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After my shower, I stood before the tall mirror in my bedroom, steam still curling from my damp skin like whispers of the water’s embrace. I took a breath—slow, deliberate—and let the towel slip from my shoulders. There she was again. The body I had always known. The body they stared at.

From the tips of my toes to the gentle curve of my neck, I studied myself as I did every night. A body sculpted like a goddess from the Mediterranean—hips wide and proud, breasts full and youthful, legs long and smooth, the kind of silhouette that turned heads and stopped traffic. My skin gleamed under the soft bedroom light, my waist tapered just right, my dark brown hair falling in heavy, wavy cascades down my back like something from a shampoo commercial.

But I avoided the face.

Even now, I couldn’t lift my eyes. I never did. Not unless I had to. The truth of it stung too deeply. It was like a betrayal etched in bone and flesh. A cruel mismatch. A body that belonged on the cover of a magazine, and a face that belonged behind a curtain.

Kind people—sweet, well-meaning liars—would murmur things like, “It’s what’s inside that counts,” or, “Beauty fades, but character lasts forever.” Platitudes. Cheap comfort for someone who could hide behind beauty, but only from the back.

I’ve seen it happen too many times.

Walking down the street, I feel their eyes, the heat of desire chasing my sway. Men look. Men want. From behind, I am every fantasy they’ve ever had: long legs, hourglass shape, hair like dark honey. I hear them whisper, sometimes whistle. I know what they’re imagining.

But then... they try to overtake me. They have to. Curiosity always wins. They rush forward, eager to match a face to the dream. And I see it. I feel it. That terrible moment when their eyes meet mine and something inside them collapses. Excitement gives way to confusion, then pity. Always pity.

It is the ugliest thing in the world—to be pitied.

I try to smile sometimes. I’ve practiced in mirrors, trying to soften the sharp angles, the crooked lines, the asymmetry that makeup cannot save. But the mirror always tells the truth. And the truth is... I am beautiful from behind, but a disappointment from the front.

Sometimes I joke to myself, bitterly, that I should just walk backwards through life. Or maybe only go out on Halloween—when I can finally wear a mask without question, without shame. On that night, I could be anything. Everything. I could be whole.

Mercy. That’s all I ever wanted.

But mercy is not given freely in this world.

And I had no idea then...

That mercy would come to me not in the form of kindness, but through the hands of a man who held a scalpel like an artist holds a brush.

A man who would not only see the face I had—but the face I could have.

A man who would not pity me... but love me.

*  *  *
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I had never had a boyfriend. Not once. Not even a harmless flirtation. While other girls danced through their teens and twenties collecting glances, kisses, memories—I collected degrees.

I buried myself in textbooks, anatomy charts, medical journals. If I could not be loved, I would be respected. If I could not turn heads, I would turn minds. It was the only currency I had. And I spent it relentlessly.

I excelled in school, graduated with honors, and went on to study medicine. Ironically. Perhaps cruelly. I wore the white coat, walked the sterile halls, and pressed my hands to the flesh of strangers with the clinical detachment of a professional. But deep inside, I was always aware of how much I longed for someone to touch me—not out of obligation, but out of desire.

Internship was brutal but welcome. Long hours. Double shifts. Overtime. I took everything I could. The hospital became both my proving ground and my prison. I was always tired, but I didn’t care. I was living with my parents, so the money I earned—every saved cent—went into a quiet, hidden fund. Not for travel. Not for luxury.

For hope.

Because science had given me something no mirror ever had: possibility.

I knew what plastic surgery could do. I had seen faces reshaped, lives rebuilt. Rebirth was no longer myth—it was medicine. It was real. And I had studied enough to understand what I wanted and what it would take.

Consultations came first. Images were taken, simulations shown, procedures explained. The surgeons were kind, measured, precise. They never said I was ugly. They never had to. Their eyes told the story in silence.

Thailand, they said, would be my best chance. Affordable, skilled, discreet. But it wouldn’t be quick. I would need to stay for many months—possibly years. There would be multiple procedures, healing periods, revisions. I had to commit to the long game. To the slow, painful unraveling and rebuilding of my own face.

I looked at the projected image on the screen—the face they said could be mine.

And for the first time in my life, I didn’t feel the need to look away.

*  *  *
[image: ]


It wasn’t just a decision. It was an upheaval.

One that would tear through the fabric of my life and stitch it into something entirely new. Quietly, methodically, I began to plan. Every detail mattered. Every loose end had to be tied before I vanished from the life I had so carefully constructed.

I would have to quit my job at the hospital—the one thing that had given me structure, dignity, purpose. That in itself felt like severing an artery. But this was a necessary wound. I couldn’t transform while tethered to the life I wanted to leave behind.

Then came the logistics. I needed to find a place to live in Thailand—somewhere discreet, affordable, far from curious eyes. A place where no one knew me. Where no one would stare. Where I could become invisible long enough to emerge as someone else.

I’d never lived alone before, let alone in a foreign country. The thought was terrifying. But I’d faced worse. I reminded myself of that. And at least now, technology was on my side. Translation apps, virtual maps, video calls—they would be my crutches in a world where I didn’t speak the language, didn’t know the customs, and would be forced to rely on myself more than ever.

Still, I refused to let time go to waste. While my body healed, my mind would not rest. I enrolled in an online degree program. Something to keep my intellect sharp, to give my days purpose while I lay wrapped in bandages, waiting to see who I would become. I would not sit idle in limbo. I had spent too much of my life waiting.

And then there were the lies . . .

I couldn’t tell anyone—not my parents, not my cousins, not my coworkers, and certainly not the handful of friends I had managed to collect over the years. If I told the truth, they would try to stop me. Or worse... they would look at me with that same unbearable pity I had spent my life trying to escape.

So I created a story.
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