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Introduction:
From Me to You
I used to think mirrors never lied.
They were my truth, my validation, my safety.
If I could control what the mirror saw, maybe I could control what the world believed.
And if I could convince the world I was perfect…
Maybe I could convince myself I wasn’t broken.
But the mirror only showed you my face.
Not my fear.
Not the ache that settled in my chest every time I laughed at the right time, smiled on cue, and walked away from people I loved before they could walk away from me.
This story isn’t polished.
It’s not dressed up.
It’s not for show.
It’s the truth behind the image.
It’s what happened when the mirror cracked and I could finally see myself clearly—and I didn’t like what I saw.
I was the problem.
I was the one who hurt people, who pushed them away, who wore self-destruction like perfume.
And I nearly let it take me out.
But God had other plans.
I’m not writing this because I have all the answers.
I’m writing this because maybe… just maybe… you know what it’s like to feel empty even when you look perfect.
Maybe you’ve stood in front of your own mirror wondering how you got here.
Maybe you’ve burned bridges you didn’t know how to rebuild.
Or maybe you’re just tired of faking it.
If so, you’re not alone.
You never were.
This is my story.
But it might feel like yours too.
And I pray, with everything in me, that by the time you turn the last page—
you’ll know you’re not beyond healing.
You’re not beyond love.
And your story isn’t over either.
– Arielle
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Content:
PART ONE: THE REFLECTION (Chapters 1–10)
Theme: Illusion of Perfection / Cracks in the Mirror
	The Perfect Woman – Introduce the protagonist (name TBD), a beautiful, successful woman admired by all.

	The Morning Ritual – Her obsessive mirror routine; her internal emptiness hinted.

	Surface-Level Love – Failed romantic relationship; she blames the man.

	Fractured Friendships – Friends begin to distance themselves.

	The Birthday Party – A party with no guests; no one shows up.

	Facade at Work – She excels professionally but resents everyone.

	Family Fallout – Explores past with family and estrangement.

	The Ex’s New Life – She sees an ex thriving without her, triggering bitterness.

	What the Mirror Saw – First major breakdown in front of the mirror.

	Nightmare Awakening – A dream where the mirror shatters.

 
PART TWO: SHATTERED GLASS (Chapters 11–20)
Theme: Isolation, Realization, and Descent
	Empty House – She walks through her home, now hollow and cold.

	Social Media Spiral – Feeds her delusion and jealousy.

	Flashbacks of a Broken Girl – Glimpses of childhood trauma and neglect.

	The Therapist’s Door – A failed attempt at seeking help.

	Lashing Out – She burns bridges with the last person who cares.

	The Silent Phone – No calls, no texts, no visits.

	Talking to the Mirror – She begins to hallucinate, the mirror "speaks."

	Unmasking the Lie – She realizes she is the common thread in every broken relationship.

	The Rope and the Brick – Describes the method, thoughts, and setup.

	“This is not the end” – The divine voice of God intervenes.

 
PART THREE: BROKEN AND HELD (Chapters 21–30)
Theme: Surrender, Discovery, and Grace
	Collapse – She falls to the floor sobbing, undone by the voice.

	The Light in the Mirror – She sees a light in the mirror instead of herself.

	First Prayer – Awkward, raw conversation with God.

	Hospital Room – After calling 911 herself; first step toward help.

	A Letter Unsent – Writes a letter to her estranged mother.

	The Support Group – Hesitantly joins a group of women in recovery.

	Mirror Journals – Begins writing what she “saw” each day.

	Reaching Out – Calls someone she hurt, seeking forgiveness.

	A God She Never Knew – Exploring her own faith/spiritual beliefs.

	The Girl in the Mirror Smiles – A turning point of hope.

 
PART FOUR: REDEEMED REFLECTION (Chapters 31–40)
Theme: Restoration, New Beginnings, Purpose
	Volunteering at the Shelter – Learns compassion and humility.

	The Apology Tour – Travels to visit those she hurt.

	Her Father’s Grave – Reconciliation with past grief.

	A New Mirror – Buys a new mirror, discards the old one.

	Her First Real Friend – Deep bond forms through honesty and vulnerability.

	A Love Unexpected – A man who sees her, scars and all.

	The Empty House, Now Full – Her home becomes a place of life and love.

	A Book in the Works – She begins writing her story.

	Speaking to a Crowd – Shares her journey at a women's conference.

	What the Mirror Sees Now – Final reflection: peace, joy, and purpose.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Prologue
 
The Day the Mirror Spoke
I had everything.
The clothes. The career. The face people stared at when I walked into a room.
I was the woman everyone either wanted or wanted to be.
And I was dying inside.
You wouldn’t have known it, of course.
I smiled on schedule. I performed joy like it was a stage play I’d been cast in since birth.
But behind closed doors, the silence screamed louder than applause ever could.
And the mirror—
That mirror…
It watched it all.
It saw me pull off another relationship like a dress I got bored of.
It saw me delete voicemails from my mother without listening to them.
It saw me drink too much wine on nights I told myself I was “just unwinding.”
It saw the woman I refused to admit I had become.
The problem wasn’t that no one loved me.
The problem was I didn’t know how to let them.
Not really.
And eventually, everyone left.
Friends. Lovers. Family.
They disappeared, like breath on glass.
I stood in my empty apartment one night and looked into the mirror.
I didn’t recognize her.
That woman with the flawless makeup and haunted eyes.
She looked perfect.
She looked dead.
So I made a decision.
I wrote a note. I tied a rope.
I stacked two bricks against the wall like a platform for peace.
And I stood on them.
Then—
I heard a voice.
No one was in the room.
No music. No phone.
Just a voice, clear and calm, like thunder wrapped in love:
“This is not the end of your story.”
I froze.
The rope slipped from my hands.
I fell to my knees.
And the mirror didn’t look the same after that.
Because for the first time…
It didn’t show who I was pretending to be.
It showed who I could become.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PART ONE: THE REFLECTION (Chapters 1–10)
Theme: Illusion of Perfection / Cracks in the Mirror
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Morning always came like a performance call. I didn’t wake up—I re-entered the role. My eyelids peeled open not with rest, but with obligation. Another day, another show.
The room was still. Not silent—still. There's a difference. Silence can be peaceful. Stillness? That’s the kind of quiet that presses on your chest.
I lay there for a moment, letting the ceiling remind me I was alone again. I used to sleep on the left side of the bed out of habit, even when no one was there. Now I slept in the center, like a queen with no kingdom.
My feet touched the cold floor, and I welcomed the sting. Pain was at least something I could feel. Most days, I couldn’t.
I walked to the mirror. Always the mirror. It was the first and last place I looked every day. A ritual. A war zone.
There she was.
Perfect. Impeccable. Curated. A face the world praised. I stared at her like she was a stranger I’d grown tired of entertaining.
I picked up my brush and smoothed my hair into the shape of someone who had it all together. My reflection nodded with me in sync, a co-conspirator in the great illusion.
Foundation to blur the shadows beneath my eyes. Concealer to erase the sleepless nights. Lipstick to make people believe I had something to smile about.
People thought I was confident. They mistook precision for peace. What they didn’t know is that my face was just the part of me I had the most control over.
I turned sideways and checked the profile. Still thin. Still tight. Still the version of myself I’d fought to become, one calorie at a time.
Breakfast was a latte and silence. I scrolled through emails I didn’t care about and calendar invites to events I didn’t want to attend.
A notification pinged—a memory. Five years ago today, I was laughing on a beach with someone I no longer spoke to. We haven’t talked since the night I accused her of being jealous. She wasn't. She was just honest.
I opened Instagram and saw the curated lives of other people pretending not to fall apart. I double-tapped. They double-tapped mine. Perfect strangers clapping for each other’s masks.
I headed to the office in a blur of heels and fragrance. My assistant greeted me like I was royalty. She didn’t know I hadn’t felt human in years.
They smiled when I walked in, those colleagues of mine. Not because they liked me, but because they feared me. I had built my entire reputation on being unbreakable.
In the boardroom, I presented the new fashion campaign. Words came out of my mouth like bullets—sharp, shiny, rehearsed. They ate it up.
When the meeting ended, someone complimented my dress. “You look amazing,” she said. I nodded and thanked her. I didn’t tell her I cried while zipping it up.
On the surface, I was everything I had ever wanted to be. Underneath, I was losing pieces of myself I no longer had names for.
No one asked how I was doing. I’d trained them not to.
My phone buzzed—my mother, again. I watched it ring and didn’t answer. I hadn’t spoken to her in eight months. Forgiveness felt too expensive.
Lunch was half a salad I didn’t want, shared with a colleague I didn’t like, talking about a future I didn’t believe in.
Back at my desk, I opened the gallery on my phone and stared at a photo of me and Daniel. He had loved me once. Maybe twice. I never made it easy.
He used to say I built walls no one could climb. He was wrong. I built traps. People thought they were invited in, but they never got out unscarred.
That’s the part I never say out loud: I hurt people. Not by accident—by instinct.
By the time the day ended, I had been called “goddess,” “icon,” and “perfection” by strangers on social media. None of them knew I hadn’t looked anyone in the eye for more than five seconds all day.
The ride home was quiet. I didn’t listen to music anymore. It made me feel too much.
The apartment greeted me like a mausoleum. Expensive. Pristine. Soulless.
I dropped my bag by the door and slipped off my heels, each step toward the mirror like a countdown to detonation.
There she was again.
I stood in front of the mirror longer than usual, waiting for something to shift. Waiting for her to blink first. But she never did.
She looked so composed. So admired. So alone.
I touched the glass and imagined it was warm, like skin. It wasn’t. It was cold and hard, like me.
Dinner was wine. Too much of it. It dulled the edges of memories I refused to feel.
I scrolled through old texts, rereading arguments with people I swore I didn’t need. The wine made me bold enough to consider apologizing. The pride sobered me up.
I went to bed early, pretending I was tired. The truth is I was just empty.
Lying there in the dark, I felt the weight of everything I couldn’t fix. Every person I had pushed away. Every conversation I never finished. Every version of myself I had buried beneath beauty.
I rolled over and stared at the ceiling again. Same spot. Same question.
What was the point of all this?
The silence answered with its usual nothing.
Eventually, I drifted off into the kind of sleep that doesn’t rest you—it just removes you.
In my dream, I was running. Running through a house with endless mirrors. And each one showed me someone different. A child. A monster. A woman screaming behind her smile.
I woke up sweating. The clock said 3:12 a.m.
I walked barefoot to the mirror.
No makeup. No lighting. No armor.
Just me.
She stared back, stripped of all the usual illusions.
And for a split second, I thought I saw her crack.
Not the mirror.
Her.
Me.
The version of me that was barely holding it together. The version that was tired of fighting for a perfection that never satisfied.
I wanted to shatter it. I wanted to scream. But I didn’t. I just stood there.
And for the first time in years, I whispered, “I don’t want to do this anymore.”
The reflection didn’t answer.
But in that silence, something shifted. Something inside me moved. Broke open.
Not enough to change everything.
Just enough to let the truth start leaking in.
I went back to bed. Eyes open. Breath shallow.
And the mirror watched me sleep, like it always did.
But that night, it saw something different.
Not perfection.
Not power.
Just pain.
And maybe, just maybe—
a woman on the edge of something real.
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The Morning Ritual
It always started the same way.
Wake. Sit up. Breathe—if you could call it that. And then the mirror.
I didn’t brush my teeth first. I didn’t stretch or thank God for another day. I walked straight to it. Like a sinner returning to her altar.
The mirror wasn’t just glass. It was gospel. It told me who I needed to be. It reminded me who I wasn’t allowed to become.
I stood in front of it like I owed it something. Still. Silent. Studying.
There she was again. The woman I built. Not born—built. Sculpted with mascara, crowned in contour, armored in silk.
I didn’t smile. Not yet. Smiling was the final touch, the signal that I was ready to deceive the world again.
My hands moved by memory. Primer. Foundation. Concealer under the eyes—more than usual today. I hadn’t slept. I never really did. I just lay still, rehearsing conversations I’d never have.
The brush swirled over my cheekbones, hollow and high. It was almost artistic, this process. Like painting a mask you’d wear for the day and throw away at night.
Lips. Full. Lined. Matte. Crimson. Power.
I tilted my head and checked every angle. Chin slightly down. Shoulders back. Neck long. Breathe in. Smile. There it is.
Flawless.
But underneath the flawless, there was a fatigue I couldn’t scrub away. A quiet rot behind the eyes.
Some days I swore I saw her blink out of sync with me. As if the reflection knew better. As if it pitied me.
Once the face was done, the body came next. I weighed myself. Twice. The number was fine, but never good enough.
I pinched my waist. Flat. But not flat enough.
I ran my fingers along the sharp edge of my collarbone. Still there. A good sign.
I chose my outfit carefully. Every thread a strategy. Every color a manipulation.
I had never dressed for myself. I dressed for power, for admiration, for envy.
The black dress today was clean, classic. High neckline, low tolerance. It said: "Don’t try me." It also said: "Please don’t look too close."
Accessories. Hair. Shoes. All in order.
And yet, something always felt… missing.
Not out of place—just absent. Like dressing a mannequin and hoping it would come to life.
I used to think I was putting myself together. But over time, I realized I was just hiding the pieces I didn’t want anyone to find.
That’s what the ritual had become. Not self-care. Not self-love.
Self-erasure.
By the time I stepped away from the mirror, I wasn’t sure who I was beneath the image I had assembled.
I didn’t linger. Lingering made the silence louder. The mirror wasn’t a friend. It was a spotlight. And the longer I stood there, the more I felt exposed.
I always wondered what it would be like to skip the routine. To roll out of bed, throw on something soft, and walk outside without armor.
But that would mean being seen.
And I wasn’t ready to be seen.
I was only ready to be admired.
Admiration was safe. Distant. Controlled.
Love, though—love required closeness. Honesty. Vulnerability.
And I had no practice with those things.
I grabbed my bag, sprayed one last mist of perfume, and gave my reflection a final glance. She looked
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