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CHAPTER ONE

BEGINNINGS

MONDAY - AUGUST 15TH, 2022

Emily Brown is a bigh school senior, sweet but wholly unremarkable in every
way. Her name seems fitting, somebow - plain, unassuming. She is like a drab
little brown mouse, small and insignificant - the kind of creature you'd hardly
notice if it scampered past you on the street. And even though she doesn’t have
bulging fat or a trace of extra lard, you wouldn’t have done a double-take seeing

ber either—Emily Brown is the quintessential invisible wallflower.
Or, that’s how it used to be.

mily sat in the study room, surrounded by towering stacks of books
and notes. Her two friends Rachel and Sarah, were looking intently at
their textbooks, seated on either side of her. They stayed in the same room for

hours, but hardly interacted.

Emily was the quietest of the group, an introverted girl with a keen intellect
and a passion for science. She wore her brown hair in a messy bun, and her
thick glasses framed her bright blue eyes. Rachel, on the other hand, was the
confident and outspoken one, never afraid to speak her mind or challenge

authority. She had fiery red hair and an infectious laugh that could light up
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aroom. Sarah was the mediator, always trying to keep the peace between
her friends. She had soft blonde hair and a gentle demeanor that made

her easy to talk to.

As Emily flipped through the pages of her biology textbook, she felt a
sense of longing. She wished she could be more like Rachel and Sarah,
confident and outgoing, instead of the shy bookworm that she was.
But as she looked up and met the gaze of her friends, she realized they

appreciated her for who she was, and that was all that mattered.

Rachel leaned back in her chair, twirling a strand of her fiery red
hair around her finger. “Did you hear what happened at the party last

weekend?” she asked, her voice tinged with amusement.

Sarah looked up from her textbook, her brow furrowed in confusion.

“What party?” she asked.

“The cheerleaders’ party,” Rachel said with a smirk. “Apparently, Jessica
got so drunk that she ended up making out with three different guys in

one night. Can you believe it?”

Sarah rolled her eyes. “I don’t see what’s so impressive about that,” she
said with a huff. “It just goes to show how shallow and petty those girls

»
are.

Emily remained silent, her eyes fixed on her notebook as she scribbled
down notes for her upcoming physics test. But her mind was elsewhere,

consumed by thoughts of what was to come.

She was nervous, more nervous than she had ever been. But she couldn’t

let her friends see that. She didn’t want to be a burden.
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Rachel and Sarah continued to gossip about the cheerleaders, swapping
stories of drunken antics and scandalous behavior. Emily listened with a sense

of detachment, still thinking about her upcoming surgery.

Rachel leaned forward, a gleam in her eye. “Honestly, I don’t see why anyone
would want to act like that,” she said, shaking her head. “It just perpetuates

the patriarchal idea that women are only worth their sexual value.”

Sarah nodded, her expression serious. “Yeah, I totally agree. It’s like they’re

trying to conform to the male gaze or something.”

Emily listened to the conversation, her heart racing with a mix of admiration
and unease. Her friends’ intelligence and their ability to analyze the world
around them with such precision had always impressed her. But there
was something about the way they talked about Jessica that made her feel

uncomfortable, like they were looking down on her from a pedestal.

Rachel continued, her voice rising in intensity. “And don’t even get me started

on the way they dress. It’s like they’re begging to be objectified.”

Sarah nodded again, her eyes wide with conviction. “Yeah, it’s really sad.

They’re just perpetuating the cycle of oppression.”

Rachel smirked. “Exactly, Sarah. We need to focus on our education and
careers. Jessica and her type can continue living in their bubble of partying
and hooking up with guys. But when we’re all successful in our respective

fields, they’ll be stuck at some dead-end job with no man wanting her.”

Rachel and Sarah continued their conversation, their voices rising in intensity
as they dissected the behavior of their classmate Jessica. Emily tried to follow
along, but her mind kept wandering to other things. It preoccupied her with
thoughts of her upcoming surgery, and couldn’t help but feel nervous about

what lay ahead.



4 DAMIEN DEESSE

After a few minutes of heated discussion, Rachel turned to Emily with a grin.

“What do you think, Emily? Are we being too harsh on Jessica?”

Emily blinked, startled out of her reverie. “Uh, ’m sorry, I wasn’t really paying

attention,” she said sheepishly.

Rachel laughed. “Classic Emily, always in her own world. Well, let me catch
you up. We were just discussing Jessica and her tendency to objectify herself

to male attention. What do you think about that?”

Emily hesitated, unsure of how to answer. She admired Rachel and Sarah’s
passion for feminism and social justice, but she also felt uncomfortable with
the way they sometimes talked down to people they disagreed with. She didn’t
want to offend her friends, but she also didn’t want to compromise her own

beliefs.

Before she could say anything, Sarah spoke up. “Hey, Em, are you nervous

about your surgery tomorrow?”

Emily nodded, grateful for the change of subject. “Yeah, a little,” she

admitted. “But I know it’s for the best.”
She was terrified.

Rachel and Sarah exchanged a knowing look. “Don’t worry, Em, everything
will be fine,” Rachel said with a reassuring pat on the shoulder. “Just think

about all the cool stuft you’ll be able to do once you’ve recovered.”

Sarah smiled at Emily. “We’ll be there for you, every step of the way,” she said

reassuringly.

Emily smiled weakly, grateful for her friends’ support. As they went back to

their studying, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of isolation. She loved Rachel
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and Sarah, but sometimes she felt like they were on a completely different

wavelength than she was.

Emily had struggled with scoliosis her entire life, enduring countless
doctor visits, painful procedures, and the constant fear that her
condition would worsen. Now, at 18, she was finally going to have spinal

fusion surgery, a risky procedure that could leave her paralyzed or worse.

As her friends chattered on, Emily’s thoughts drifted back to her
childhood. She remembered the braces she had to wear for years, the
taunts of her classmates, and the shame she felt at having a deformed
spine. She wondered if the surgery would be worth it, if the risk was too

great for the potential reward.

But then she thought of all the things she had missed out on because
of her condition. The sports she couldn’t play, the dances she couldn’t
attend, the simple pleasures of walking and standing without pain. She
thought of the life she wanted to live, free from the constraints of her
body. And she knew she had to go through with the surgery, no matter

the cost.

Emily’s thoughts turned to her soccer-playing days. Her mother had
forced her to join the team, hoping that it would give her some sense of
normalcy. Emily had been awkward and self-conscious, hating the tight
uniforms that showed off her curved spine. But to her surprise, she had
liked the game, the camaraderie of the team, the rush of adrenaline as she

chased the ball down the field.

For a brief moment, she had felt like a normal teenager, not a medical
anomaly. She had even thought about the team as her friends, girls who

didn’t judge her for her weird interests or her crooked back.
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But then the scoliosis had gotten worse, the pain too much to bear. She had
to quit the team, much to her mother’s disappointment. Emily had felt like
a failure, like she had lost the one thing that made her feel normal. She had

retreated into her books and her fantasies, where she could escape from her

body and her life.

Rachel turned to Emily, concern etched on her face. “So, Em, how long is the

recovery time for this kind of surgery?” she asked gently.

Emily sighed, her eyes downcast. “Several months, at least,” she muttered.
“I’ll be in a brace for weeks, and I won’t be able to do anything physical for a

while.”

Sarah nudged Rachel’s shoulder, shooting her a pointed look. Rachel winced,
realizing that she had inadvertently brought up a sore subject. Emily had
been looking forward to her senior year, to all the fun and excitement that
came with being the oldest and most experienced class in the school. It was
supposed to be the culmination of all their hard work, their shared memories
of high school. They had talked about prom, graduation, all the milestones
that they would reach together. But now, with the surgery looming over her,
it seemed like all her plans would have to be put on hold. It was all slipping

away, like sand through her fingers.

Rachel opened her mouth to apologize, but Sarah beat her to it. “Well, we’ll
just have to make sure you have lots of visitors and lots of distractions,” she
said with a bright smile. “We can bring you books and movies and snacks, and

we can all hang out and keep you company.”

Emily managed a weak smile, touched by her friends’ kindness. But inside,
she felt a sense of despair creeping over her. How would she survive several
months of being cooped up in her room, unable to move or do anything fun?

Would her friends even want to spend that much time with her, when there
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were so many other things they could do? She felt a hot surge of anger at
the unfairness of it all, the cruel twist of fate that had brought them to

this moment.

Xk %

Emily’s mom, Susan, greeted her daughter with a warm smile and a hug as
she stepped into the living room. Her stepfather, John, sat on the couch
watching TV. Emily settled into a chair across from them, ready for the

inevitable lecture about how she needed to take her recovery seriously.

Susan began speaking, her tone gentle but firm. “Emily, we need to talk
about what’s going to happen after your surgery. You know that you’ll

need to take it easy for a while and follow the doctor’s orders.”

Emily nodded, already feeling frustrated at the prospect of being

confined to her bed for months.

“I’m going to take some time off work to take care of you,” Susan
continued. “And John will be here to help, too. We want to make sure

you have everything you need to recover properly.”

Emily felt a surge of gratitude towards her mother, despite her strictness.

She knew Susan loved her and only wanted the best for her.

As the conversation continued, Emily couldn’t help but think about her
mother. Susan was a complex woman. She had always been fiercely protective
of Emily, perhaps because of her own past mistakes. Susan had gotten
pregnant with Emily from a one-night stand when she was just 19 years old

and had struggled to raise her on her own. She had always wanted Emily to
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have a stable, normal life, which was why she had practically forced her to play

soccer, even though it was difficult with her scoliosis.

Emily’s stepfather, John, was a kind man who had been with Susan for a few
years now. He had taken on the role of father figure for Emily and had been a

constant source of support for both her and Susan.

John chimed in, his deep voice soothing. “We’re a family, Em. And we take

care of our own. You're going to get through this.”

Emily felt a flicker of hope as she looked at her mom and stepdad. Maybe

things wouldn’t be so bad after all.

Emily’s mom finished making dinner and called everyone to the table. Emily
wasn’t feeling hungry, but she knew she needed to eat before taking her pain
medication. John said grace, but Emily wasn’t really listening. She was lost in

thought, worried about the surgery and the long road to recovery.

As they ate, Susan tried to keep the conversation light and upbeat, asking
about school and making plans for the summer. Emily tried to join in, but
her heart wasn’t really in it. She was grateful for her mom’s attempts to cheer
her up, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that her life was about to change in

ways she couldn’t even imagine.

After dinner, Emily retreated to her room to rest. She lay on her bed, staring
up at the ceiling and listening to the sound of her own breathing. She tried
to imagine what it would be like to have a straight spine, to stand up straight

without pain. It was hard to picture, but she tried to focus on the positive.

Eventually, Emily’s thoughts drifted to the upcoming surgery. She couldn’t
help but worry about all the things that could go wrong. What if the surgery
didn’t work? What if it left her with even more pain? What if she could never

play soccer again?
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She slowly drifted off to sleep, feeling the warmth of her mother’s hand on her
forehead. As she fell deeper into slumber, she dreamed of a world where she
could do anything she wanted without the weight of her condition holding
her back.



CHAPTER TWO

THEINCIDENT

TUESDAY - AUGUST 16TH, 2022

he next day, John and Susan drove Emily to the clinic, which looked
T like something out of a science fiction movie. The walls were made of
glass, and Emily could see nurses and doctors scurrying about, focused and
determined. As they walked through the hallways, Emily couldn’t help but
feel a sense of awe at the technology that surrounded her. The equipment
looked sleek and sophisticated, as if from the future. She couldn’t imagine a

better place to have her surgery.

John and Susan accompanied her to the waiting room, where they sat with her
for a while. Soon after, a nurse came in to inform them it was time for Emily
to prepare for surgery. John and Susan asked if they could stay with her during
the procedure, but were told that it was against the clinic’s policy because of
safety and confidentiality reasons. Emily felt a pang of fear and sadness as they
said hugged her and said their goodbyes, but she knew that the surgery was

necessary for her health.

As Emily was wheeled towards the gleaming operating room, a sense of

anxiety and excitement mingled within her. She couldn’t believe the day had
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finally come. The day she’d shed the body she’d always hated and had

made her feel like an outsider no matter where she went.

The thought of the impending surgery itself was enough to make
her pulse race. And yet, she found solace in the knowledge that she
had chosen the best for herself. The clinic was well renowned, with
cutting-edge technology and a team of highly skilled surgeons. She had
taken great care in researching them, had scrutinized their previous

success rates, and could rest easy knowing she was in excellent hands.

The silence in her soul was a sharp contrast to the clamor taking place
around her - nurses and doctors bustling forward and up, carrying
vital materials back and forth with firm urgency. Monitors beeped in a

constant fervor, and state-of-the-art machinery stirred incessantly.

Groggy and sleepy, she slipped into the comfortable numbness
of anesthesia and the surrounding machines hummed and beeped,
reminders of the power she had given her life to. Emily smiled peacefully,
thinking how incredible modern medicine truly was. She surrendered to
the opiate, taking with her a hopeful dream that everything would work

out. She wanted to know what life was like without pain.

X%

Emily slowly opened her eyes and struggled to focus her vision. It was
blurry at first, but eventually, her surroundings came into view. She was
in the same sterile hospital room, lying in a bed with a brightlight shining

overhead. She saw a man in white, anxiously looking her way from her

bedside.
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She tried to sit up, but quickly realized that her arms were restrained at her
sides. Panic set in as she frantically tried to free herself. “What’s going on?

Why am I tied down?” she demanded, her voice groggy from the anesthesia.

The surgeon rushed to her side, trying to calm her down. “Emily, please
calm down. You’re in the recovery room after your surgery. We had to
restrain your arms to prevent you from injuring yourself while you were

still under the effects of the anesthesia.”

Emily took a deep breath, trying to slow down her racing heart. “What

happened? Why do you look so worried?” she asked, her voice shaking.

The surgeon hesitated. “There have been some slight issues with your
surgery, Emily,” he said, his voice low and soothing. “But I want you to
know that we’re doing everything we can to fix the problem. You’re going

to be just fine.”

Emily’s heart was pounding in her chest as she tried to make sense of what
the surgeon was saying. “What issues?” she asked, her voice barely above a

whisper.

The surgeon’s eyes darted back and forth as he searched for the right words
to say to Emily. “I... uh... there seems to have been a mix-up with your

medical file, Emily,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Emily’s heart raced as she waited for the surgeon to continue. Something

was wrong, terribly wrong. She could feel it in her bones.

The surgeon cleared his throat before continuing, “It appears that your
medical file was mixed up with another patient’s, Emily. The nurse who
checked you in entered the wrong information on our computer system.

As aresult, the procedure you had scheduled was not the correct one.



THE AWAKENING OF EMILY BROWN 13

“What do you mean?” Emily asked, her voice filled with confusion and a

growing sense of dread.

The surgeon hesitated before continuing, his voice quiet, “Instead of the
scoliosis surgery that you were scheduled for, you were given a... a bilateral

breast augmentation.”

Her eyes widened in shock as she looked down at her chest. The bandages
were still covering her breasts, but she could feel the weight of the implants

underneath them.
“But... how?” she cried out in disbelief, the gravity of the situation sinking in.

The surgeon sighed heavily. “Our computer system is supposed to catch these
types of errors, but a glitch in the system caused your file to be mixed up
with another patient’s. We’re still investigating, but right now, our primary

concern is making things right for you.”

Emily’s mind was spinning as she tried to process what had happened. How
could something like this happen? She had tried to finally fix her life, but now

she was left with a body she didn’t recognize.
“Right?” she asked with a stabbing sarcasm. “You’ve turned me into a freak!”

The surgeon hesitated. “We will do everything we can to correct it, of course.
We can work with you to remove the implants and try to restore your body
to its previous state. But it’s important that we take things slow and give your

body time to heal.”

Emily’s mind was racing as she tried to process what had happened to her. She
felt violated and humiliated, and her anger began to build. “How could you

do this to me?” she shouted, tears streaming down her face.
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The surgeon took a step forward, his expression pained. “Emily, I know this
is a difficult situation, but please believe me when I tell you we are doing

everything we can to make things right.”

Emily just stared at him, silent and full of anger. Her mind was in turmoil, her

mental anguish growing.
“You... you mutilated my body.”

The surgeon took a deep breath before continuing. “Our team of specialists
will work with you to remove the implants and help you heal. We’ll support

you all the way.

Emily glared at him, her voice sharp with anger. “And what about the

emotional trauma?

The surgeon looked down at the floor, unable to meet her gaze. “I'm sorry,

Emily, I truly am.”

Emily shook her head, her heart heavy with despair. This was not her
envisioned outcome. She had hoped for a new start, a chance to live the life
she had always dreamed of. But now that dream had been shattered, leaving

her to pick up the pieces.

The surgeon could clearly see that she didn’t care about his apology, her eyes

downcast. “One more thing,” he said softly.
Emily just looked at him, her expression blank.

“When we discovered the mistake,” he continued hesitantly, “I made the
decision to upgrade your spinal surgery to an experimental one - one that has
a much shorter recovery time.” He paused for a moment before continuing.

“It’s already been done, Emily. We performed the surgery while you were still
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under anesthesia. It’s a minor consolation, I know, but T hope it can bring you
some comfort. Itinvolves a complex series of gene therapies that stimulate the
growth of new bone and cartilage, strengthening your spine and more flexible

than ever before.”

Emily’s mind was racing with fear and confusion, and the surgeon’s scientific
jargon only made her more anxious. She couldn’t process what he was saying,

only her unwanted and unnecessary surgery.

The surgeon continued, almost excited about his latest revelation. “It’s a
groundbreaking new treatment that we haven’t yet officially started to offer
to our patients. The procedure involves the use of a synthetic peptide that
targets specific cells in the body and triggers the production of new bone
tissue. It’s completely safe, and it’s already shown remarkable results in our

animal trials.”

Emily looked down at her chest, which was still bandaged, and shook her head

in disbelief. “I don’t care,” she said coldly.

The surgeon placed a comforting hand on Emily’s shoulder. “I understand
that this is a lot to take in, but please try to remain positive. You’ll be up and
moving again in just two weeks, compared to the months you were supposed
to be bedridden! You’ll be back to your normal life before you know it, and

you’ll have a spine that’s better than new.”

Emily looked away, unable to meet the surgeon’s gaze. She couldn’t believe
what was happening to her. She only longed for normality, yet was stuck with

these changes.
“Please, just leave me alone,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Dr. Ross cleared his throat, his nervousness written on his face. “I understand,

Emily, I'll go... But just one more thing...”
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Emily looked up and fixed a cold gaze on him, her hands clenched into
fists. “What?”

The surgeon hesitated before he answered. “While you were under, I also
performed a new kind of laser treatment on your eyes to correct your

astigmatism and myopia,” he said, his voice low and soothing.

Emily stared at him in disbelief, her eyes widening in shock. “What?! You

did what to my eyes?!” she yelled, her voice rising in anger.

The surgeon took a step back, clearly taken aback by Emily’s outburst.
“Emily, please calm down,” he said, his voice trembling slightly. “This is
a non-invasive procedure. It’s completely safe and has no side effects. I
promise you, it will make a huge difference in your life. You’ll be able to

see better than ever before.”

Emily shook her head, disbelief and anger coursing through her veins.
She couldn’t believe that he had the audacity to perform another
procedure on her without her consent. It was like he was treating her

like his personal lab rat.
“Get out,” she said coldly, her voice devoid of emotion.

The surgeon nodded sympathetically and left the room, leaving Emily
alone with her thoughts. She tried to calm herself down, but the panic
was rising inside of her. Emily had always been self-conscious about her
body, and now they had altered it without her consent. She couldn’t help

but feel betrayed and violated in the most intimate way.

Emily looked down at her bandaged breasts and felt a wave of revulsion wash
over her. She couldn’t believe what had been done to her body without her

consent. She knew she would never be able to accept her new body and all
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the unwanted attention that came with it. Reversing the surgery was her only

goal.



CHAPTER THREE

COPING

TUESDAY - AUGUST 23RD, 2022

mily lay in her hospital bed, staring up at the ceiling with tears in
her eyes. It had been a week since the surgery mix-up that left her
with unwanted breast implants, and she still couldn’t believe what had
happened. Every time she looked down at her chest, she felt a sense of

shame and disgust wash over her.

The pain from the surgery had subsided, but the emotional pain was
still there, festering inside of her. She still had told no one, not even her
closest friends and family. She knew they would all judge her for her new

body, and she didn’t think she could handle their pity or their disgust.

Emily sat up in her hospital bed, rubbing her eyes as she tried to shake
off the grogginess. It was the middle of the night, and she desperately
needed to go to the bathroom. She hesitated for a moment, knowing that
she wasn’t supposed to stand up yet, but she didn’t want to bother the
nurses, so she tried to make it to the bathroom on her own. Breathing

deeply, she swung her legs over the edge of the bed and pushed herself
up.
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To her surprise, she felt a sudden relief wash over her. The excruciating pain
that had plagued her for days seemed to have vanished. She cautiously took a
few steps, testing her newfound strength and freedom of movement. She felt
as if they had fixed her back overnight. She felt like a new person. Her breasts
still felt cumbersome, but the ability to walk without pain was a blessing she

couldn’t believe.

She felt a sense of excitement growing within her as she walked. It had been
so long since she had felt this independent, this powerful. For a moment, she
forgot all about her new breasts, and reveled in the sensation of her strong,

new back. Could this be a sign that things were finally looking up?

But as soon as she caught sight of herself in the mirror, all of those good
feelings vanished in an instant. She stared at her reflection, tears streaming
down her face as she realized nothing had changed. She was still trapped in
this body that she didn’t recognize, still haunted by the mistakes that had led
her here, by her large chest straining against the hospital gown. And no matter

how hard she tried to escape, she knew she would always be reminded of what

she had lost.

Emily continued to stare at her reflection, her mind racing with thoughts
of what her mother, friends, and even strangers would think of her new
breasts. Her mother would be disappointed and angry, interpreting it as
a confirmation of all her fears about Emily turning out like her. Sarah
and Rachel would definitely judge her for succumbing to the male gaze or
something. And what about the boys at school? Would they only see her for
her new assets, and not the person she truly was? The thought of it all made

Emily feel sick to her stomach.

While walking back to her room, thoughts of her new breasts still preoccupied

her mind. However, that she could walk without pain brought her some
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comfort. In fact, it felt better than she could have ever imagined. Her strides
were longer and more confident than ever before, as if the surgery had

unlocked some hidden potential within her.

Approaching her room, she noticed her surroundings. The crisp white sheets,
the sterile smell of disinfectant, the gentle hum of machines monitoring her
vital signs - everything seemed in perfect order. She felt a sense of safety and
security wash over her, something she hadn’t felt in a long time. She could
feel the softness of the mattress beneath her, the coolness of the pillow against
her cheek as she lied down on the bed. As if the world itself had been reborn,

everything was new.

As Emily lay back in her hospital bed, Emily closed her eyes and let out a
contented sigh. The darkness behind her eyelids was comforting, a reminder
that she was still in control. She let her mind wander, imagining all the things
she would do once fully healed. She would climb mountains, swim in the

ocean, and explore the world in ways she had never thought possible.

For the first time in a week, Emily fell asleep without the weight of her doubts
and fears pressing down on her. She slept soundly, dreaming of a future filled
with endless possibilities. She dreamed about walking through a vast, open
field, the sun warming her skin and the grass tickling her toes. In her dream,
she ran her hands down over her new breasts, feeling the weight of them, the
firmness, the way they bounced with each step she took. She felt alive and

vibrant in a way she had never had before.



CHAPTER FOUR

HOMECOMING
BLUES

WEDNESDAY - AUGUST 24TH, 2022

B ut that’s all it was. A dream. As she woke up, she saw the surgeon,
Dr. Ross, pacing back and forth. She could tell that something was
off. His eyes were bloodshot, and he seemed nervous, fidgeting with his

hands. Before she could even say anything, he spoke.

“I have to tell you something,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.
“I’m so sorry about this, Miss Brown, but I haven’t told anyone else on
the staff about the accident. I would lose my license if anyone found out.

Here, take my card. I'll pay for any treatment you’ll ever want.”

Emily took the card from him, her mind racing. Part of her wanted to
scream, to demand justice for what he’d done to her body. But another
part of her was numb, still reeling from the shock of him trying to cover
up his mistake. She could feel the anger building inside of her, and finally,
she snapped.
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“Y-you’ve ruined my life,” she said, her voice shaking with emotion. “How
could you think about yourself at a time like this? I trusted you with my body,
and now I wake up with this. I will sue for damages, Dr. Ross. You can count

onit.”

As she spoke, she can see the fear in Dr. Ross’s eyes. He knew what’s coming,
knew that his reputation and career were on the line. But all Emily could
think about was the betrayal, the violation of trust that had left her feeling

so helpless and alone.

And yet, even amid her anger and pain, she could feel a strange sense of
excitement building inside of her. It was as though the very act of standing
up to Dr. Ross, of asserting her own power and control, had awakened
something inside of her. She never voiced her opinions like that, but she had

to admit that it felt good.

Dr. Ross stood there, looking dejected as Emily spoke. His career was in
danger, and he knew that he had no one to blame but himself. He had made a
mistake, a grave mistake, and now he was going to pay for it. A sense of sadness

filled his mind, knowing that his reputation and career were in shambles.

But even as he stood there, feeling sorry for himself, he knew he had to make

things right. And so he took a deep breath and spoke.

“Emily, I know I have made a mistake, and I cannot apologize enough for
what I have done to you. I understand you are angry, and you have every right
to be. But please, let me make it up to you. I have scheduled you for a breast
reduction in three weeks. It’s the least I can do to make things right. And,

since your spine has healed quicker than expected, you are free to leave.”

Emily looked at him, her anger slowly dissipating. She could sce the sincerity

in his eyes, and for a moment, she felt a twinge of sympathy for him. He had



THE AWAKENING OF EMILY BROWN 23

made a mistake, a terrible mistake, but he was trying to make it right. She
nodded, taking the card he had offered her earlier and slipping it into her
pocket.

“Okay,” she said, her voice softening. “I’ll take you up on your offer. But
know this, Dr. Ross, I will most likely still sue for damages.” Dr. Ross
nodded, his expression grim. He knew he was in for a long legal battle,
but he was ready to face it. He had learned his lesson, and he would do

whatever it takes to make things right.

Emily stepped out of the hospital, feeling both relieved and nervous. She
was relieved that the surgery was over and that she could go home, but
nervous about how her mother and stepfather would react to her new
breasts. As soon as she saw them waiting for her, she knew her fears were

not unfounded.
“Hi,” she said, trying to sound upbeat. “Thank you for picking me up.”

Susan’s eyes widened in shock as she took in Emily’s new appearance. She
stumbled back a few steps and put a hand to her mouth, as if trying to

stifle a scream.
“E-Emily, what have they done to you?” she managed to say.

“It...it was a mistake,” Emily said, feeling defensive. “They mixed up their

files and gave me the wrong surgery.”

“A mistake?” Susan repeated, her voice rising. “How can something like

that be a mistake?”

“I know it’s not what I wanted,” Emily said, feeling tears welling up in

her eyes. “But it’s done now. I just want to go home and forget about it.”
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John put a hand on Susan’s shoulder, trying to calm her down. “Let’s go

home, Emily,” he said. “We’ll talk about this later.”

As they walked to the car, Emily couldn’t help but notice that something
was off about John’s reaction. He seemed to look at her with a mix of
concern and... something else. She couldn’t quite place it, but it made

her feel weird.

Emily couldn’t help but notice how different it was to look at John
directly with her own eyes. For years, she had worn glasses that had
always made the world seem a little bit fuzzy. But now, with her new
laser-corrected vision, everything was crystal clear. And as she looked at

John, she saw him in a different light.

He was still the same man she had always known, but there was
something different about him now. She couldn’t quite put her finger

on it, but it was as if she was seeing him for the first time.

She had to admit, John was a handsome man. His salt-and-pepper hair,
chiseled jawline, and piercing blue eyes all added up to make him quite
the catch. And as she looked at him, she could see that he was trying to
hide something, that he was harboring some secret. She couldn’t help

but feel intrigued.

Once they were in the car, Susan couldn’t contain her anger any longer.
“How could this happen?” she said, turning to Emily. “You know how I

feel about these things. You know I raised you to be better than that.”
“I didn’t do anything,” Emily protested. “It was a mistake.”

“Tknow, it’s just...” Susan said, shaking her head. “To think that everyone

will see you like this. What will people think?”
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Emily didn’t answer. She knew her mother was right. She had always been so
careful to avoid drawing attention to herself, and now she had this... this thing

on her chest that everyone would see.

As they drove home, Emily tried to ignore the weight of her new breasts,
but it was impossible. They felt heavy and awkward, like two foreign objects
attached to her body. She dreaded the thought of getting home and take off
the bandages, to see what they looked like and knowing she’d hate them even

more.

Emily sat in the car’s backseat, wincing as she adjusted herself. She could
feel the weight of her new breasts pressing uncomfortably against her chest,
making it difficult to find a comfortable position. She shifted around, trying

to sit in a way that didn’t make her feel so awkward and ridiculous.

As she fidgeted, she hesitantly reached up to touch them, her fingers brushing
lightly over the bandages.

Suddenly, Emily noticed movement in the rear-view mirror’s reflection. She
looked up to see John’s eyes locked onto hers, but he quickly looked away
when he realized she had caught him staring. Emily felt a thrill of something
she couldn’t quite identify shoot through her. She didn’t know why making
John flustered felt so good, but there was something undeniably satisfying

about it.

“Everything okay back there, honey?” Susan asked, her voice carrying a note

of concern.

Emily nodded quickly, pulling her hand away from her chest. “Yeah, yeah, I’'m
fine. Just... getting used to these things, you know?” she said, trying to make
ajoke of it. Susan’s eyes flickered down to Emily’s chest, and Emily could see

the disapproval and concern etched on her mother’s face.
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“It’s just temporary, right?” Susan asked, her voice tight.

Emily nodded, not trusting herself to speak. She smiled when John piped up

from the driver’s seat.

“Of course it’s temporary, Susan. It’s not like they can refuse to give her the

reversal surgery,” he said, his voice calm and reassuring.

Susan relaxed somewhat, but Emily could tell she was still upset. She leaned
her head back against the seat, closing her eyes and trying to ignore the

discomfort in her chest.

Emily carefully got out of the car as they arrived home, trying to hide her
discomfort. As she stood up, she felt her breasts bounce heavily, causing her
to wince in pain. She took a deep breath and looked at her mother, who was

still staring at her chest with a pained expression.

“At least my back feels so much better already. I can’t wait to play soccer

again,” Emily said, trying to lighten the mood.

But Susan could only think about the mistake they had made. She couldn’t
even bring herself to look at Emily, let alone respond. The atmosphere was
tense and uncomfortable, and Emily couldn’t help but feel guilty for what

had happened, even though she knew it wasn’t her fault.

Eventually, Susan looked up at Emily, her eyes red from crying. “Emily, T know
you’re trying to be positive, but please understand that this is a serious matter.
You can’t just brush it off like it’s no big deal,” she said, her voice trembling

with emotion.

Emily sighed, knowing her mother was right. “I know, Mom. I'm sorry. It’s
just that my back was so bad before and now it feels like a miracle. I just wanted

to focus on the good parts,” she said, her voice low.
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Susan hugged Emily tightly. “I know, sweetie. I just want you to know that I

love you and I’'m here for you, no matter...”

She stopped mid-sentence when she felt the difference in her daughter’s body.
The new breasts were soft and pliable, unlike anything she had felt before.
It didn’t feel like Emily. She quickly pulled away from the hug, her eyes
widening in shock. Emily looked at her with concern, her own eyes filling

with tears.
“What’s wrong, Mom?” she asked, her voice shaking.

Tears streamed down Susan’s face as she backed away from Emily. “I’'m sorry,
I can’t do this,” she whispered, turning and running inside the house. Emily

stood there, stunned, as she watched her mother disappear through the door.

Emily turned to John, confusion etched on her face. “What’s going on?” she

asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

John shook his head. “I don’t know, Emily. Your mom is just upset. It’s going

to be alright,” he said.

Emily nodded, her mind racing with possibilities. Did her mom not look at
her the same way anymore? Was she ashamed of her? Emily’s heart sank at the

thought.

As John put his arm around Emily’s shoulder, she couldn’t help but notice
the way his eyes lingered on her for just a moment too long. It was a gaze she
had never seen before, one that made her feel a fluttering in her stomach she
couldn’t quite explain. She almost wanted to bask in it, to let it fill her up and

make her feel special.

But as quickly as it came, the feeling was replaced by a sense of confusion and

guilt. Emily knew John was her stepfather, and that the way she was feeling
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was wrong. She tried to push the thought out of her mind, but it kept coming

back, tugging at her like a persistent itch.

As they stood there, Emily could feel John’s warmth seeping into her skin, his
touch making her feel safe and protected. She wanted to lean into him, to let
him hold her forever. But a small voice in the back of her mind whispered that
this was not how she should be feeling about her stepfather. She didn’t even

know what this was.

For the first time in her life, Emily was experiencing something that she didn’t
quite understand. It was a mix of emotions that made her feel both exhilarated
and terrified. She didn’t know who to talk to or how to explain what was going

on inside of her.

As John led her towards the house, Emily tried to shake the feeling of guilt
that was settling in her chest. She knew that this was something she couldn’t
share with anyone, not even her best friends. It was a secret that she would

carry with her for along time, a burden that would weigh heavily on her heart.

X%

Emily sat in her bed, her phone resting against her still bandaged chest as she
typed out a message to her friends. Her heart raced as she tried to find the
words to say. She had to tell them about her surgery, but she couldn’t bear

the thought of their judgment.

She started typing, her fingers trembling as she wrote out the message. “Hey
guys,” she began. “I'm okay, and I’'m coming back to school next week!
Surgery went better than expected, so I won’t be gone for months like we

thought. There’s just something I need to tell you in person...”
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She paused, unsure of how to proceed. The group chat remained silent

for a few moments, and Emily’s mind raced with possibilities.

Rachel was the first to respond. “OMG, Em! We missed you so much! We

can’t wait to see you again. And what’s the big secret?”

Sarah chimed in next. “Yeah, we need to know what’s going on! Are you

okay?”

Her friends waited patiently, and Emily took a deep breath before
replying. “I’m fine, really. It’s just... I don’t know how to say this. Can

>”
We meet up soons

Her heart pounding, Emily hit send and waited anxiously for her friends’
responses. Would they be angry when they found out? Disappointed?
Would they hate her for what had happened to her body?

As she waited, Emily couldn’t help but think about the changes to her
body. The breast implants she had never wanted that were now a part of
her. She traced her fingers over the curves of her chest, feeling the weight
of them in her hands. It was a strange sensation, but one that she couldn’t
deny was pleasurable. In that moment, even though she knew it was just
her brain playing a prank on her, she almost looked forward to taking

the bandages off.

Her phone buzzed, and Emily’s heart skipped a beat. She opened the

message from Rachel, her eyes scanning over the words.

“Of course we can meet up! We’re so glad you’re okay. And whatever it

is, we’ll be there for you.”

“For sure!” Sarah chimed in.
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Emily let out a sigh of relief, feeling a weight lifted off her chest. She smiled
to herself, knowing that no matter what happened, she had her friends by her

side.



CHAPTER FIVE

UNMASKED

SUNDAY - AUGUST 28TH, 2022

mily finished her breakfast and made her way up to her room,
dreading the arrival of her two best friends. As she waited,
conflicting thoughts and emotions filled her mind. She was still reeling
from the unexpected changes to her body, and her mother’s disapproving
glances only make things worse. Meanwhile, John’s lingering looks were
making her feel self-conscious, yet she couldn’t deny the tingle that ran

down her spine when she caught him looking.

Emily sat down on her bed and tried to calm herself down. She glanced
at her reflection in the mirror and felt like a stranger was looking back at
her. She took a deep breath, hoping that Rachel’s and Sarah’s reactions

wouldn’t be too bad.

As Emily waited, her nerves continued to build, her mind racing with
thoughts of what her friends would say. Would they judge her? Would they
pity her? She felt like a freak, and the thought of showing off her catastrophe

filled her with dread. She put on an over-sized hoodie, knowing that it would



32 DAMIEN DEESSE

give her a sense of safety and comfort while she procrastinated the inevitable

reveal.

Finally, there was a knock at the door. Emily’s heart skipped a beat. She took
a deep breath and opened the door to find Rachel and Sarah standing there,

smiling at her.
“Hey Em!” Rachel said, her voice ringing with excitement.
“Hey guys,” Emily replied, trying to hide her anxiety.

The three of them made their way to Emily’s room, and Emily’s nerves
dissipated as they chatted about their plans for the weekend. They talked

about their favorite movies and TV shows, and Emily found herself relaxing.

After a few minutes of small talk, Sarah turned to Emily and asked, “So, Em,

what did you want to talk to us about?”

Emily took a deep breath and braced herself. “I have something to show you

guys,” she said, her voice shaking.

Rachel and Sarah exchanged glances, noticing Emily’s nervousness. “Is

everything okay, Em?” Rachel asked, concern etched on her face.

Emily hesitated for a moment, then took a deep breath and lifted her shirt to

reveal her new breasts.

Rachel gasped in shock, her eyes widening. “Oh my god, Emily, what have
you done? Why did you get breast implants? You know how much I hate the

1»

way society objectifies women’s bodies

Emily felt a lump form in her throat, but before she could respond, Sarah
stepped in. “Rachel, calm down. Let Emily explain what happened before

you jump to conclusions.”
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Emily quickly recounted the mix-up at the clinic, how they had given her
breast implants instead of fixing her spine. As she spoke, Rachel’s expression

softened, and Sarah’s eyes grew wide with surprise.

“I had no idea,” Rachel said, her voice full of sympathy.

“Me neither,” Sarah agreed.

The three of them satin silence for a moment, each lost in their own thoughts.

“I'm sorry I didn’t tell you guys earlier,” Emily said, her voice barely above a

whisper.

“It’s okay, Em,” Sarah said, reaching out to give her friend a reassuring

squeeze. “We’re here for you, no matter what.”
“So...How big are they?” Rachel asked, not quite hiding her disapproval.
Emily felt a flush of shame as she replied. “300cc,” she mumbled.

Rachel’s reaction was immediate. She recoiled, as if the number was anathema
to her. “Well, at least you only have to keep them until the reversal surgery,

right?” she said, her tone clarifying that there was no other option.

Emily’s heart sank at Rachel’s words. She had hoped for understanding, for
excitement, for anything other than the obvious disapproval that was etched

on Rachel’s face.

Emily felt a pang of hurt, but Sarah spoke up before she could respond.
“Rachel, that’s not fair,” she said sternly. “Emily didn’t choose this. And who

knows, maybe she’ll end up liking them.”

Rachel scoffed. “Yeah, right? Like she’s suddenly going to turn into a bimbo

or something.”
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Emily bit her lip, fighting back tears. She knew Rachel meant well, but the
way she was reacting to her new body made her feel ashamed and alone.
Her fingers were itching beneath the thick bandages, now, more than ever,
hesitating to remove them. The fear of what lied beneath, of the change
that has taken place, held her back. Sarah watched her friend, curiosity and

concern warring in her expression. She couldn’t help but feel sorry for her

friend.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked gently. “You have to take them off,

eventually.”

Emily bit her lip, the bandages crinkling beneath her fingertips. “I know,” she

whispered. “I’'m just scared.”

Sarah moved closer, her hand on Emily’s shoulder a gentle reassurance. “I’ll

help you,” she said firmly.

Together, they slowly peeled back the layers of gauze, revealing the new curves
and contours of Emily’s body. Rachel, watching from the side, felt a surge of
anger and jealousy bubble up inside of her. How dared Emily just... change

like this? It would undermine the opinions of the entire study group.

Sarah’s eyes darted to Rachel’s, the unspoken tension between them thick in
the air. Rachel’s glare softened slightly as their eyes met, but the resentment
lingered. Meanwhile, Emily was oblivious to the emotions roiling around
her. All she could focus on was the strange extra weight on her chest, the

unfamiliar sensation of her body’s transformation.

Emily gazed down at her new bosom, the foreign objects that had been
implanted in her chest. She brushed her fingertips across the taut, sensitive
skin, a thrill coursing through her body. Was this really happening? Were these

truly hers?
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Sarah watched Emily with a look of fascination, her eyes wide and

unblinking. “Can I... touch them?” she asked.

Emily felt a flush of heat spreading across her cheeks, but she nodded,
biting her lip with nervous anticipation. As Sarah’s fingers came into
contact with her breasts, she felt a jolt of electricity race through her, the

sensation overwhelming.

Rachel spoke up, her voice tinged with disapproval. “Come on, guys,

let’s stop fooling around. This is getting ridiculous.”

But Sarah unconsciously ignored her, her touch growing bolder and
more exploratory, as though she were discovering some secret pleasure
hidden within Emily’s body. Emily felt a mixture of excitement and
embarrassment as Sarah’s hands explored her newly enlarged breasts. She
tried to act casual, but her body betrayed her as she involuntarily arched
her back in response to Sarah’s touch. Emily could feel Sarah’s curious
gaze on her, but also sensed a hint of something more. As Sarah’s hands
lingered on her breasts, Emily couldn’t suppress the rising tide of arousal

that threatened to engulf her, causing her to bite her lip to stifle a moan.

As Sarah’s hands moved over her breasts, Emily felt her nipples harden,
pressing against the palms of her friends. Sarah must have felt it too,
because she suddenly drew back, her expression one of shock and
surprise. For a moment, the three of them stood there in silence, each

of them feeling the powerful undercurrents that had been unleashed.

As Sarah’s hands reluctantly left Emily’s new breasts, Emily’s cheeks flamed
with shame, the hot blood rushing to her face as she grappled with the
bewildering feelings coursing through her. Uncertainty wracked her mind as

she hesitated, torn between the bizarre, yet electrifying sensation emanating
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from her chest and the sense of impropriety and self-disgust that crept over

her.

She turned to Rachel, whose face contorted with a mix of repugnance and
fascination, and swallowed hard. “Maybe we should stop. We should be

studying, not... doing this.”

Rachel retorted dryly, “Well, yeah. We’re supposed to be studying, not

fondling each other.”

Emily felt her face flush even hotter at the acerbic remark, her self-loathing
deepening as the palpable feeling of loss and disappointment weighed heavily
upon her. She had never experienced anything like this before, and the

intensity of it all made her feel strangely guilty.

As she raised her gaze to meet Rachel’s, she detected a curious expression in
the other girl’s eyes. There was a hint of anger and annoyance, yes, but there
was something else as well. Was it... jealousy? Emily dismissed the thought as
absurd; Rachel was the epitome of perfection and didn’t approve of Emily’s

new curves.

Resolving to push the strange incident to the back of her mind, Emily
nodded firmly. “Yeah, let’s study,” she muttered, determined to ignore the

odd sensation that still lingered within her.

The familiar sound of rustling pages filled the air as they all retrieved their
notebooks from their bags, ready to hit the books once again. But there was an
undercurrent of tension that seemed to linger in the room, causing an uneasy
silence to settle between them. It was a silence that used to be comforting, but

now it was heavy with unspoken thoughts and desires.

Emily, lost in her own world, didn’t notice the sudden change in the

atmosphere. All she could think of was the sensation of someone else
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touching her newly enhanced breasts. She could feel Sarah’s touch lingering
on her skin, and it was almost as if she could feel the weight of her friend’s
hands on her chest. The feeling of another’s hands on her curves was so
foreign, yet so exciting, and she couldn’t shake the memory off. She tried to
focus on her studies, but again and again, her thoughts kept drifting back to

that electric moment between them.

Rachel fidgeted in her seat, her fiery red hair swaying with the movement. She
stole a quick glance at Sarah, whose normally gentle demeanor seemed to be

tinged with a subtle hint of longing.

Finally, Rachel spoke up, breaking the silence. “I think we’ve studied enough

for today. Let’s call it a night.”

As they all packed up their notebooks and Sarah and Rachel headed out,
Emily couldn’t help but feel a sense of relief mingled with disappointment.
She wasn’t sure what the future held, but she knew that something had been

awakened, and she wasn’t sure if she was ready to confront it yet.

As she put on her jacket, Rachel turned to Emily. “So, Em, you’re coming

back to school tomorrow?”

Emily nodded. “Yeah, I’'m feeling much better now, and my doctor even gave

me the all-clear to play soccer. I'm a little nervous, to be honest.”

Sarah smiled reassuringly. “Don’t worry, Em. We’re all rooting for you. You’ll

be amazing out there.”

Emily smiled. “Well, it’s not like I was even any good to begin with. Butatleast

some part of the surgery was a success, so I don’t see why I shouldn’t try.”

Rachel rolled her eyes. “Well, just don’t overdo it. We don’t want you to get

hurt again.”
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Emily nodded, “I won’t. Thanks, guys. See you tomorrow.”

As Emily watched her friends leave, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of
excitement. It had been a strange day, but it felt good to be back with her
friends. She couldn’t wait for tomorrow to come - she was ready to take on

the world again.



CHAPTER SIX

TH BEAUTIFUL
GAME

MONDAY - AUGUST 29TH, 2022

ﬁ' s Emily stirred awake, her thoughts swirled around the events of
yesterday. Sarah’s curious touch had left an indelible impression on
Emily’s mind, and she couldn’t help but wonder if there was more to it than

mere curiosity. Was she just imagining things?

Descending the stairs to the kitchen, Emily found her mother already up and
about. “Are you sure you should be playing soccer already?” Susan queried,
a hint of concern in her voice. “Your back surgery is still fresh, and... people
may notice those unsightly things on your chest.” Her mother’s disapproving

gaze flickered towards Emily’s breasts.

Emily resisted the urge to roll her eyes, feeling irritated at her mother’s
constant derogatory remarks about her breast implants. She knew she would
have to get them removed as soon as possible, but for now, they were still a
part of her. “My back feels amazing, Mom,” she reassured her mother. “I can’t

put my life on hold because of a mistake.”
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Susan’s expression remained unimpressed, her frustration thinly veiled.
“Well, are you at least wearing the sports bra I bought you?” Susan asked, her

tone sharp.

Emily forced a smile, though her discomfort was clear as she tugged at the
tight fabric constricting her chest. Susan had purchased a sports bra for Emily
that was way too small, pushing her implants so close to her body they weren’t
noticeable. Emily agreed, knowing that arguing with her mother would only

lead to further conflict.

Emily knew that her mother meant well, but Susan’s words only reminded
her of her own discomfortand insecurity. A part of her wanted to rebel against
her mother’s controlling behavior, to refuse to wear the tight, uncomfortable
bra she had bought her just to prove a point. But Emily was too afraid of
disappointing her mother, too afraid of causing conflict. So she swallowed her

anger and forced a smile, nodding meekly in response to Susan’s question.

Despite this, she couldn’t help but feel self-conscious about her appearance,
the weight of the implants seeming to weigh her down as she prepared for her

first practice in years.

She finished her breakfast in a rush, eager to escape the tense atmosphere. As
she left for school, Emily couldn’t help but wonder if it was worth all this

hassle just to hide her implants.
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Emily boarded the school bus and spotted her two best friends, Sarah and
Rachel. She greeted them with a bright smile, but her mother’s earlier

comments ringing in her head quickly dampened her enthusiasm. She felt
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self-conscious and uncomfortable in her tight sports bra, hoping that nobody

would notice the awkward bulges.

“Hey, Em!” Sarah chirped, oblivious to her friend’s distress. “We saved you a

seat. How’s your back holding up?”

Emily nodded, grateful for the change of topic. “It’s doing better, thanks.
Even though the doctor cleared me to play soccer again, my mom’s still

worried about it.”
Rachel frowned. “Why? I thought your surgery went well.”

“It did,” Emily replied, “but... it’s complicated.” She hesitated, not wanting
anyone else to hear about her breast implants. She knew others would judge

her even if her friends hadn’t.

As they chatted, Emily tried her best to relax and enjoy their company. She
laughed at Sarah’s jokes and listened to Rachel’s gossip, but her mind was
elsewhere. She couldn’t shake off the feeling that her secret was written all

over her face, and that everyone on the bus was staring at her.

Emily got off the bus, waving goodbye to Sarah and Rachel, and started
walking towards the soccer field. She couldn’t shake the feeling of anxiety that
was gripping her insides. What if she couldn’t keep up with the team? What if
her implants became noticeable during practice? She took a deep breath and
reminded herself of her reasons for joining the team - to regain her strength

and confidence, to feel like she belonged somewhere.

As she walked past the school building, she noticed a few students milling
about. Some were chatting in small groups, while others were rushing into
their classrooms. Emily knew she had to hurry if she wanted to make it to the
soccer field on time. Practice was in the first period, and she didn’t want to be

late on her first day.
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Emily quickened her pace, feeling the straps of her sports bra digging
into her skin. It was uncomfortable, but she had no choice but to wear
it since she didn’t want anyone to notice her implants: not even her new
teammates. She arrived at the soccer field and took a deep breath, feeling
the cool morning air fill her lungs. A whistle in the distance signalled the

start of practice.

As Emily walked towards the group of girls huddled together in the
center of the field, she heard Sarah and Rachel shouting out their good
wishes. “Good luck, Emily! You’re going to be awesome!” they called out.
Emily smiled, feeling a warmth in her chest. She was glad to have friends

like them who supported her, no matter what.

As she sat down on the bench, lacing up her boots, she felt a knot forming
in her stomach. She could see the rest of the team already warming up,
laughing and joking with one another. She felt like an outsider, a fake.
None of them knew about her breast implants, and the thought of what

would happen if they found out frightened her.

As she approached the field, her teammates greeted her warmly. She had
never made close friends with any of them, but they seemed happy to
have her back. Emily couldn’t help but feel a sense of relief wash over

her. Maybe everything would be okay after all.

The coach blew the whistle, and the team began to stretch and jog around
the field. Emily fell into step with them, trying her best to keep up. She
could feel the tight sports bra digging into her skin, and it was hard to
breathe. She wasn’t used to her movements being restricted in this way,
and it showed as she stumbled and tripped over her own feet. But she

pushed through the discomfort, determined to prove herself on the field.
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The coach noticed her struggles and called her over. “This is your first time
on the soccer field since your surgery, isn’t it?” he asked, a hint of sympathy

in his voice.

Emily shook her head, feeling embarrassed. “Yeah,” she admitted. “T haven’t

been able to play for years, so I’'m not used to moving like this.”

The coach nodded understandingly. “Take your time. Don’t push yourself

too hard. We’ll work on getting you used to it.”

Emily felt a surge of gratitude towards the coach. He was being kind and
understanding, even though she was struggling. She was determined to show

him she could do this, that she could be a valuable member of the team.

Butas she tried to focus on the game, she couldn’t help but feel self-conscious.
Her movements were awkward and uncoordinated, and she stumbled and

fell more than once. Her confidence was taking a hit, and she was doubting

herself.

At one point, she went in for a tackle and missed the ball, tripping over her
own feet and landing on her backside with a thud. Her teammates laughed,
but it wasn’t a mean-spirited laugh. They were all in good spirits, and they

were rooting for her.

1»

“Nice try, Emily!” one of them shouted. “You’ll get it next time!”

Emily couldn’t help but smile. Maybe she wasn’t the best player on the field,

but she was trying her best. And that was all that mattered.

Emily continued playing, and she felt more confident with every passing
minute. She couldn’t believe it, but her spine felt better than ever before.
As she ran across the field, Emily felt something different. It wasn’t just

that her spine was now straight, it was as if her body was communicating
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better with itself, her reflexes more fluid, her balance more stable. She
remembered the surgeon’s words about how the correction would enhance
nerve transmission, but she had been too preoccupied with her breast

implants to comprehend what he was saying.

Emily’s awkwardness faded away as she became more confident with every
kick of the ball. The tight sports bra was still uncomfortable, but it was a small

price to pay for being able to play soccer again.

During a scrimmage, Emily noticed how her footwork had improved, her
passes were more accurate, and her shots on goal were stronger than ever
before. It amazed her how her body was performing and knew that it was all
thanks to the surgery. She felt a newfound appreciation for her body and its
abilities, and realized that her spine being straight had a much greater impact

on her life than she’d initially thought.

Later, when they played 5-a-side, Emily felt even more comfortable on the
field as her body kept adjusting to her enhanced spine. She made her way
through the field, her muscles tense as she ran after the ball. A player from the
opposite team attempted to tackle her, but Emily reacted quickly, dodging

her opponent and passing the ball to her teammate.

She felt as if her body was working in harmony with her mind in a way that
it had never had before. It was as if a veil had been lifted, and she was seeing
the world and herself in a whole new light. It was an unexpected benefit of
the surgery, and she felt grateful for it. As she continued to play, she felt a
newfound confidence and joy on the field that she had never experienced

before.

Near the closing minutes, the ball was kicked towards her by a teammate.
Emily reacted once again, her feet moving in perfect sync as she dribbled the

ball down the field. She could feel the wind rushing through her hair as she
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ran, her heart racing with excitement. And then, as she reached the goal, she

took a deep breath and kicked the ball with all her might.

The ball sailed through the air, soaring over the goalkeeper’s head and into
the back of the net. Emily couldn’t believe it. She had never made such
an incredible goal before. As she looked around, she saw the astonished
expressions on her teammates’ faces. They were all staring at her in disbelief,

amazed at what she had just accomplished.

She reveled in the knowledge that her surgery had given her an advantage that
she had never had before. She was faster, stronger, and more agile than ever
before. And as she stood there, basking in the glow of her incredible goal, she

knew she had found her place in the world.

After practice, one of her teammates shouted, “Wow, Em! You were amazing
out there! You’ve improved so much since three years ago!” The others
chimed in, showering her with compliments and high-fives. Emily’s cheeks

turned red with embarrassment, but deep down, she felt proud of herself.

Caught up in the moment, Emily forgot all about her breast implants. She
followed her team to the wardrobe, laughing and joking with them along the
way. As the team made their way to the changing room, Emily remembered
her plan to use a different shower. But before she could act on it, her
teammates had already entered the room and were getting undressed. She
felt a surge of panic as she realized she would have to undress in front of her
teammates. She tried to think of an excuse to get out of it, but her mind drew

a blank. There was no escape now.

Emily hesitated for a moment, feeling self-conscious. But she tried to remind
herself that these were her friends, her teammates. She had nothing to be

ashamed of.
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As she undressed, Emily remembered just how different her breasts looked
than before. They were so full, round, and prominent. She felt a surge of panic

and tried to cover them up, but she knew it was too late.

Emily felt the knot in her stomach tighten as she hesitated to remove her
sports bra. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath before slowly sliding
the bra straps down her arms. As she peeled away the tight fabric from her
chest, Emily felt her face flush with embarrassment. The cool air hit her skin,
making her shiver. She looked up at her teammates, feeling self-conscious and

exposed. For a moment, no one said anything. The silence was deafening.

But then one girl let out a surprised gasp. “Emily!” she exclaimed. “I never

1»

thought you would get implants! They look great

Emily felt a small sense of relief wash over her as the other girls chimed in,
'3,

showering her with compliments. “Wow, I'm so jealous!” said one. “They

look amazing!” added another.

Emily blushed, feeling both embarrassed and flattered. “Thanks,” she
muttered, feeling overwhelmed. “B-but it was actually a mistake. I’'m having

them removed.”

Her teammates looked disappointed. “Are you sure?” one of them asked.

“They really suit you.”

Emily blushed even harder, feeling a strange mix of discomfort and flattery.
“I'm sure,” she said, shaking her head. “I never wanted them in the first place.

It’s just a silly mistake.”

As the girls continued to encourage her, Emily couldn’t help but feel a small
sense of confidence building within her. Maybe, just maybe, having these

implants for a couple of weeks wouldn’t be such a bad thing after all.
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Emily couldn’t help but think about her best friends, and how they
had reacted when she had showed them her breast implants. Rachel’s
constant criticism was so unsupportive, leaving her feeling discouraged
about her situation. She couldn’t understand why they couldn’t be

happy for her and support her like her soccer teammates.

As she sat in the locker room with her soccer team, Emily felt annoyed
about the whole situation. These girls, who she had only just met, were
showering her with compliments and encouragement, while her best
friends had made her feel like she had done something wrong. Emily
couldn’t help but feel a sense of betrayal and wondered if Rachel and

Sarah were really her true friends after all.

Emily shook her head, trying to push those thoughts aside. She didn’t
want to dwell on the negativity. Instead, she focused on the positive
energy surrounding her in the locker room. She smiled at her teammates,

grateful for their support and encouragement.

As Emily sat there, she couldn’t help but feel a newfound confidence. For
the first time in her life, she felt comfortable in her own skin. She realized
her breast implants had given her more than just a physical change, but
a mental one as well. She felt empowered and ready to take on whatever

challenges lay ahead.

* k%

Emily walked into the study room, still feeling elated by the soccer
practice. Rachel and Sarah were sitting at the desk, surrounded by

textbooks and notes.
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“Hey, guys! Soccer was amazing today!” Emily exclaimed, grinning from

ear to ear.
“Really?” Rachel asked, surprised. “I thought you were nervous about it.”

“I was, but it went so well. My teammates were awesome and so
supportive. And you won’t believe it, but I even scored a goal!” Emily

said, her excitement palpable.
“That’s amazing, Em! I’'m so happy for you,” Sarah said, beaming.

Rachel nodded in agreement. “Yeah, that’s really great. I'm glad it went

well.”

But Emily could sense that something was oft. They didn’t seem as excited
for her as she had hoped they would be. She wondered why they weren’t
more supportive, like her soccer team had been. “Is there something

wrong?” she asked.

Rachel leaned back in her chair and said, “Honestly, Em, don’t get me
wrong. I think it’s great that you’re playing soccer and all, but let’s be
real. Soccer is just a frivolous extracurricular activity. You should focus
on your studies, like me. Athletic prowess can only take you so far, but

education is the key to success.”

Emily rolled her eyes, not surprised at Rachel’s condescending tone. “I
know that, Rach. But soccer is important to me. It’s always been my

passion, and I’m actually good atit.”

Sarah, who had been listening quietly, spoke up. “Well, I guess it’s
important to have a balance in life, and sports can provide a lot of benefits,

like teamwork and physical fitness.”
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Rachel shrugged. “Sure, if you say so. But let’s not kid ourselves here. Your
grades are what matters, and you should focus on that instead of wasting your

time on something as trivial as soccer.”

Emily sighed, feeling frustrated with Rachel’s narrow-mindedness. “I can do
both, Rachel. And soccer is important to me, so I won’t give it up just because

you think it’s a waste of time.”
Rachel scoffed. “Suit yourself, but just remember what really matters in life.”

Emily bit her tongue, not wanting to argue any further. She knew Rachel
wouldn’t understand, and she didn’t want to let her friend’s attitude ruin her

good mood.

She had just settled in her chair with her books when Rachel, who was sitting
across from her, spoke up again. “You’re wearing make-up, aren’t you?”

Rachel said teasingly.
Emily blushed and tried to brush it off. “No, no, it’s nothing.”

But Rachel wouldn’t let it go. “Come on, spill it! You never wear makeup, so

there must be a reason. Is there a special someone in your life?”

Emily felt a flash of irritation. She wasn’t used to wearing make-up, and she

certainly wasn’t used to Rachel commenting on her appearance.

“Okay, fine. I just wanted to try something new, so what?” she said, hoping

to deflect Rachel’s attention.

Rachel didn’t let up. “I just think it’s interesting that you’re conforming to

patriarchal beauty standards,” she said, using her most academic tone.

Emily rolled her eyes. “I’m just wearing a little mascara,” she said, still hoping

to end the conversation.
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Rachel wasn’t done yet, though. “It’s not just about the mascara, Emily,”
she said, leaning forward. “It’s about the entire culture of beauty that’s kept
women feeling insecure and powerless. Did you know that make-up was

invented to appease men?”

Emily sighed. She knew Rachel had strong opinions about everything, but
sometimes it felt like she was speaking another language. “I don’t see what

the big deal is,” she said. “I just wanted to look nice for soccer practice.”

Rachel shook her head, her long hair swinging as she did. “It’s not just about
soccer practice, Emily. It’s about the larger cultural forces at play. You're

contributing to everything we’re working against!”

Emily shifted uncomfortably in her chair, trying to think of a way to change
the subject. “Can we talk about something else, please? Like how your classes

are going?”

But Rachel was not to be deterred. “Don’t avoid the issue, Emily. This is
important. We need to talk about how society tries to control women’s bodies

and appearance.”

Sarah, who had been quiet until now, spoke up. “Rachel, can we please just

drop it? Emily can wear make-up if she wants to. It’s her choice.”
Emily breathed a sigh of relief, grateful for Sarah’s intervention.

Rachel huffed and crossed her arms. “Fine, I'll drop it,” she said, clearly not
happy about it. “I'm not trying to make you feel bad, Em. It’s just frustrating

to see how ingrained these beauty standards are in our society.”

Emily’s frustration bubbled over, the pent-up emotions that had been
simmering inside her finally boiling over. “You know what’s damn

frustrating, Rach?” Her voice shook with anger and hurt. “Ever since my
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surgery, you’ve been a constant source of negativity. I never asked for these...
these... things,” she gestured at her chest, “but you make me feel like I’'m some

kind of freak.”

Her new teammates had been the only bright spot in this whole mess. They
had welcomed her, breasts and all, with open arms. They had complimented
her, made her feel like maybe this wasn’t the end of the world after all. And
yet Rachel had criticized the makeup they had done, the same makeup that

had made Emily feel good about herself for the first time in weeks.

She took a deep breath and continued, “My teammates, they were different.
They saw the real me, and they liked it. They complimented me on my breasts
and even helped me with my makeup. Why can’t you accept me for who I am,

if they can?”

With tears threatening to spill over, Emily stood up, pushing back her chair
so that it toppled over with a loud clatter. She didn’t even look back as she
stormed out of the study room, the door slamming shut behind her with a

resounding bang.

She left Rachel and Sarah behind, the tension in the air so thick it felt like
they could cut it with a knife. They exchanged a meaningful look, both

understanding the gravity of the situation. Emily was hurting, and they knew

they had failed her.

Xk %

Emily entered the house, and the aroma of sizzling spices and bubbling sauces
greeted her. The kitchen was awash with the orange glow of the setting sun,

casting a warm, inviting atmosphere. John was bustling around the stove, his
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hands moving with the practiced ease of a seasoned chef. “Mom’s working

late tonight, so it’s just the two of us,” he said, turning to smile at Emily.

She noticed the way his eyes lingered on her chest for a moment too long
before quickly averting his gaze. “What are you making?” she asked, trying to

break the sudden tension.

John’s lips curved into a sly grin. “I’m preparing my signature dish, Emily.
Pan-seared salmon glazed with a sweet and tangy teriyaki sauce, served with a

side of buttery asparagus spears and fluffy jasmine rice.”

Emily’s mouth watered at the thought of the succulent fish, perfectly cooked
and bursting with flavor. “Sounds delicious,” she said, her eyes lighting
up with excitement as her eyes locked with his. She retreated to the living
room while waiting for dinner, feeling a strange mix of excitement and

apprehension coursing through her body.

After fifteen minutes of watching TV, Emily heard John calling from the
kitchen, his voice echoing with warmth and affection. “Emily, food is ready!”
She eagerly made her way to the dining table where John had laid out the
beautiful dish, adorned with a medley of herbs and spices that delighted her
senses. The aroma tantalized her senses, causing her stomach to growl in

anticipation.

As they ate, Emily’s thoughts wandered to John’s behavior after the surgery.
His gaze still puzzled her, but there was something in the way he held himself
that made her feel secure and comforted. His presence was a balm to her

nerves, and she knew she could confide in him about anything.

“Hey, John,” she began, unsure of how to phrase her question delicately.
She shifted in her seat, the soft leather creaking beneath her. “May I ask you

something?”
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“Of course, Emily. Anything,” John replied, his eyes fixed on hers.

She chewed on her bottom lip, feeling self-conscious under his unwavering
gaze. “I couldn’t help but notice that... you're looking at me differently

since... you know,” she trailed off, her eyes darting to her chest.

John’s cheeks turned red with embarrassment, but he met her gaze steadily.
His voice was gentle as he spoke. “Emily, I'm sorry if I made you
uncomfortable. It’s just that... I... I've mentioned to Susan that I find breast
augmentation attractive. However, I would never want her to undergo the

procedure unless it was of her own volition.”

He hesitated a bit, as if trying to find his words. “I guess what I'm trying
to say is that I understand you are an adult capable of making your own
decisions, but I’'m concerned that you might feel pressured by your mother

to remove your implants. Do you feel that way?”

Emily’s heart raced as she tried to process his question. She couldn’t
deny that her mother’s disapproval had been weighing heavily on her, but
she wasn’t sure if she was ready to face the truth. “I... I don’t know,”
she stammered, feeling exposed and vulnerable under John’s intense gaze.

“Perhaps a little.”

John’s piercing gaze bore into her, and he waited patiently for her answer.

“And what is it you truly want, Emily?” he pressed gently.

Her mind was in turmoil, the question having been weighing heavily on her,
yet she couldn’t possibly defy her mother like that. “I think I want them

removed,” she murmured, the words almost inaudible.

“It’s okay, Emily. You don’t have to decide right now. Take all the time you

need to figure out what you want. I’'m here to support you, no matter what.”
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Emily felt a warm wave of gratitude wash over her as she looked at John.
He was such a compassionate man, always willing to lend a listening ear
and offer sage advice. With a shy smile, she nodded in agreement. “Thank

you, John. That means a lot to me.”

As they finished their meal, Emily felt a newfound sense of clarity and
purpose. She knew she needed to take charge of her life and decide what
was right for her, regardless of what others might think or say. And with
John’s unwavering support by her side, she felt confident that she could

face whatever the future held.

As Emily lay in bed, mindlessly scrolling through her Instagram feed

before turning in for the night, a notification popped up on her phone.
“Hey there! Erica from soccer. What’s up?”

Emily instantly recognized the name. Erica had been the first to

compliment her new breasts.
“Not much. Just hanging out at home. What’s up?”

Erica’s next message took Emily by surprise. “Want to come to a part
g y Dy surp party

with the boys’ soccer team on Friday?”

Emily hesitated. She’d never been to an actual party before and didn’t
know what to expect. Plus, she’d never had alcohol before, and the
thought of being around drunk people made her nervous. But then

again, she wanted to get to know her teammates better.

“I’'m not sure. I’ve never really had alcohol before,” Emily typed, feeling

a little embarrassed.
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Erica’s response came quickly, reassuring and confident. “No worries. I'll

handle it and make sure you have a good time. ”

Emily’s mind was reeling with excitement. Erica seemed to know her way
around a party, and Emily was eager to experience it for herself. But then,
doubts crept in. What would Sarah and Rachel say if they found out? They

were always so judgmental.

Erica seemed to sense her hesitation and added, “Come on, it’ll be fun. And

you deserve to let loose a little.”

Those words strengthened Emily’s resolve. She was tired of being the perfect
girl all the time. She wanted to have some fun, to let her hair down and do

something unexpected... something reckless.
“Alright, I'll come!” Emily typed, taking a deep breath.
“Yay! I’ll send the address later.”

As Emily put down her phone, a surge of adrenaline shot through her body,
pulsing with every beat of her heart. Rachel and Sarah would never approve
of this, but that only made it more thrilling. Emily smiled to herself, feeling
empowered and ready to break free from their constraints and embrace a

different side of life.



CHAPTER SEVEN
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FRIDAY - SEPTEMBER 2ND, 2022

mily sat in class, staring at the clock as if it could make time go by
faster. She couldn’t help but feel a flutter in her stomach as she thought
about the party tonight. The excitement was a welcome distraction from the

monotony of school.

The sound of her teacher’s voice interrupted her thoughts. She tried to focus
on the lesson, but her mind kept drifting back to the party. Was she actually

going to go through with it? What would Rachel and Sarah say?

As the day wore on, a nagging voice at the back of her mind reminded her of
her responsibilities. “You shouldn’t be thinking about a party right now. You
need good grades to get into college, it scolded her. Emily tried to push the voice
away, but it persisted. “But what’s the barm in taking one night off? Emily
reasoned with herself. “It’s not like I'll flunk out of school because of one
party.” Despite her rationalization, the voice continued to haunt her, making

her feel guilty for daring to have a little fun.
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She reminded herself that it was her life and she could make her own
decisions. Just because Rachel and Sarah didn’t approve didn’t mean she
had to live her life according to their standards. She took a deep breath
and tried to push the doubts out of her mind. She was going to have fun

tonight, and nothing could stop her.

Emily’s senses were heightened as she sat in class, taking in the scents
of chalk and paper, the sounds of pencils scratching against paper, and
the sight of the clock ticking slowly towards the end of the day. She was
eager to break free from the mundane routine of school and experience
something new and exciting. Anticipation built inside her like a wave
about to crash onto shore, and she couldn’t wait to ride it all the way to

the party.

The girls walked out of their last class of the day, and Emily’s heart raced.
She was feeling jittery from the anticipation of the party, but she kept
reminding herself she was doing something normal for once. Rachel and
Sarah started talking about their plans for the afternoon, but Emily wasn’t
paying much attention. She was lost in her own thoughts, trying to come

up with a believable excuse for why she couldn’t hang out with them.

“Emily, are you listening?” Rachel asked, noticing her friend’s absence.
They had asked her to join them for pizza and board games, but Emily
hesitated, knowing that she had a party to attend. She could feel her pulse

quicken as she tried to come up with an excuse.

“Huh? Oh, sorry. I have some stuff I need to take care of,” Emily replied,

trying to sound nonchalant.
“Stuff? What kind of stuff?” Sarah pressed.

“Just some errands, you know,” Emily said, hoping they would drop it.
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But Rachel wasn’tone to let things go. “Come on, Em. You can tell us. What’s

really going on?”

Emily hesitated, feeling a knot form in her stomach. She didn’t want to

disappoint her friends, but she also didn’t want to back out of the party now.

“I'was invited to a party with the soccer team tonight,” Emily finally admitted,

hoping they wouldn’t judge her.

Rachel’s and Sarah’s eyes widened in surprise. “You? Going to a party?”

Rachel exclaimed.
“Yeah, it’s no big deal,” Emily said, trying to play it down.

“Well, I think it’s great,” Sarah said, giving her a supportive smile. “You should

do whatever makes you happy.”

Rachel seemed less enthused, but she tried to hide it. “Just didn’t know you
were such a party girl, Em. Wouldn’t want you to do something you might

regret.”

Emily bristled at her friend’s words. Why couldn’t Rachel just be happy for
her? “I’'m sure, Rachel,” she said, trying to keep her voice steady. “I'm not a

kid anymore. I can make my own decisions.”
Sarah nodded in agreement. “You’re right, Em. We just want you to be safe.”

Emily appreciated their concern, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that they
were judging her. She stood up, grabbing her backpack. “I have to go. I'll see

you guys later.”

As Emily walked away, she could feel their eyes on her back. She knew they
didn’tapprove, noteven Sarah, but she didn’t care. She was going to the party,

and nothing they said could change her mind.
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Notlongafter, she felt her phone vibrating, and she fished it out of her pocket.

“Hey, Miss Brown, it’s Dr. Ross,” the surgeon’s voice was clear and concise.
“Just confirming whether you’ll be coming in for your breast implant removal

surgery on Monday.”

Emily paused for a moment, a feeling of uncertainty creeping into her gut. She
had almost forgotten about the appointment, and now that it was suddenly
before her again, she hesitated. As much as she had despised the implants,
they had become a part of her, and the idea of parting with them suddenly

felt overwhelming.

“Uh, yeah,” she confirmed, trying to hide the quiver in her voice. “I’ll be there

on Monday.”

“Great, Miss Brown. We’ll see you on Monday at 10 a.m. Please remember to
follow the pre-operative instructions and bring someone with you to drive

you home after the surgery,” he informed her.

As she hung up, Emily felt a knot of unease tighten in her stomach. When the
botched surgery had first happened, she had been certain that removing the
implants was the only logical choice. But now, as the day of the procedure
drew closer, she couldn’t help but second-guess herself. She knew her friends
were against the implants, and that her mother couldn’t wait for her to get rid
of them. But what did Emily really want? What about John, who had been
so kind and supportive? She couldn’t deny that the more time passed, the less
ridiculous she felt with them. Emily shook her head, resolved to stick to her

decision to remove them.

Fkk

“No Friday game night with Rachel and Sarah tonight?” Susan inquired, her

voice tinged with curiosity as she regarded her daughter.
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Emily hesitated, opting for a half-truth. “Actually, I'm joining the soccer

team’s gathering tonight.”

Eyebrows lifting, Susan said, “Well, that’s a pleasant change. Just remember,

midnight curfew.”
“I promise,” Emily replied, her sincerity shining through her words.

In no time, a car pulled up outside, revealing Erica and her mother in the
driver’s seat. As they chatted during the ride, Emily’s timidity and evasion
were palpable, but Erica’s mother’s knowing glances revealed her awareness
and approval of their true destination—a stark contrast to Emily’s own

upbringing.

Upon reaching the luxurious house, the rhythmic pulse of music beckoned
them, an array of vibrant colors flickering through the windows. The
anticipation became tangible as they stepped out of the car and onto the

immaculate pathway.

With a reassuring grin, Erica whispered, “Trust me, this will be

unforgettable.”

As Emily trailed behind Erica, her heart raced with a mixture of trepidation
and excitement. The pulsating music grew louder, and the scent of youthful
exuberance filled the air — a concoction of perfume, cologne, and alcohol.
Stepping into the house, she clutched her purse tightly, attempting to ground

herself amid the swirl of unfamiliar faces.

Sensing Emily’s unease, Erica flashed a reassuring smile and led her through
the throng of partygoers, introducing her to an assortment of classmates and
fellow athletes. With each new connection, Emily’s anxiety dissolved, being

replaced by the growing warmth of camaraderie and acceptance.
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As they wove deeper into the house, Erica steered Emily toward a lively cluster
of students surrounding a makeshift beer bong station. Emily’s eyes widened
at the sight of it—she had never taken part in such a game before. The
contraption loomed over them, tubes and funnels snaking about, and a row

of eager participants primed for competition.

Erica turned to Emily, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Ready for a little
friendly competition?” she asked, nodding toward two boys from the boys’

soccer team, who stood grinning with anticipation.

Heart pounding, Emily hesitated for a moment before replying, her voice

quivering with excitement, “Why not?”

The game begun in a whirlwind of cheers and laughter, filling the air with the
pungent scent of beer as it poured into the waiting funnels. Emily and Erica’s
teamwork proved remarkable, although Emily’s inexperience revealed itself

through a steady stream of missed shots, her aim wobbly and hesitant.

With the first game concluded, Emily excused herself to visit the restroom.
As she navigated the crowded house, she realized the alcohol had taken effect,

making her feel a little unsteady on her feet.

Once inside the bathroom, the cool air and silence provided a stark contrast to
the boisterous atmosphere of the party. Tipsy from the beers she had chugged,
Emily studied her reflection in the mirror, her gaze lingering on her breasts,

concealed beneath the tight sports bra her mother had insisted she wear.

A sudden wave of boldness washed over her, fueled by the alcohol coursing
through her veins. She decided that this night, her body was hers to celebrate,
after all. With trembling hands, she removed the restrictive sports bra,
replacing it with a more comfortable and flattering one she had secretly

stashed in her purse.
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As she slipped her top back on, Emily noticed the transformation in
her appearance. Her breasts now protruded proudly from her chest, no
longer suppressed by the unforgiving fabric. She felt a surge of pride
and excitement, admiring her reflection, and for the first time, she found

herself questioning her decision to remove the implants.

Emboldened by her new look and the warmth of the alcohol, Emily
emerged from the bathroom, a renewed sense of confidence radiating

from her as she rejoined Erica and the boys for another round of beer

pong.

As Emily grew more comfortable, the bit of alcohol coursing through her
veins fueled her competitive spirit. Her flushed cheeks bore testament to
her newfound courage, no longer the shy outsider but a fierce participant

and competitor in the game.

With each round, Emily’s inhibitions faded further, replaced by a giddy
sense of abandon. She could feel the vibrant energy of the surrounding
party and the thrill of the game surging within. Little did she know, this
night would spark a series of events that would transform her life in ways

she could never have imagined.

After several exuberant rounds of beer pong, Erica threw Emily a playful
wink as she disappeared with a boy, leaving Emily alone with the other
young man. They both felt exhilarated from the game of beer pong and

the atmosphere between them was charged.

He flashed a warm smile and extended his hand, introducing himself as
Max. As they settled onto a nearby couch, Emily noticed a newfound
boldness emerging within her, fueled by Max’s captivating presence and

her own tipsy state.
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Their conversation flowed, with Max expertly weaving compliments and
flirtatious remarks into their chat. Emily enjoyed his attention, her heart

racing with each lingering touch and intense gaze exchanged between them.

Emboldened by the alcohol and her newfound sense of confidence, Emily
took the initiative and leaned in for a kiss. Max seemed receptive to her
advances, mirroring her intention to close the gap between them. However,
just as their lips were on the brink of touching, Max’s eyes widened upon

spotting his girlfriend, Jessica, entering the party unexpectedly.

When Jessica’s untimely arrival thwarted Max’s plan to cheat on her, he
feigned innocence and swiftly pulled away from Emily. Flustered and
trying to recover from the sudden change in atmosphere, he said, “Oh,

Emily. I think you misread my signals. I meant nothing by it.”

Emily’s stomach churned with embarrassment, her cheeks blazing as she
realized the implications of the situation. Max gestured toward Jessica
and offered an apologetic smile before hastily making his way over to his
girlfriend, leaving Emily behind to process the whirlwind of emotions she

was feeling.

As Emily sat there on the couch, the weight of her embarrassment and
humiliation threatened to suffocate her. Even though the shy, timid girl
who had stepped into the party earlier that evening had been transformed,
she was utterly unprepared for the complex emotions that came with her

newfound audacity.

Desperate to find solace from her distress, Emily turned to the one thing
that had given her the courage to push past her boundaries in the first place:
alcohol. She drank, glass after glass, each sip numbing the pain that gnawed

at her heart.
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As the night went on, Emily’s slender figure began to sway and
wobble. Her vision blurred, the vibrant colors of the party melting
into a disorienting kaleidoscope. Her once-composed demeanor eroded,
leaving her barely able to walk. At one point, she stumbled, her legs no

longer able to support her weight, and collapsed onto a nearby sofa.

The raucous laughter and blaring music retreated to a distant haze, her
surroundings fading away as her mind retreated into its own foggy abyss.
Her world shrank down to the crushing sensation of rejection and the

burning humiliation that smoldered within her.

As Emily continued to spiral downward, no longer aware of the people
or the surrounding revelry, the lines between reality and fantasy blurred.
The throbbing beat of the music melded with the furious pounding in
her head, and the once-familiar faces of her classmates transformed into

unrecognizable distortions.

In her haze of intoxication and despair, Emily fumbled in her pocket
and felt the edges of a card she had nearly forgotten. She pulled it out,
squinting at the text, and was reminded of the offer from Dr. Ross. The
surgeon, seeking to atone for his mistake, had agreed to any procedure

Emily desired—all expenses covered.

Her gaze strayed across the room, where Max and Jessica laughed
together, sharing an intimate moment. As she studied the pair, Emily
became acutely aware of Jessica’s ample cleavage, jealousy and anger

clawing at her insides.

In that swirling, drunken moment, a reckless idea took root in Emily’s
mind. She clumsily retrieved her phone and dialed Dr. Ross’s number,

her finger slipping several times before finally connecting the call.
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Dr. Ross answered, his voice edged with concern. “Miss Brown, are you okay?

Is everything set for the breast implant removal next week?”

The cacophony of the party assaulted her ears, but Emily managed to slur a

> »

response. “Y’know, Dr. Ross... I've been thinkin’...

“Yes?” he encouraged, his voice barely audible as the music pounded around

her.

Emily’s gaze remained fixed on Max and Jessica, the potent brew of alcohol
and envy fueling her courage. “I... I changed my mind,” she said, her voice
trembling despite her bravado. “I want you to... to make me bigger. Bigger
than Jessica.” Her last few words were barely audible, as if she couldn’t believe

the confession she had just made.

There was a stunned silence on the other end of the line, the gravity of Emily’s
revelation hanging heavily between them, leaving the conversation unfinished

and Dr. Ross speechless as Emily awaited his response.

Dr. Ross hesitated, clearly worried about the implications of Emily’s request.
“Miss Brown, you sound intoxicated. Maybe we should discuss this when
you’re sober? This is a significant decision, and I don’t think it’s the right

moment to make such a choice.”

His hesitation ignited a fire deep within Emily, one she’d never felt before. The
rage and frustration she had suppressed for so long bubbled to the surface,
fueled by her inebriated state. She refused to let him dismis her thoughts,

snapping back with an intensity that stunned even herself.

“No, Dr. Ross. You're going to do exactly what I’'m asking for, or I'll sue you
for everything you’re worth.” Her voice was sharp and menacing, each word

painstakingly enunciated despite her intoxication.
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The timid acquiescence in Dr. Ross’s voice served only to fan the flames
of Emily’s newfound assertiveness. “Alright, Emily. I understand. I’ll do

as you wish.”

Hanging up the phone, Emily reveled in the unfamiliar thrill that
coursed through her veins. She had never spoken to anyone like that
before, let alone held such power over another person. The experience
left her feeling exhilarated and powerful, an intoxicating sensation that

eclipsed even the alcohol that fogged her mind.

The bold, commanding side of Emily that she had just discovered was so
foreign to her—but she couldn’t help but savor the raw sense of power

it instilled in her.

As Emily sat there, basking in the afterglow of her phone conversation
and teetering on the edge of blackout drunkenness, Erica reappeared, her

eyes widening in concern as she took in Emily’s condition.

“Emily! You’re wasted!” Erica exclaimed, instinctively wrapping an arm
around her friend for support. “I need to call your mom—she has to

come get you.”

“No, no...” Emily slurred, her head spinning as she tried to comprehend
the situation. “Mom can’t... can’t know I’ve been drinking. Call... call

John. My stepdad.”

Sensing the urgency behind Emily’s words and worried about her
friend’s well-being, Erica complied, immediately dialing John’s number.
“Hi, John. It’s Erica. 'm with Emily, and she’s... um, she’s really drunk.

We need your help.”
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As they waited for John’s arrival, Erica stayed by Emily’s side, steadying her
and offering words of comfort. When the car finally pulled up, Erica guided

Emily toward it, doing her best to keep her friend on her feet.

John, clearly concerned, jumped out of the car to assist. “Emily, are you okay?

Let’s get you home,” he said gently, helping Emily into the vehicle.

Emily, grateful for her stepfather’s kindness yet still overwhelmed by the
night’s events, slumped against the car seat, her mind a turbulent whirlwind

of emotions, decisions, and newfound power.

John started the car, casting a worried glance at Emily as they began their
journey home. Emily, trying to focus through the haze of alcohol clouding her
mind, spoke up with a plea. “John, you... you can’t let Mom know. Promise

me, okay?”

“Don’t worry, Emily. Susan is asleep, and I'll make sure she doesn’t find out,”

John reassured her, keeping his eyes on the road.

Emily’s face softened, and a small, grateful smile played on her lips. “You’re
so kind, John. I’'m really... really happy you’re here for me.” In her inebriated
state, she reached out and gently placed her hand on John’s thigh, letting it

linger there.

This unexpected contact made John visibly uncomfortable. He shifted in
his seat, trying to maintain focus on driving while misinterpreting Emily’s
innocent gesture as a flirtatious move. Little did he know that Emily’s actions

were merely the result of her drunken friendliness.

As John navigated the car through the quiet streets, the tension between
them only seemed to intensify. Desperate to divert his attention from Emily’s
lingering hand on his thigh, he tried to engage her in conversation on a safer

topic.
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“So, Emily... about your upcoming implant removal—how are you

feeling about that?”

Emily couldn’t help but release a drunken, bubbly laugh at his question.
Her laughter seemed to relieve some of the tension, and she finally
withdrew her hand from his leg. With a conspiratorial grin, she leaned

in closer to John and divulged her secret.

“Actually, John... there’s been a change of plans. The opposite of a
reversal is happening. I’m getting... bigger,” she giggled, her words
slurring slightly.

John raised his eyebrows in surprise but tried to maintain a supportive
demeanor. He had promised to support Emily’s decision, whatever it

may be, and he intended to keep his word.

Emily, sensing his understanding, continued, her voice filled with
gratitude, “John, I wanted to thank you for saying you’ll support my
choice no matter what. You have no idea how much it means to me. It’s

because of you I have the courage to go ahead with the augmentation.”

As the car pulled into their driveway and the engine shut off, John
couldn’t help but think about the potential consequences of supporting
Emily’s decision. He knew that if Susan found out about his role in
encouraging Emily’s augmentation, she would be furious. The thought

of his wife’s anger sent a shiver down his spine.

Emily, still under the heavy influence of alcohol, noticed the concern
etched on John’s face. Emboldened by her drunken haze and newfound
confidence, she leaned in close to him, her breath warm and sweet with
the scent of alcohol. In her hazy state, she tried to offer comfort in a way

that inadvertently came across as both shy and flirtatious.
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“You know, John... Idon’t mind you staring,” she said, her voice soft and
inviting. “I don’t mind you looking at my... at my breasts. “If mom isn’t
willing to change for you, there’s no harm in appreciating what you see

in others, right?”

Her words hung heavy in the air, leaving John’s heart pounding in his
chest. Emily continued, her voice a seductive whisper, “It’s not like we’d

be doing anything wrong. Just innocent admiration, right?”

Despite the dangerous territory they were venturing into, John couldn’t
deny the excitement and allure of Emily’s offer. As they sat there, their
breath mingling in the charged silence, they both knew that the carefully
maintained boundaries of their relationship had been subtly altered, and
resisting the temptation to explore further could prove challenging. The
unspoken understanding between them had shifted, and there would be

no turning back.

As they sat in the car, the charged silence grew more and more intense.
Emily, her inhibitions lowered by her drunken state, hesitated, biting her
lip in contemplation. Feeling both vulnerable and daring, she decided to

reveal a deeply personal secret to John.

“John, there’s... there’s something I haven’t told anyone,” she began, her
voice wavering with a mix of fear and excitement. “Since... since my breast

augmentation, I’ve noticed people acting differently around me.”

She paused, gathering her courage before continuing, “And I... ’'m not
sure what I'm feeling exactly, but... I actually like it. Ilike when their eyes
wander downwards, thinking I won’t notice. I like it when I see them get

flustered in my presence.”
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The weight of Emily’s confession filled the car, her words hanging thick in the
air. It was a bold and intimate admission, and the fearless vulnerability with
which she shared it was a stark contrast to the coy, flirtatious manner she had

exuded just moments before.

John sat there in stunned silence, the enormity of her revelation leaving him
at a loss for words. Emily, sensing that the conversation had reached its end,
looked at him with an unreadable expression before whispering, “Good night,

John.”

With that, she unsteadily opened the car door and walked inside the house,
leaving John alone with his thoughts. It was then that he realized he couldn’t
deny his own physical reaction to Emily’s words—a telling bulge had formed
in his pants, a testament to the dangerous allure of her newfound confidence
and the suggestive nature of her confession. The line between them had
blurred even further, and their relationship had entered the treacherous realm

of unspoken desires and forbidden secrets.



