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      What happens when plastic surgery goes terribly wrong? Kim Westfall spent the first 23 years of her life feeling inadequate. Her lifelong dream was to be a curvaceous woman, but after breast implant surgery she felt anything but glamorous as her dream turned into a living nightmare.
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      It started in middle school. They called me Kimmy the human surfboard because I was the only girl in my year who didn’t wear a bra.

      “Don’t worry, honey,” my mom would say, and tweak my chin. “You’re just a late bloomer.”

      But I wasn’t a flower, I was a young woman who looked like a girl—or worse, a young boy. All my friends had been wearing training bras since the fifth grade, but not me.

      “She doesn’t need one,” my dad would say when mom would bring up the subject. “Everyone is pushing for kids to grow up too fast. Well, not our baby girl.”

      Baby girl. Every time dad called me that I wanted to scream. He thought it was cute—funny, even. He wasn’t the one getting laughed at by the girls. He wasn’t the one who was the brunt of all the boys’ risqué jokes. And my mother didn’t think it was important enough for them to fight about it.

      High school wasn’t much better. By then I was not only buying padded bras, but I was stuffing them with pieces of sponge. Not the kind used to clean the kitchen sink, but from a package that came in the mail. It had been wrapped around something fragile and was about a quarter of an inch thick. I experimented, cutting and gluing them into the perfect shape to fill out an A cup bra.

      But high school was still tough. Getting dressed for gym class forced me to be creative, hiding my chest from view of the other girls. Showering in the locker room was totally out. Instead, I slathered my armpits with deodorant and hoped for the best. My friend Audra knew the truth, but she never mentioned it.

      If my parents knew I’d been stuffing my bras, they never mentioned it, either. But mom was wrong. I never did blossom. By graduation day I was as flat-chested as I’d been the first day of high school.

      College came and went. I did well academically, but my social life was a disaster. What guy wanted to go out with a woman who had the figure of a boy?

      Audra and I got a great apartment in the city, and I couldn’t have asked for a better roommate. I got a great job and started saving my money with one goal in mind: breast implants. An Internet search put the surgical cost at thousands of dollars, but I was frugal. I didn’t waste money, and I didn’t go out to the clubs with Audra and her friends, and I didn’t have any fun, either, but I had a goal. Every week I put away as much money as I could with one idea in mind.

      Of course, I read all the warnings, and I searched for reviews for every doctor in town who did the surgery. Several weren’t board certified, so I crossed them right off my list. When I’d saved up five thousand dollars, I made an appointment with Dr. Williams for a consultation.

      He seemed like a nice guy. He explained the procedure in full, examined what there was of my chest, and suggested I go for a B cup.

      “Is that all?”

      “You’re not very tall, and you’re not heavy. I’ve been doing this surgery for years and I think a B cup is your best option.” He told me what the total cost would be, including surgery and post-op care.

      I thanked him, paid for the visit, and went home, wondering what to do next.

      “If he thinks a B cup is best for you, why are you so annoyed?” Audra asked.

      “If I’m paying through the nose for a boob job, I want to get my money’s worth. I want to look seductive. I want men to finally look at me. I’m tired of being dismissed.”

      “Have you talked this over with your mom?” Audra asked.

      “Of course not. She’d try to talk me out of it. And what would I say to my dad? ‘Hi, dad, I’m getting new tits so I get lots of attention from men?’”

      Audra shrugged. “You have to do what you think is best.”

      What I thought best was consulting another surgeon.

      Dr. Singh had a very busy practice. He was board certified, and the testimonials on his website won me over. I made an appointment and waited six weeks to see him. Examination day was the same as the last; he looked me over, explained the procedure, and suggested I go for a B cup.”

      “Why not a C cup?” I demanded. Were all these male doctors in cahoots? Were they gay?

      “Do you want to look natural, or do you want to look like a burlesque queen?” he asked.

      “I want to be attractive to men.”

      Dr. Collins shook his head. “If all a guy wants are your breasts, not your brains, he isn’t worth much as a man.”

      That was easy for him to say. He looked at breasts all day. They probably were no longer a turn-on for him.

      I thanked him, paid my bill, and returned to the Internet to search for another doctor.

      

      In all, I interviewed five different surgeons. It took that many consultations before I found someone who’d give me what I wanted. And according to his website, he was board certified, although there were very few testimonials from satisfied customers. When I called the office to make an appointment, I asked the receptionist about it. “Dr. Collins hasn’t been in business all that long.”

      “What did he do before plastic surgery?”

      “He was a physician with extensive surgical experience. He’s had many satisfied customers. I just haven’t had time to update the website,” she said, sounding sincere.

      I made an appointment for the following week.

      

      Dr. Collins was handsome, with a mustache, sandy hair, and blue eyes. According to his website bio, he’d been married for twelve years and had two children, a boy and a girl. He’d included pictures of them, along with a family portrait with the kids and his wife. Knowing he had such a secure family life gave me confidence that he would be the one to whom I’d entrust my body.

      The consultation went well. Once again he suggested I go for a B cup. When I asked for a C cup, he readily agreed. “You’ll look great in a bikini,” he said. “Check my schedule with the receptionist, and we’ll take care of you before the month is over.”

      I don’t think I’ve ever grinned so hard or for so long in my entire life. When Audra came home from work that night, I had a six pack of beer cooling in the fridge and had the pizza parlor’s number on speed dial.

      “Congratulations,” Audra said, and we clinked beer bottles. “And this guy is going to give you a C cup?”

      “He sure is. He had no qualms about it, either, and even told me I’d look great in a bikini.”

      “Are you going to tell your mom about the surgery?”

      “No way.”

      “She’s going to notice. Everyone is going to notice that you look different,” Audra said.

      “I realize that. But I don’t want anyone else to know about it until it’s all over. I don’t want their phony concern. I don’t want their lectures. This surgery is perfectly safe, but I just know someone will try to scare me with urban legends about women who’ve been disfigured for life.”

      “I hope you know what you’re getting into,” Audra said and cracked open another beer. “Here’s to your new boobs, and may you be very happy with them.”

      

      Audra offered to take a day off from work on the day of my surgery, but I insisted she keep to her usual schedule. If all went well, I was to be released later that day. I could wait until she came home from work to be picked up.

      I checked in at the clinic, signed the consent form, had my vital signs taken, and waited in a tiny cubicle with a fabric drape for a wall. It was only in those last few minutes that I wondered if I was doing the right thing. It had to be right. Here I was twenty-three years old, unattractive to men, and worse—unattractive to myself.

      I knew there’d be extensive bruising, and I knew I’d been in some discomfort for a few days or so. I was prepared for that. All too soon Dr. Collins came in, dressed in scrubs, with a paper cap covering his hair. “How are you feeling this morning, Kim?”

      “Nervous, but ready,” I assured him.

      “Don’t worry. The anesthesiologist will be here in a few minutes, give you a shot to relax you, and then you’ll be given something to make you sleep. The surgery will only take about an hour. After that, you’ll be taken to the recovery room. If you do well, you can go in a few hours. Do you have any questions?”

      I shook my head.

      He patted my arm reassuringly and disappeared.

      A few minutes later, a tall, dark, African-American anesthesiologist came in and introduced himself, but he talked so fast I wasn’t sure exactly what he said.

      I lay back on the gurney and he gave me the shot Dr. Collins had mentioned. I was told to start counting backward from one hundred, but I’m not even sure if I got past ninety-nine.

      The next thing I knew I was in a room filled with too-bright lights and someone was yelling in my ear. “How do you feel? Can you tell me your name?”

      I felt lousy, so terrible I wasn’t sure I could even speak. For long moments I didn’t even know who I was, but finally, it came to me. Kim … Kimberly Westfall. I tried to say the words, but my mouth didn’t seem to want to work.

      “Who’s our next of kin?” asked a woman in white.

      Why did they need to know that? Hadn’t I filled in that information during my pre-op physical?

      “I don’t
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