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Chapter One

​


‘You can’t stay indoors all the
time,’ Liz told her friend and neighbour, Sandra, sitting in the
armchair with a mug of coffee in her hand. ‘If you do, then you’re
letting Jim win. And don’t you think he’s controlled your life too
much already?’

Sandra sighed. Jim had. ‘Control’ and ‘freak’
were words that immediately sprang to mind when she thought of
him.

‘Come on. Why don’t you go to the
gym with me? Get rid of some of that mad energy I know you have
inside you.’

‘I don’t know.’

‘If you don’t want to do it for
yourself, then do it for Bunty.’

Sandra glanced at the photo of her
seven-year-old daughter on the mantelpiece - a smiling face with
long dark hair, like her mum’s. Bunty was the only good thing that
had come out of her marriage, and the one thing that she had
control of now.

‘I’ll think about it,’ she said.
‘Promise.’

‘Alright. But Sandra, don’t let Jim
win now. Please!’

Sandra nodded half-heartedly and waved Liz
off.

When she heard the door click shut, it was as
if an alarm had gone off in her head. She trudged upstairs to her
bedroom, with Liz’s words, ‘Don’t let him win now’ ringing in her
ears.

There she gazed in the mirror and frowned at
her image. Her hair was lank and lifeless, her brown eyes matched
it. Her shoulders drooped and her clothes were a mix of boring
brown and beige. She looked dumpy and frumpy. Where had that fun
and lively Sandra she used to be gone?

Deep down she knew. It had been beaten out of
her by Jim, by his constant belittling of her, and his controlling
nature. She hadn’t seen it during the years of their marriage but
she did now – little by little fun and energetic Sandra had turned
into drab, boring Sandra who was afraid of her own
shadow.

A tear trickled down her cheek, and before she
knew it, it was a flow of tears.

It was easy for Liz to say ‘Don’t let him win’
- but how could she fight back after all she’d been
through?

A deep purple flash lit up the room then, and
Sandra almost jumped out of her skin. What on earth was
happening?

She stood quiet and apprehensive, like she
used to when Jim crashed through the door, afraid that something
bad was about to happen.

She gnawed her lip, prayed that whatever it
was would just go away and leave her alone.

But as she slowly lifted her head, she saw a
figure appear in the mirror beside her.

Her eyes widened in shock, and the blurred
image got clearer and clearer until she saw...

‘Aunt Geraldine?’

No, it couldn’t be. Her mind was playing games
with her. It had to be that.

‘Sandra? What’s up, dear?’ the
figure said briskly.

Yep, she was definitely going
mad.

‘No, you’re not imagining it. It is
me.’

‘But you’re dead,’ Sandra
whispered. ‘Aren’t you?’

‘Well, technically I suppose I am
dead, but I’ve struck a deal with the Boss up there. In order to
become a better person and earn my place in Heaven, I may come back
down here to visit any relatives who might need help. And from what
I’ve heard, you really need my help.’

Sandra faced her aunt.

The purple glow was now shining all around
her, and it was so bright it made her squint.

When she’d got used to it, she saw her aunt
properly for the first time. Geraldine was wearing brown trousers,
a mauve blouse under a purple jumper, with large hoop purple
earrings. And her face was...showing concern? Just as it did in the
photo she kept on her bedside cabinet.

Sandra glanced at the photo now. And gulped.
It was blank, as though someone had taken the picture out and not
put it back.

‘Yes, Sandra dear. That’s how I
come to you – via your photo. Now that I can see you, what happened
to the confident, happy and lively young woman I used to hear so
many stories about?’

‘Jim,’ she said.

‘Your husband?’

‘Ex-husband. He ran off with his
secretary.’

‘Mmm...’ Geraldine murmured. ‘Looks
like he sucked the life out of you. You’re a wreck. What do you
intend to do about it?’

‘Not sure. Liz, my friend, keeps
urging me to go to the gym with her.’

‘Maybe she has a point. You could
do with toning up.’

The deep purple glow around Geraldine sparkled
as she had an idea.

‘What springs to mind to help you
is the phrase don’t get mad, get even. Go to the gym,
Sandra, get fit and back to your old perky self. Show Jim what he’s
missing. Think about it, dear. You were a fantastic looking young
woman. Let me know tomorrow what you have decided to
do.’

And Sandra watched her aunt disappear in a
flash of deep purple – back into the photo frame.

 


Later that day, when she collected Bunty, from
school, Sandra asked her, ‘Bunty, tell me the truth. Do you think I
look frumpy?’

‘Yes,’ came the immediate
answer.

That did it. If anyone spoke bluntly to her,
it was her daughter.

Liz’s words, ‘Don’t let him win’ and her
aunt’s words, ‘Don’t get mad, get even’ kept buzzing in her mind
all evening.

So as she changed for bed, Sandra gazed at
herself critically in the mirror. The dull brown clothes and
sagging posture made her look far older than she was. She looked
browbeaten and boring and prematurely middle-aged. No, this wasn’t
her, not anymore. She was free of Jim. She was free to do what she
wanted. It was time to change. Yes, she’d do what Aunt Geraldine
told her. She wouldn’t get mad, not anymore. She’d get even.
Starting tomorrow, she’d go to the local gym and find out how she
could regain her self – the Sandra that Jim had beaten out of
her.

Tomorrow she would start to become the new
Sandra. A confident, fun, go-getting lady.

 



Chapter Two

​


The next morning, when Sandra got home from
dropping Bunty off at school, she hunted out her old sportswear.
She picked up the pale blue jogging bottoms and matching zipper
top, and wrinkled her nose. They not only smelt musty but looked
dusty. And she thought they looked old-fashioned. They wouldn’t
suit the new Sandra. The new Sandra would be bold and bright, and
needed the gear to match.

Time for a shopping spree. One she was looking
forward to. She’d be on her own, and could browse as long as she
pleased, which Jim had never liked. And she could choose the
colours she wanted, not those he told her to.

As she strode out of the house, Sandra was
humming as she dropped the old tracksuit into the green recycling
bin. Goodbye old life, hello new life. It was the start of getting
rid of a life which she’d hated. She carried on down the road with
hope in her heart.

She stepped into the sports shop and halted.
Her heart beat loudly with the anticipation of being able to browse
round the shop on her own, and at the thought that she could buy
exactly what she wanted. It was like forbidden fruit after all
these years. But if she was to get fitter, she needed to do it
properly and buy all the right gear, including something to put it
in.

She found just the right bag, one that made
her think of Aunt Geraldine. It was a lilac colour. Her aunt would
love it, as she recalled that it was her favourite colour. She
wandered to the sportswear. The choice was endless. Where on earth
did she start? She wanted bright and bold, so all dark and light
colours were out.

She picked out and held up a purple top and
bottom. No, not bright enough. She wanted to be brave and show
herself off. She smiled as she thought of what Jim would have said
of that idea. But he was now out of her life. She could please
herself.

Then she found just the thing. Bright pink
lycra shorts with a matching pink cropped top. Excellent! She’d
show off not only her legs but her midriff too. The colour clashed
with her new bag but hey, all the better. She was fed up with being
Jim’s boring little mouse in the matching mousey outfits he made
her wear.

Then she came across a pair of white trainers
with pink flashes on the sides. They would go perfectly with the
rest of her outfit.

Sandra was enjoying herself so much that she
picked up some pink sports socks, a pink wrist band and a water
bottle.

As she got to the counter, she took out her
purse and saw the credit card – it was still on Jim’s account. She
heard Aunt Geraldine’s voice tell her, ‘Don’t get mad, get even.’
Jim had told her she could
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