
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Ruby Returns in Red Lipstick

        

        
        
          Ghost comedy, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Amna Waseem

        

        
          Published by Amna Waseem, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      RUBY RETURNS IN RED LIPSTICK

    

    
      First edition. December 29, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Amna Waseem.

    

    
    
      Written by Amna Waseem.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One: Ruby Returns in Red Lipstick

[image: ]




[image: ]

Mina had always suspected that death would not be enough to silence Aunt Ruby.  

It wasn’t just the way Ruby lived—loud, opinionated, and perpetually armed with a tube of red lipstick that she wielded like a sword. It was the way she dismissed men as if they were defective furniture, the way she called Mina’s neighborhood sweetheart “that beanpole with the brain of a boiled potato,” and the way she ran their salon like a kingdom where manicures were decrees and pedicures were punishments. Ruby was not the sort of woman who faded quietly into memory.  

Still, Mina had hoped.  

The night Ruby died, Mina lay in bed, exhausted from grief and the endless stream of condolence visitors. She had cried until her eyes felt like swollen grapes. She had whispered to herself that perhaps now—finally now—she could marry Arif, the boy next door who had been waiting patiently for years while Ruby threw insults at him like confetti. Mina imagined a future of freedom, of love, of running the salon without Ruby’s booming voice scaring customers into tipping extra.  

But then, at precisely midnight, the air in her room grew colder than the inside of a refrigerator. The curtains fluttered though the windows were shut. And there, beside her bed, floated Aunt Ruby.  

She was dressed in a white saree that shimmered faintly, as though stitched from moonlight. Her lips gleamed with her trademark red lipstick, freshly applied even in death. Black glasses perched on her nose, giving her the look of a ghostly librarian who had come to scold.  

“Mina,” Ruby announced, her voice echoing as if bouncing off invisible walls. “Don’t think you can run off with that beanpole now. Death has not improved my opinion of him.”  

Mina sat up, clutching her blanket. “Aunt Ruby! You’re... you’re dead!”  

Ruby adjusted her glasses and sniffed. “Dead, yes. Gone, no. You think a little heart failure can stop me? Ha! I’ve survived worse—two husbands, two bankruptcies, and one disastrous perm in 1987. Death is just another inconvenience.”  

Mina groaned. “I thought I’d finally be free.”  

“Free?” Ruby scoffed. “From me? Child, you’ll never be free. I’m your only relative, your guardian angel—well, more like a guardian banshee. And I’m here to protect you from liars, cheats, and men with suspiciously shiny hair.”  

Mina buried her face in her hands. “This is unfair. Even in death, you’re still telling me not to trust love.”  

Ruby floated closer, her saree trailing like mist. “Love is fake, Mina. Men are liars. I told you when I was alive, and I’ll tell you now. My divorces taught me everything I needed to know. Do you think I wore red lipstick for beauty? No, it was war paint. And I’m not about to let you march into battle unarmed.”  

Mina wanted to scream, but instead she whispered, “I just wanted one thing. To marry Arif. To be happy.”  

Ruby patted her cheek with a cold, ghostly hand. “Happiness is overrated. Have you seen how miserable married women look when they come for pedicures? Their toenails scream despair. Trust me, child, you’re better off with cuticle oil than with a husband.”  

The next morning, Mina discovered that Ruby’s ghost was not content to haunt her bedroom.  

She followed Mina everywhere.  

When mourners arrived at the house to offer sympathy, Ruby floated among them like a hostess at a party. Mina watched in horror as her aunt perched herself on the sofa beside the guests, adjusting her saree and fixing her lipstick with invisible hands.  

“Such a tragedy,” one neighbor whispered, dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief.  

Ruby leaned over her shoulder. “Tragedy? Please. I look fabulous. Death has done wonders for my complexion.”  

The neighbor shivered, sensing something strange, and Mina quickly coughed to cover the awkwardness. But Ruby was relentless.  

She floated to the tea tray, sniffed the biscuits, and declared, “Too stale. Mina, you should have ordered jalebis from the shop next door. At least they know how to fry sugar properly.”  

And as if to prove her point, Ruby drifted out of the house entirely, through the wall, and reappeared moments later munching on a string of golden jalebis. She floated back into the room, syrup dripping down her ghostly fingers, and sat cross-legged beside the guests.  

“Now this,” she said with her mouth full, “is sympathy food.”  

Mina wanted to vanish into the floor.  

Every time a new guest entered, Ruby reapplied her lipstick, puckering her lips as though preparing for a photo shoot. She adjusted her glasses, smoothed her saree, and posed dramatically. Mina could only watch as her aunt treated the mourning period like a fashion show.  

Later that day, Mina tried to escape to the salon. She thought perhaps the familiar smell of nail polish remover and lavender lotion would comfort her. But Ruby followed, gliding through the door like smoke.  

The salon had always been Ruby’s kingdom. The pink walls, the posters of smiling women with perfect nails, the rows of polish bottles arranged like soldiers—it all screamed Ruby’s taste. Mina had inherited it now, but she felt like an imposter.  

Ruby floated behind the manicure table, inspecting the tools. “Ah, my empire. Still intact. Good. You’ll run it, Mina. You’ll keep the women’s nails sharp, their feet smooth, and their husbands terrified.”  

Mina sighed. “I wanted to make changes. Maybe add facials, hair treatments—expand the business.”  

Ruby gasped. “Expand? Into what? Husbands will start coming in, and then what? Men in my salon? Over my dead body!”  

“You are dead,” Mina muttered.  

“Exactly,” Ruby said triumphantly. “And I still forbid it.”  

That evening, Mina sat alone in her room, staring at the ceiling. She thought of Arif, the boy next door, who had sent her a basket of mangoes as condolence. She wanted to run to him, to tell him everything, to laugh about Ruby’s ghostly antics. But she knew Ruby would follow, floating between them like a chaperone from the underworld.  

Sure enough, Ruby appeared again, munching another jalebi. “Mina, don’t even think about sneaking out. I can smell romance from miles away. It stinks worse than acetone.”  

Mina threw her pillow at the ghost, but it passed right through. Ruby laughed, twirling in the air. “You’ll thank me one day. Men are trouble. Stick to nail polish. It never lies.”  
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