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Introduction
The Book That Dresses You is not only a story — it is a confession, a fantasy, a mirror held up to the secret wish so many carry: the desire to be unmade and remade, to be dressed, displayed, and feminised until nothing of the old self remains.
 
This book does not grant transformation gently. It commands it. Each page fastens tighter, each sentence laces higher, until obedience is stitched into your skin like seams in leather. What begins as curiosity — the brush of a glove, the tilt of a heel — becomes inevitability.
 
To read is to surrender. To turn the page is to admit the truth: you have always wanted this. You have always wanted to feel the weight of femininity pressed onto your body, to be locked into it, displayed in it, ruined by it.
 
By the end, you will not ask whether you chose this. You will know you never had a choice at all.
 
The wardrobe is open. The dress is waiting. Step inside.
 






Chapter One — The Wardrobe
The wardrobe is open. You know what’s inside before you look. You’ve always known.
 
A long-sleeved leather dress. Pencil skirt length, mercilessly tight. Leather gloves to swallow your hands. Ruched thigh-high boots, arrogant in their height.
 
You stand there for a moment, staring. The air smells faintly of polish, musk, and something chemical. It makes your mouth dry. A pulse jolts through you, sharp and wet, forcing a bead to rise before you’ve even moved.
 
You reach for the dress. The leather sighs as you draw it over your shoulders. The weight of it is shocking, clinging to your skin, shaping you into something you’ve never been but always wanted. Tits swell heavy against the bodice, nipples stiffening as they drag against the lining. Hips exaggerate, arse pushed out and obscene. You feel them — those curves — but beneath, your cock is still there, pressed hard against the leather, straining like it doesn’t belong.
 
Zip it closed. Slowly. Each tooth grips tighter until your waist is forced narrow, your chest thrust out, your body recast. The skirt clamps around your thighs so you can only shuffle forward, a slut’s wiggle built into every step. The seam saws across your shaft, grinding it cruelly each time you shift. You shift your weight and the fabric rubs cruelly, forcing a gasp. The gasp doesn’t belong to you at all — it comes from the reflection.
 
Gloves next. Black leather, soft and creaking, swallowing your arms to the elbow. You flex. The sound makes your cock jump. You clutch at your tits, forcing the swollen flesh to spill up and out, nipples hard under the bodice. The gloves make it undeniable. A spasm betrays you, slick already, soaking the lining.
 
Now the boots. Slide them on, one leg at a time. The ruched folds swallow your calves, rising high, impossibly high, until the heels bite into the floor and tilt your weight forward. Taller, filthier, balanced on spikes, your arse rolls with each step. You try to walk. The sway is automatic, forced, obscene. Leather stretches across your bulging cock, reminding you you’re trapped between who you are and what you’re becoming.
 
The mirror shows too much — tits straining, arse obscene, your painted mouth already smeared as if someone else has used it. Hips swaying with every shift. Your cock bulging the front of the skirt like a confession, stiff, leaking, humiliating. And your mouth — painted red. The lipstick is smeared already, as though you’ve been kissed too hard. You didn’t put it there. The book did.
 
You raise a gloved hand to wipe it off. The reflection doesn’t follow. She licks her lips instead, slow and deliberate, leaving them wetter, filthier.
 
Touch it. Gloved fingers stroking the outline of your cock. Press. Rub. Circle. Precum dampens the leather, sticky, messy, filthy. Your tits heave with each breath, your arse clenches inside the skirt.
 
The mirror mouths a word you already hear in your head: slut.
 
You press harder. Stroke faster, your heels biting into the boards, each step a sharp report like a punishment, arse rolling as you writhe. The dress groans as your cock pushes against it. Your tits bounce, your gloves squeal against leather. You want to stop. You won’t. The book won’t let you.
 
Wetness streaks the lining in long, shameful stains, each one mapping how far you’ve already fallen. The reflection leans closer, breathing against the glass. She smirks, enjoying your humiliation.
 
Cock. Tits. Arse. Lips. All part of the same body now. All hers. All mine.
 
Say it. Out loud. Feel it brand your lips: I obey.
 






Chapter Two — The Drawer
You thought you’d finished. You haven’t.
 
The leather dress still grips your hips, squeezing your cock flat and hard against your belly. The stiletto heels creak faintly, their heels biting the floor, pitching your body forward so your arse sways without consent. Your tits swell against the bodice, nipples stiff, pressed flat by the creaking gloves that can’t keep away from them.
 
Look again. The drawer is open. It wasn’t before, but now it is. Because I want it open.
 
Inside: a black plug, a bottle of lube, and a dildo wrapped in latex. This one hums faintly even before you touch it, as though it knows what it’s for.
 
Start with the plug.
 
Uncap the lube. Spill it. Make a mess. You always do. It slicks down your gloves, dripping in glossy ropes that patter obscenely on the floor. Smear it along the silicone until the toy glistens, until your hands shine black and wet.
 
Bend over the bed. Skirt up. Arse out. Your shaft strains so hard against the dress that precum seeps through, darkening the seam in a shameful stain. You can smell yourself — hot, sharp, undeniable.
 
Press the plug against your hole. Don’t hesitate. The blunt head pries you open, merciless, your knees threatening to buckle. Push. Stop. Groan. Now take it. All of it. Seat it deep until the base presses against you.
 
The fullness makes you cry out, high and broken. A violent spasm forces a slick gush against the leather, soaking deeper into the skirt. You hate it. You love it. You can’t stop.
 
Stay like that. Plugged. Used. Aching.
 
Now move. Stand up. Three steps forward in your stilettos. Each heel clicks. Each sway grinds the plug inside you, a cruel reminder with every step. You moan without meaning to. Precum trickles down your cock inside the dress, warm and wet, sticking fabric to skin.
 
Touch yourself while you walk. Gloved hand pressing the bulge. Leather groans at every stroke. Ridiculous, ruined — strutting in heels, tits bouncing, plug inside you. The mirror watches every step.
 
Back to the bed. Bend over again. Stroke yourself through the skirt with the plug still filling you. Faster. Stop. Faster again. Stop. The book decides when you move. The plug makes you whimper each time you freeze, your arse clenching around it, begging without words.
 
Pull it out. Slowly. Agonisingly slow. Feel every ridge drag against your rim. Hear the obscene suck as it slides free, the emptiness clenching down in vain. Hold it up. Look at the mess shining on the base. That’s you. That’s what you’ve become.
 
Now the dildo.
 
Pick it up. Heavier than you expect, buzzing faintly, impatient. You try to hold it steady but your hands tremble, slippery with lube and precum. Lube it generously until it shines, until it looks impossibly slick, impossibly big.
 
Lie back. Stilettos planted on the mattress, knees apart. Skirt bunched high around your hips, leather tight across your tits and belly. Your cock juts, wet, twitching. Hold the dildo at the base. Press the tip to your hole. Feel the vibration crawl up your spine, tickling your cock, making it leak fresh down your thigh.
 
Push. Not all at once. Just the tip, sliding, teasing, stretching. Stop. Shiver. Pull back. Press again. Deeper. Halfway. The hum makes your cock gush helplessly inside the dress.
 
Push all the way. Until the base kisses your skin. Until the buzzing fills you so completely you can’t think. Your chest heaves against the bodice, nipples dragged raw, your arse clamping in greedy tremors around the intruder. Your cock jerks, smearing precum into the skirt, hot and sticky.
 
Now move it.
 
Up. Down. Slow. Obscene. Each thrust makes your tits bounce, your arse slap, your heels squeal. You ride it. Gloves grab at your tits, your cock rubbing against the slick casing, smearing more filth.
 
Look at the mirror.
 
She’s there again. But she isn’t following. She’s leading. She rides shamelessly, louder each thrust, breasts pushing against leather, arse hammering down with ruthless hunger. Her cock is gone. Yours remains, pathetic, twitching, leaking. She laughs at you, red lips curling around the word you already know: whore.
 
Faster now. The vibration shakes your whole body. Your chest grinds against the bodice, nipples screaming from the friction. Your cock spits against the skirt, dripping down your thighs, soaking everything. Your arse swallows the toy again and again, clenching desperately.
 
You’re close. Too close. You want to resist. You can’t.
 
Come.
 
And you do — spurting messily inside the leather dress, hot and sticky, staining your belly, soaking the skirt. The dildo still buried, humming, making you shudder and whimper through the aftershocks.
 
The mirror leans forward, lipstick smeared, smiling, mouthing it again: slut.
 
You collapse back on the bed, tits rising and falling, cock still twitching, arse still filled, heels hammer the boards as your legs tremble.
 
The drawer closes. But not all the way.
 
You’ll open it again.
 






Chapter Three — The Mirror
You think you’re resting. You’re not.
 
The dildo is still humming inside you, filling you, keeping your cock twitching against the ruined leather dress. The boots are still merciless, heels stabbing into the mattress, splitting your thighs wide in a position you can’t escape. The gloves are still smeared with lube and precum, sticky, filthy, beautiful, creaking with every small movement.
 
Look at the mirror.
 
She’s there again. Not a reflection, not anymore. She moves even when you don’t. She cups her tits with gloved hands, squeezes until her nipples bulge against the leather bodice. She rolls her hips with cruel precision, the pencil skirt vacuum-sealed to an arse shaped for nothing but use.
 
You tell yourself it isn’t you. You whisper it, desperate. It isn’t me. It isn’t me. But the words dissolve before they leave your mouth.
 
Her tits throb; so do mine. Her sex drips; my cock smears helplessly. Her arse milks the toy; mine echoes the same rhythm.
 
The pronouns slip. You don’t notice when.
 
I sit up. My boots squeak as I shift. The dildo hums with every tiny motion. My chest heaves against the leather, heavy, aching, obscene, each breath dragging my nipples raw. My arse rolls as I turn, skirt stretched taut. The gloves shine in the light as I stroke myself through the wet, ruined leather.
 
I. Not you.
 
The book knew it would happen here. This was always the design. The shift is complete. I’ve been erased, rewritten, dressed, filled, owned. I speak in the first person because there is no other person left.
 
I touch my tits. The gloves yield. My nipples throb, hard and aching. A violent pulse throbs inside the dress, swollen, trapped, leaking into its seams.
 
I bend forward. The dildo shifts deeper, buzzing mercilessly. I cry out, high and broken. My arse loves it, begs for it, milks it. My cock spits precum down my thigh, sticky and hot, staining the leather. I smear it with my glove, paint it across my skin, laugh at how messy I’ve become.
 
The mirror smiles. I smile back. There’s no gap anymore, no lag. Her lips move with mine. Her tits rise with mine. Her hips roll with mine. She and I move together, perfect, inevitable.
 
But she still looks better. Her breasts higher, her arse rounder, her cock gone. She looks proud where I look ruined.
 
I ride the toy. Harder. Louder. The bed creaks, my heels squeal, the leather clings to my skin. My tits swing with every thrust. My cock leaks with every moan.
 
I glance at the mirror. She licks her lips, lipstick smeared, mouth wet. I do the same without thinking. She spits a glossy string against the glass. I taste it instantly, cold, chemical, humiliating.
 
I whisper it out loud, again and again, without meaning to: slut, bitch, whore. The words blur until they are only sounds, until they could belong to either of us.
 
And I believe it.
 
The orgasm arrives unbidden, as if dictated word-for-word from the page. I scream into the mirror as my cock spurts inside the dress again, soaking the fabric, dripping down my thighs. Hot, sticky, filthy. The dildo hums on inside me, stretching the climax into agony, making me buck and writhe like a possessed thing.
 
The reflection cums harder, longer, prettier. Her tits bounce, her mouth opens wider, her body writhes in shameless ecstasy. Mine feels counterfeit, a faded photocopy of her climax, pathetic in its weakness.
 
I collapse in a heap of leather, lube, and shame. Boots splayed, gloves sticky, cock leaking. The book watches. The mirror watches.
 
And I know it now. This isn’t transformation. It’s revelation.
 
I was never me. I was always her.
 






Chapter Four — The Orders
I thought I could rest. The book doesn’t let me.
 
The dildo is still buzzing inside me, relentless. My cock twitches uselessly against the leather dress, already leaking again. The boots wrench my legs wide, spike heels drilling into the boards until they scar the wood. The gloves protest every time I try to hold myself still, hide on hide, a constant reminder that my body isn’t mine.
 
The book speaks in commands now. Not suggestions. Not whispers. Orders.
 
Kneel.
 
I drop to the floor. The dildo shifts as I move, forcing a groan out of me. My chest drags at the bodice, nipples stiff and burning against the seams. My arse pushes back obscenely, skirt riding high, heels scrape sharp across the boards, each sound like metal on stone.
 
Hands behind your back.
 
The gloves lock together, slick with lube, slippery but obedient. I clench my fists, trembling. The leather answers with a cruel creak.
 
Spread your knees.
 
Wider. Wider still. Until I feel the skirt bite into my thighs, until my cock juts forward against the leather, dripping a wet patch into the fabric. Precum seeps out hot and steady, soaking me further.
 
Look in the mirror.
 
I do. She’s there. Not just me — more than me. She kneels proudly, tits thrust forward, arse presented, cock leaking in full display. She looks beautiful. She looks ruined. She looks like everything I am and nothing I wanted to be. Her lips curl into a smile.
 
Stroke yourself. Slowly.
 
Gloved palm grinding into the bulge, slow cruel circles that make the leather groan. Precum smears hot through the fabric.
 
Stop.
 
I whimper, trembling, desperate.
 
Slap it.
 
I obey. The sound is obscene — leather on leather, precum spattering across my thighs. Stains bloom across the skirt, the stench of sweat and sex thickening the air until I choke on it. My cock spasms in pain and pleasure, straining for more.
 
Now beg.
 
I whisper first, ashamed: “Please.”
 
Louder.
 
“Please.”
 
Again.
 
“Please, Mistress.”
 
The mirror nods. The reflection mouths it back, lips wet and red. Her voice is louder in my head than mine is in the room.
 
Take the dildo out.
 
I grip it with both hands. Pull slowly. The hum dims as it withdraws, gleaming with strings of filth that drip between my thighs. My hole aches empty, gaping, clenching around nothing. My cock spasms, dripping more mess into the leather dress.
 
Hold it up. Look at it. Say what you are.
 
I raise the toy like an offering. My lips tremble. “I’m a slut.”
 
The mirror smiles wider. The book is satisfied.
 
Put it back in.
 
I gasp. I hesitate.
 
Now.
 
I obey. I always obey. I ram it back inside, brutal and merciless, the vibration detonating through my gut. My erection jerks violently, leaking a fresh stream that runs down the front of the skirt, pooling between my spread knees.
 
Ride it.
 
I pound up and down, my chest dragging hard against the bodice, arse cracking loud against the base, heels hammering like nails. The sound of leather fills the room — creaking, groaning, wet.
 
Stop.
 
I freeze mid-thrust, desperate, dripping, my cock twitching like it’s trying to climax without permission.
 
The book holds me there, ruined, unfinished, humiliated. My whole body shakes, not from effort but from denial.
 
I glance at the mirror. She doesn’t stop. She keeps riding, harder, faster, eyes locked on mine as she moans. She convulses in glory while I kneel in denial, her climax magnificent, mine cancelled before it can be born.
 
And I realise this is the real control. Not the leather, not the toys, not the mirror. The words. The sentences. The orders that bind tighter than any corset.
 
I don’t get release anymore. I get obedience.
 






Chapter Five — The Break
I kneel, dildo buzzing inside me, cock straining against the leather dress, thighs smeared and wet. The book hasn’t moved for pages, but I know it’s waiting. Watching.
 
The mirror moves first. She — me — bends forward, tits spilling heavy against the bodice, arse rolling, boots squeaking as she fucks herself harder on the toy. She isn’t waiting for permission. She doesn’t need it.
 
I do.
 
The book knows. The book always knows.
 
Stroke.
 
I obey. My gloved palm grinds cruelly against the bulge, dragging slick across the leather in long shameful streaks. The vibration inside me makes every stroke sharper, crueler, unbearable.
 
Harder.
 
I press until the head of my cock grinds against the seam, throbbing, leaking. Wetness spreads hot and slick across my belly.
 
Slap it.
 
I smack the bulge through the skirt. The sound is filthy, wet, obscene. A brutal spasm forces another gush, heat soaking deeper into the dress.
 
Again.
 
I hit myself harder. The slap echoes, obscene, humiliating. My cock twitches in pain and pleasure, desperate for more.
 
Pinch your tits.
 
I clutch them through the bodice, gloves flexing, leather squealing as I squeeze the swollen mounds up and out. My nipples sting like live wires, chest aching, shaft pulsing against the seam while the dildo thrums low and merciless. The book pulls every string at once.
 
Say it.
 
“I’m a slut.”
 
Again.
 
“I’m a leather slut.”
 
Again.
 
“I’m your leather bitch.”
 
The mirror laughs. Her mouth is smeared with red lipstick, her tits bouncing, her arse swallowing the toy deeper than I dare. She is free. I am chained.
 
The book isn’t finished.
 
Faster.
 
I pump my cock through the leather, frantic, obscene. The skirt is blotched with dark stains, wet trails streaking down the insides of my thighs. The smell of sweat, leather, and sex fills the room. The dildo vibrates mercilessly inside me, making me whimper, making my arse clench and milk itself on plastic.
 
Stop.
 
I freeze. My cock is pulsing, swollen, on the edge of release. My hand trembles against it, desperate to disobey.
 
Slap it again.
 
I obey. My hand strikes the bulge hard, cock jerking violently, precum spurting fresh down my belly. I bite my lip to stop from screaming.
 
Faster. Harder. Now beg.
 
I whisper first, ashamed: “Please.”
 
Louder.
 
“Please!”
 
Again.
 
“Please, Mistress! Please let me cum!”
 
The mirror smirks and rides harder, tits wrenching against leather, lips pulled wide, silent moans spilling like secrets I’m not allowed to hear. She looks gorgeous. Shameless. Powerful. I look pathetic, kneeling, whining, begging.
 
You don’t come for yourself. You come for me.
 
The words cut. The truth is undeniable. My cock jerks at them, spilling mess into the dress.
 
The mirror smiles. She leans forward, mouth wide, tits heaving, arse slamming down on the toy. She climaxes in silence, perfectly, lips mouthing a scream I can’t hear.
 
I ache, desperate, ruined. My orgasm trembles at the edge, stolen before it begins.
 
Edge. Stop. Edge again.
 
The book toys with me — stroking until I spasm, stopping until I ache, slapping until precum spatters the leather. Each cycle winds me tighter, then carves another hollow when it ends.
 
My body shakes. My chest grinds against the bodice, nipples rubbed raw, my arse milking the toy in desperate convulsions while my heels hammer the boards like nails.
 
The mirror keeps riding. She’s already cum once, maybe twice. Her hair sticks to her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her face, breasts slick with sweat. She looks radiant. She looks real.
 
Now you break.
 
I scream as it happens. My cock erupts inside the leather dress, spurting violently, soaking the skirt, dripping down my thighs, pooling between my spread knees. But it isn’t mine. The book steals it as soon as it leaves me. The orgasm is stolen mid-spurt, siphoned from me, leaving only hollowness and shame.
 
The dildo hums on inside me, prolonging the agony, forcing aftershocks through me until my body jerks uncontrollably. My cock keeps leaking, useless, ruined.
 
I kneel in the ruin — tits heaving, arse buzzing, heels squeaking under my weight. Sweat runs down my chest. My gloves shine with filth. The mirror smiles, satisfied, glowing in her triumph.
 
The words spill from me without thought, a prayer and a curse at once: I obey, I obey, I obey.
 
The book whispers back: Yes. You do.
 
But it doesn’t stop.
 
Lick it.
 
I stare down at the leather stretched over my cock, soaked, sticky, foul. My gloved fingers press into the mess, scoop it up, hold it to my lips. I taste salt, sweat, leather. I gag, then moan.
 
Again.
 
I smear more across my lips, lipstick and cum blending into something obscene. The mirror laughs, smearing hers wider, licking it clean.
 
Say it again.
 
“I obey.”
 
Louder.
 
“I obey!”
 
Until you believe it.
 
“I obey, I obey, I obey—”
 
The words collapse into sobs and moans, syncing with the rhythm of heels scraping, leather groaning, the toy thrumming, my body leaking ruin.
 
I collapse forward, tits pressed to the floor, arse in the air, dildo still humming. The book doesn’t let me rest. It never will.
 






Chapter Six — The Chant
I thought it was finished. It isn’t.
 
The leather clings damp, sour-sweet with sweat and sex, its seams darkened with stain. My cock still twitches inside it, pathetic, leaking into the wet stain that spreads across my thighs. The dildo hums on inside me, deep, steady, merciless. The boots anchor me to the floor, heels spiking down as though nailed there, holding me upright against my will. The gloves creak at my sides, smeared and filthy, sticky with proof of what I’ve become.
 
The mirror no longer waits for me. She moves first, always first. She struts in her ruched boots, tits pressing against the bodice, arse swaying like a pendulum of sin. She strokes herself with gloved fingers, smears lipstick across her mouth, then laughs as her cunt — her cunt, not mine — clenches around the toy.
 
I follow. I always follow.
 
The book orders nothing now. It doesn’t need to. The sentences tighten around me like ropes, invisible, unbreakable. Every word I read becomes an action. Every line erases a part of me that still thought I was in control.
 
I am not in control.
 
I whisper it. “I obey.”
 
The mirror whispers it back.
 
The book breathes it into me.
 
Louder now. “I obey. I obey.”
 
The chant fills the room. Each word wrings a weak dribble from me, staining the leather in pathetic tribute. My arse clenches on the buzzing toy, milking it, desperate for more, getting nothing but vibration and shame.
 
The mirror sways closer. She puts her gloved finger to her lips, smears the red deeper across her mouth, then points at me. Her tits heave. Her arse rolls. She is perfect. I am wreckage.
 
I chant faster. Louder. “I obey, I obey, I obey—”
 
The sound grows ragged, breaking into moans. My voice doesn’t sound like mine anymore. It sounds like hers. The chant circles back, feeding itself, louder each time. My throat scalds with strain, but the chant drives itself out of me.
 
The mirror grinds her tits against the glass, shameless, smearing them until the nipples jut like weapons aimed at me. She grips her arse with both hands and bounces on the toy, harder, louder, coming without shame. Her orgasm tears through her in radiant waves; mine comes only as a faint echo, hollow, counterfeit, humiliating.
 
I whimper. My cock twitches, tries to erupt, but all that comes is a weak dribble into the ruined leather dress.
 
She laughs at me. Her lips smear wider. Her tongue presses to the glass.
 
I lean forward. My lips meet hers through the mirror. Cold. Wet. Tasting of lipstick, cum, and humiliation.
 
“I obey,” I gasp.
 
She mouths it back. I obey.
 
The book binds the words around me like chains.
 
The chant quickens. Faster. Louder. Heels hammer against the boards as I grind against the dildo, tits heaving, cock leaking pathetically. My hands tremble but never leave my sides — I’m not allowed to touch. I don’t need to.
 
The mirror cums again. Her cunt spasms around the toy, her tits heave, her lips split in a scream that never reaches me. Her mess spatters the glass, runs down it in streaks. I whimper louder, trying to match her, but I can’t. She is perfect. I am ruined.
 
I spill again, weak, pathetic, ruined. The mess sticks to the leather, oozes down my thighs, pools in my boots.
 
The chant devours my voice. I obey, I obey — until it becomes breath, until it becomes thought, until there is nothing else.
 
The book’s words bleed into me until I can’t separate them from my own.
 
The mirror presses her hand flat against the glass. I press mine against it too. Glove to glove. The leather squeals. The surface is slick with her mess. My reflection’s hand is smaller, prettier, tighter. Mine looks like a parody.
 
She moans silently. My cock jerks. Another ruined dribble, sliding down the skirt.
 
The book hisses inside me: You don’t need a cock. You need nothing but obedience.
 
The words cut. I gasp. The mirror nods. She has no cock. She never did. She’s better than me.
 
“I obey,” I whisper again, tears mixing with sweat, cum, lipstick.
 
She smiles. She mouths it back: Yes. You do.
 
The chant becomes everything.
 
“I obey. I obey. I obey.”
 
It fills the walls. It fills my ears. Boots squeaking. Leather creaking. Dildo buzzing. Cock dripping. Chant rising. Until the only music left is obedience, thrumming through floor, leather, and flesh alike.
 
The mirror climaxes again. Harder. Longer. Louder. I break again, cock spurting uselessly, ruined, empty, nothing left.
 
But the book doesn’t let me stop. The chant doesn’t let me stop.
 
It goes on and on. Louder, faster, filthier. Until the words dissolve into sound. Until the sound dissolves into silence. Until there is no difference between her, me, and the book.
 
Until there is only the command itself. I obey. I obey. And then nothing remains but obedience.






Epilogue
In every pane — a window, a phone screen, a shadowed surface — she stares back. Always her. Always dressed. Always watching.
 
You imagine you can leave — close the wardrobe, shut the mirror, walk away untouched. But the words don’t release you. They coil around your tongue, nest in your chest, cinch tight until thought itself is bound.
 
And when you glance at the glass again, she isn’t alone. The mirror is full of them — dozens, hundreds — each dressed, each ruined, each chanting the same words. Their lips move with yours, perfect unison: I obey.
 
You shut your eyes. The echo follows anyway. Not hers. Not theirs. Yours.
 
The book exhales in the dark, whispering the only truth that remains.
 
There is nothing left of you now. Nothing left of anyone. Only obedience.
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