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch Family Easter Holiday 6 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch Family Bank Holiday 7 (Comical Vacations)

The Finch Family Christmas Holiday 8 (Comical Vacations)

A Granny Is For Life, Not Just Christmas

Let’s Get Funny Fiction 1 (Three-Book Bundle)

Let’s Get Funny Fiction 2 (Three-Book Bundle)

Let’s Get Funny Fiction (Six-Book Box Set)

Comical Vacations 1 (Three-Book Bundle)

Comical Vacations 2 (Three-Book Bundle)

Comical Vacations 3 (Three-Book Bundle)

Christmas Crackers

Wed To The Wrong Wayne

The Desperate Dater’s Intervention

It’s Beginning To Look A Lot Like Christmas

Things Can Only Get Better

Have Yourself A Merry Little Christmas

Luck Had Nothing To Do With It

The Book On The Bus

Maureen Reil

The year is 1998 when we meet Raven Kilburn, who is a jobbing actress and part-time everything else, that’s when she can land herself a paying gig. She meets a man in a bookshop and takes it from there in the vain hope that he likes her casual appearance and friendly nature, because she’s always willing to help others out. But she is also a tad accident prone so drama does tend to seek her out. Not to mention looking past the wiggly walk she does that to others may come across as a bit of a limp, who knows but she is conscious of it and tries to hide it, unsuccessfully.

Then he leaves his book on the bus, so what’s she going to do with it? Will Raven ever see him again? With the help of her friends (one of whom swears like a trooper) and a little luck, she believes that life is what you make it, which is just as well if she’s to make it happen in this British comedic tale.
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It’s mid October 1998 and there’s always something familiar about an old second-hand bookshop that immediately makes me feel at home so much so that I want to kick off my black biker boots with the chunky heels and slouch down into a creased, tan leather armchair by a window to ignore the passing traffic of everyday folk as they go about their daily business. That’s if they had one here but they don’t, so I can’t, because I’ll have to wait until I get back to our flat to unwind and relax. As I’m dying to crack open a spine and delve into another world. Not literally, seeing as I rarely read Sci/Fi or Fantasy but give me another captivating life that’s not my own is very much right up my street. So I’ll follow a story as far as it’ll take me. Till I dream of becoming a character from it as I sip on a glass of red, rose or white (usually leftover) wine or a hot chocolate and that depends on how cold I am. It’s as good as it gets.

And I don’t know what it is about this place that seems to wrap its arms around me and pull me in for a big comforting hug every time I step through the door and the little bell above it chimes out that I’ve arrived. Because to be honest it is not so much the musty aroma that attracts me since that is nothing like my own shared flat. (Not with the amount of scented candles I use dotted about the rooms, it’s not, in order to ward off the worst of my flatmate’s dubious smells.) But it is very much like Tilly’s house (my late best friend) where I spent most of my happy childhood years, surrounded by books stuffed to the gills. In fact, that’s where I first got bitten by the acting bug when taking part in her plays so I blame Tilly for me pursuing it as a career to end up working mostly in retail, bars and cafes or waitressing more often than not.

You just don’t get the same vibe as you do from here with a similar outlet selling brand-new books or even a library and you know why, it’s too damn neat and tidy with all those perfect straight boring lines everywhere. But this place is all higgledy-piggledy, with many levels to explore in its layout. Alongside books piled high on top of books on the floor, when they run out of space. So it’s kind of a mess in here but it’s also my kind of mess and one that has me running my fingers along the cluttered shelves. As I scour them for a title that catches my eye and then it does so I pull it off the shelf to check out the book’s blurb on the back, before reading a sample to see if the writing style is something I’d want to read. A man pushes past to distract me, so I replace it on the shelf to turn around having heard the sound of something hitting the floor.

‘Excuse me, you dropped one of your books,’ I said after the man.

But I don’t think he heard me since he didn’t come back for it and I didn’t see which way he went, as I decided not to keep blindly following his shadow about the shop. Especially when it turns out to be another man in a beanie hat, denim jacket and a goatee beard that I tried to palm the book off on. Only he looked stressed at my invasion of his space and like he was about to report me for harassment if I didn’t back the heck off, so I switched direction to avoid bumping into him again. Jeez, calm down. Knowing my luck, the original man and I will keep missing each other and end up going around in circles at this rate. So I wait for him to retrace his steps and collect it off me. Well it seemed the safer option.

That is until an elderly lady gives me an odd look too so I check out the book I’m waving around and it’s about the sex lives of donkeys, so you can imagine the size of the donkey dick on the cover. It would be, wouldn’t it? Mind you it’s been a while so I’m liable to forget how these things work, or is it like riding a bike? Anyhow as it’s not my usual choice of literature, I’m not sure where it goes. Only I had the idea to leave it with the guy on the till, but he and I have history so I try to keep the contact to a bare minimum and not give the guy any ideas. Since to me this could signal that I’m flirting with him, in his head. And no, he’s not an ex-boyfriend before you ask. Although he did ask me out and I lied that I had a boyfriend already, for he simply isn’t my type, but now I always feel funny facing him after that. As I’d rather not be associated with a donkey sex life book in front of a queue of customers either, I shove it on the nearest shelf because it seemed the easier option. Like you do at the supermarket when you no longer require an item but can’t be bothered to walk to the correct aisle (it’s just me then, thought so).

‘That doesn’t go there,’ said the elderly lady as I realised I’m in the children’s section. I’ve put it next to War Horse and Winnie the Pooh.

‘Sorry, I’ll move it at once. You wouldn’t happen to know where the right section is for this book, would you? It’s not mine,’ I said to her.

‘Well you shouldn’t put it in the wrong place. You’d better drop it off at the counter so they put it back for you, if you no longer want it,’ she says as if it’s mine and watches me like a hawk to make sure I don’t plonk it down again (this time in with the cook books). So I take it to the guy on the till, but ignore the rowdy teenage school kids in uniform.

‘Ha, I think we’re reaching for the same book and now we’re stuck together,’ I say to the fit dude, after he came up behind me to swoop in.

‘Sorry about this . . . I’m running late so I just wanted to grab a quick gift for my aunt’s birthday.’ He let go of the book, after I got there first. Since he ended up putting his hand on top of mine in the process to both our embarrassments at the awkward situation we find ourselves in. Especially when pulling away in shock, only to discover the honeybee shaped cufflink on his shirt which was protruding out of his dark suit had hooked itself onto the crochet sleeve of my purple poncho. The garment is precious to me as it belonged to Tilly (my late best friend). How did it get tangled up? If I yank it, it could tear so I have to be careful as I undo it. I manage to do this so no damage is done. However his bee cufflink falls off and drops to the floor before someone walking past us kicks it under the bookshelves. It’s the man I tried to palm the donkey sex book off on, who got annoyed at me. Is this his revenge?

‘Now it’s my turn to say sorry. Where did you get it from? I’ll buy you a new one to replace it but please tell me it’s not that expensive, is it?’ I offer. I’d the suspicion that it was solid gold and not a cheap metal. He tries to retrieve it using a pen he pokes underneath the shelving unit.

‘No need, it’s not valuable but it is sentimental so I’ll get it back. You know that aunt who’s birthday I’m buying for, she got me them.’

‘Glad you got it back then. Well if this book is a birthday gift, I insist you have it. I’ll find something else,’ I say, pulling it off the shelf to hand to him. He takes it with a grateful smile and opens it to have a look inside before handing it back to me. After all that, he doesn’t want it.

‘It’s not a first edition. I didn’t think it would be but you never know what you’ll find hidden away in a place like this, so enjoy your Franny and Zooey.’ He continues looking in a frantic manner as he grabs at other classic books before opening them up and then looks at his watch to grimace since I know he’s short on time because he already said so.

‘Hey if you’re after a first edition . . . this is one. This Franny and Zooey book right here,’ I say as I offer it back to him for his aunt’s gift.

‘That’s not an original first edition, first printing from 1961. It’s a later first edition from another publisher, but thanks anyway,’ he says and I feel ever so dumb now for not knowing this. Oh well I guess it’s mine then and don’t say I didn’t offer. In fact I didn’t offer to help but I do it anyway as I start searching for a first edition first printing with him.

‘You really don’t have to do that.’ I copy him to open and close the random books in our hands before replacing it, having checked them out.

‘I know, but I want to help for your aunt’s sake, not yours. And besides, I’ve got my book so I’ve got nothing better to do now.’ I smile.

‘Fine, you start at the end and we’ll meet in the middle.’ I grin as if it’s a game. I’m going to win it, but what would be my prize from him?

‘Nothing here yet . . . does your aunt have any favourite authors?’

‘Well she loves all the old classics like JD Salinger of course, F Scott Fitzgerald and Hemmingway to Jane Austin and the Bronte sisters, even Agatha Christie etc. But as she likes collecting first editions, I try to get her one of the titles she doesn’t have already,’ he says just as I get a book by Hemmingway titled A Moveable Feast. I let out a squeak in excitement after having opened it up to find it’s a first edition and first print, I think. So he immediately joins me to have a proper look at it and yes, he gives it the thumbs up so it’s an original copy in good nick, yay.

‘You’re a star. It’s saved me a lot of time and effort. I can’t believe you found something she doesn’t have, so I’m very grateful to you for this because my aunt will love it and it makes buying for her so simple.’

‘Huh, it would make things easier if they’d separate the first editions from the rest of them. But I guess they don’t because they want you to spend time browsing and perhaps buy something else that intrigues you enough to part with your hard earned cash. If they had them all on one section, you’d look and leave when you didn’t find something straight away and they’d be out of business by the end of the month, probably.’

‘Oh I’m a great believer in supporting little shops that are the beating heart of the community, rather than those huge soulless multinationals.’

‘God I agree . . . I always shop locally. Right well I guess we should go pay for these . . . after you . . . you’re the one in a hurry remember,’ I said as I backed up to let him through and he tips his head at me before I follow him to the till to pay for our purchases. Maybe I can pretend that this man is my boyfriend to the guy on the till so he won’t think I made it up to avoid having to say thanks but no thanks and I don’t fancy you.

There’s one other customer in front of us so we wait in line as the middle-aged woman with beige blonde shoulder length hair and matching fur collared coat fusses about the order she made over the telephone, when she didn’t like the cover. But you’re not reading the cover so who cares and haven’t you heard that you shouldn’t judge a book by it anyhow. Although I didn’t know they did that here or this dude would have ordered a book in advance and saved all the trouble of searching the shelves and nearly a lost cufflink to boot. Mind you, if he’d have done that then we’d never have met and I quite liked working in tandem to source the relevant reading material, so good job really.

There’s no wedding ring on his finger (meaning the man I’m standing with, not the guy on the till) but is he single? I am. It seems like forever since I’ve been on an actual date because I’ve been so focused on my career that I haven’t bothered as of late. Whilst having forsaken any relationships with the opposite sex to concentrate on giving it my all just to make it. So my agent said I need to put myself out there and let fate take its course because if it’s meant to be, it’ll happen eventually. Only I’m not sure if she was talking about my love life, or my big break.

However he doesn’t seem interested in asking if there’s any other way that he could repay me for saving the day. While I’m too shy to ask if he’d like to take me for a drink some time, that’s if he really wanted to thank me properly. Despite being a feminist who believes the sexes to be on an equal footing, so if I want to ask him out, I should. But certain things I can’t man-up about (no pun intended) and this is one of them.

Now if I were in character it’d be a different story and I’d face it with confidence since I’m a decent actress, I think, or why am I doing it (not for my health that’s for sure). It’s only when I’m being me I seem to wilt into self doubt and can’t imagine someone so handsome and well-mannered liking me back. The ones I like tend to be emotionally unavailable or a cheating bastard or both, take your pick. I’m sure this dude is different, I hope. But I can’t allow a man to get inside my head either to mess with it, when I’m trying to learn lines or focus on an audition for a demanding role. I’ll admit love has taken a backseat in my life lately. And it’s getting rather lonely trying to live the dream alone so I’m ready to take a chance, but who says that it will be with this man.

The guy on the till catches my eye, but there’s no sign of the donkey dick sex book so hopefully he didn’t know it was me. I move closer to the dude next to me and put my arm around his back but don’t actually touch him, as it hovers outstretched above his backside so he’ll never know and can’t object. The guy on the till seems to get the message and looks away, I bet he thinks this is my boyfriend and I can live with that, if
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