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Introduction

“Doctor Park, I must catch up with the filters and the AI version of myself. Pump it up!”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I made Hannah Baker to fool the internet.

After getting fired from my ad agency job in Los Angeles, I did what I did best: I built something irresistible. Hannah was supposed to be a perfect brunette fantasy. Sexy. soft. profitable. A fake online bombshell designed to pull in subscribers, empty wallets, and prove that I understood desire better than anyone.

At first, she was just strategy.

Then the money got too good.

The fans wanted more of her. More body. More reality. More proof. So I started changing myself to match the woman I created—lip filler, curves, breasts, beauty, all of it—telling myself every step was just business.

Until it wasn’t.

Because the more real Hannah became, the more impossible it felt to go back.

And then there was Dr. Jackson Park—devastatingly handsome and way too smart to fall for my lies. He was supposed to be just my surgeon. Just another man helping me build the fantasy.

Instead, he became the only person who saw through me.

The only one who wanted me as Hanson… and as Hannah.

But when I decide I want to go too far, too fast, Jackson is the first man brave enough to tell me no.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: Internet Girl is a sensual, emotional transgender romance about self-feminization, online fame, surgical body transformation, identity, and the doctor who sees—and loves—the woman behind the screen.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me, is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest, but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Internet Girl.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You

[image: A screenshot of a book  Description automatically generated]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1
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THE GLASS CONFERENCE room was designed to make people feel exposed. That was my first thought when I walked in and saw the walls, the polished table, the view of downtown Los Angeles turning gold in the late afternoon. The whole agency had been built around transparency.

Open-plan desks. Glass-walled meeting rooms. Whiteboards full of inspirational garbage about authenticity and human connection. Even the coffee machine had a minimalist matte finish, like somebody had run a brand audit on caffeine.

Transparency, in practice, just meant everyone got to watch you die.

I saw enough in the room before I sat down.

My manager, Celia, was already there with her hands folded too neatly on the table, her mouth arranged into that sympathetic line people used when they were about to do something ugly and wanted credit for hating it.

Beside her sat Martin from HR, who had the bland, moisturized face of a man who had never once said anything risky in his life. There was a legal pad in front of him and a company laptop open in front of Celia.

No coffee for me.

That was always how you knew.

I pulled out a chair and sat, leaning back like this was a client debrief and not an execution. “You both look grim.”

Celia let out a breath through her nose. “Hanson.”

I smiled at her. “That bad?”

Martin glanced down at his notes, like maybe the right wording was going to make me grateful.

Celia took the lead, because of course she did. “We’ve spent the last forty-eight hours reviewing the Stanton campaign situation.”

“Situation,” I repeated.

She ignored me. “As you know, the client escalated a formal complaint after discovering that multiple assets were launched without final approval, including paid creative, landing page variants, and the after-hours influencer push.”

“And as you know,” I said, “those assets increased click-through by thirty-eight percent, reduced bounce by nineteen, and tripled qualified leads in seventy-two hours.”

Martin shifted slightly.

Celia’s jaw tightened. “That doesn’t change the fact that you knowingly bypassed the approval process.”

I looked from her to the laptop. There it was. Not even denial. Not even debate. Just process. Just the religion of process, which everyone in this building worshipped whenever courage became inconvenient.

“The client hated the tone,” Celia said. “They said it violated their brand vision.”

“It outperformed their brand vision.”

“That isn’t the point.”

I laughed then, because sometimes the only dignified response to idiocy was to let it hear itself. “That is literally the point. They hired us to sell a launch. I sold the launch.”

“You ran a fear-based countdown campaign on a wellness brand,” she snapped, her composure finally slipping. “You pushed urgency messaging that they explicitly said they didn’t want. You used creator edits that were still in legal review. You seeded a controversy thread from affiliate accounts to spike engagement.”

“And it worked.”

“It was reckless.”

“It was effective.”

“It was unauthorized.”

I leaned forward, feeling the heat rise in my chest, not because I thought I was losing, but because I hated how small they were making the conversation. Numbers lived on one side of the table. Feelings lived on the other. And in agencies like ours, feelings always won if the client had enough money behind them.

Martin gave me a practiced, neutral look. “Hanson, nobody here is denying you’re talented.”

I turned to him. “That sentence is always followed by something insulting.”

He kept his voice smooth. “Your performance has been strong. Your instincts are strong. But there’s a consistent pattern of behavior that shows disregard for process, client trust, and internal accountability.”

“Internal accountability,” I said. “You people love phrases that don’t mean anything.”

Celia’s tone cooled again, which was worse. “You made unilateral decisions on a flagship account after being directly warned about exactly this kind of overreach.”

Overreach. Another word cowards used when they wanted the benefits of daring without the risk of backing it.

I clasped my hands on the table. “Do you know why Stanton is furious?”

Neither of them answered.

“Because I was right.”

Martin blinked once.

I kept going. “They came to us because their launch was dead on arrival. Their early creative tested flat. Their audience didn’t care. Their messaging was bland, over-sanitized, and clinically approved into a coma. I did what they hired us to do. I found the pressure point. I found the behavior loop. I made people move.”

Celia stared at me like I was proving a lab theory for her in real time. “You made their founder look like a hypocrite online.”

“For twelve hours,” I said. “And then traffic exploded, sentiment normalized, and preorders surged. People love a little friction when it’s packaged right.”

“They are threatening to pull their account.”

“They won’t.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because they made money.”

The silence that followed felt almost holy.

For one stupid second, I thought I might still drag this back. Not because they would suddenly grow spines, but because numbers were numbers and people like Celia secretly loved anything they could show on a slide deck later.

I had saved campaigns before. I had pulled garbage clients out of flatlining launches more times than she would ever admit. In six months, the agency would probably still be using my tactics with softer language and more approval stamps.

But I had embarrassed them.

That was the part they couldn’t forgive.

Celia closed the laptop.

There it was.

“Hanson,” she said, and now her voice had that final softness people put on right before they pushed the blade in, “effective immediately, we’re terminating your employment.”

I stared at her.

Not because I hadn’t seen it coming. I had. But because there was still something obscene about hearing it said out loud in this room, in this building, after all the ugly miracles I had worked for them.

Martin began sliding papers across the table. “You’ll receive two weeks’ severance contingent on signature of the standard separation agreement and non-disparagement clause. Your system access has already been disabled. Security can help with your personal items if needed.”

I didn’t look at the papers.

Celia was watching me carefully now, probably waiting for anger, or bargaining, or the sudden collapse that would let her feel humane.

Instead, I smiled.

Small. Sharp.

“You know what’s funny?” I said.

Neither of them answered.

“You’re going to keep all of it.”

Celia frowned. “Excuse me?”

“The countdown architecture. The landing page flow. The segmented retargeting logic. The creator cadence. You’ll sanitize the copy and pretend you rebuilt it collaboratively, but you’ll keep the bones because the bones worked.”

“That’s not appropriate,” Martin said.

I looked at him. “Neither is firing the only person in this building who still remembers clients don’t pay for morality plays. They pay for results.”

Celia’s face shut down. “This meeting is over.”

I stood, slow enough to make it deliberate. “No. It ended the second you decided brand values mattered more than revenue.”

I pushed the chair back, grabbed nothing, and walked to the door.

Then I turned.

“One more thing,” I said.

Celia looked exhausted already.

“You people always confuse approval with intelligence.” I smiled again. “They’re not the same.”

Then I walked out.

The whole floor knew before I made it to my desk.

You could feel it in agencies like ours, the way news moved without sound. Heads lifted for half a second and dropped again. Slack notifications probably lit up across the room. Somebody at creative pretended to be deeply fascinated by their Figma file. Two girls from paid social stopped talking when I passed. A junior strategist who used to laugh too hard at my jokes suddenly found his monitor riveting.

It would have been funny if it wasn’t pathetic.

I grabbed my bag, my charger, the expensive pen I’d stolen from a client event, and the framed postcard I kept mostly because I liked the font on it. I left the cheap branded notebook. Left the plant too. Let some operations girl decide whether it had enough symbolic value to save.

When I straightened, Tessa was standing by the end of the row of desks, watching me.

She had on one of her usual work uniforms: sleek black slacks, a ribbed knit top, gold hoops, and the expression of someone who had already guessed the end of a story before anyone else got to chapter three. Her dark blonde hair was clipped back. Her makeup was annoyingly perfect. She was one of those women who could look expensive under fluorescent office lighting, which I had always found both impressive and offensive.

“Well,” she said.

“Well,” I echoed.

She came closer, lowering her voice. “Did you at least manage not to call anyone a coward?”

“I implied it tastefully.”

That almost got a smile out of her.

“Jesus, Hanson.”

I slung my bag over my shoulder. “If you’re here to tell me I should have been more collaborative, save it.”

“I was going to say you should have been less insane.”

“I was right.”

She crossed her arms. “You can be right and still unemployable.”

“That sounds like something a coward would say.”

“There it is.”

A laugh tried to break through her annoyance and didn’t quite make it. We stood there for a second in the strange hush that follows public disaster, with half the office pretending not to watch.

Then she said, quieter, “What are you going to do?”

I looked around the floor. The clean desks. The curated vibe. The soft tyranny of people who wanted bold work as long as it could be explained in gentle language afterward.

“Something better,” I said.

That sounded good enough in the moment.

She studied me like she was deciding whether to say the kind thing or the true thing. Naturally, she chose the true thing.

“You’re brilliant,” she said. “But you’re so addicted to winning that you don’t care what it costs.”

I gave her a flat look. “That is the most agency sentence anyone has ever spoken.”

“And you’re proving my point.”

I started walking. “Goodbye, Tessa.”

“Hanson.”

I stopped because her tone had changed.

When I looked back, she didn’t look smug anymore. Just tired.

“You need to figure out the difference between being bold and being out of control.”

I held her gaze for a second too long.

Then I smiled like I didn’t care.

“People say that when they can’t keep up.”

I left before she could answer.

Outside, the air hit me warm and bright and offensively normal.

Los Angeles did not care if your life had just cracked open. The palm trees still stood there doing their lazy little movie. The traffic still crawled. A delivery bike nearly clipped a woman in white linen. Somewhere across the street, two influencers were filming something with iced matcha and matching tennis skirts like the world had never contained humiliation.

I stood on the sidewalk with my boxless walk of shame and felt my phone vibrate.

No message from Celia. No last-minute reversal. No client apology delivered in cash.

Just a banking app notification and a promotional email about elevated basics.

I laughed out loud.

Then I started walking with no real destination in mind, the way people did in movies right before they made ruinous decisions. My anger had that clean, hard shape it always had in the first hour after an insult. Not sadness. Not fear. Just this cold, electric certainty that everybody else was stupider than me and eventually reality would prove it.

That was the dangerous phase. The one I usually enjoyed most.

By the time I got home, the anger had started mutating.

My apartment in West Hollywood wasn’t huge, but it photographed well, which mattered more. Good light. Neutral furniture. One absurdly expensive bar cart I had bought after a bonus check because I liked the way it made the room feel curated. I dropped my bag on the floor, kicked off my shoes, and opened the whiskey before I even took off my jacket.

First glass, I was still replaying the meeting.

Second glass, I was replaying my own lines and improving them.

By the third, I was lying sideways on the couch with one leg hanging off, my tie gone, the city lights blurring beyond the window while my phone lit my face from below like a campfire for the damned.

I should have been updating my résumé. Calling a recruiter. Messaging a founder I’d once impressed at a panel. Something adult and strategic.

Instead, I opened the apps.

Instagram first, then Threads, then X, then a creator platform rabbit hole I had fallen into before only casually, the way normal people window-shopped penthouses they’d never buy. But tonight I wasn’t looking casually. Tonight I was looking like a predator.

Girls everywhere. Or what passed for girls now.

Subscription models. Softcore creator accounts. Luxe thirst traps. AI-enhanced faces. Virtual girlfriends. Synthetic blondes with impossible skin and captions designed to sound spontaneous while hitting every emotional conversion trigger like piano keys.

I started recognizing the pattern almost immediately.

Not the sex. That was the bait. Easy. Replaceable.

The branding was what mattered.

The best-performing girls weren’t just hot. They were coherent.

A tone. A promise. A fantasy lane held with discipline. Their color palettes matched. Their captions carried the same emotional texture. Their posting cadence trained expectation. Their replies created intimacy without obligation. Even the fake candidness was strategically calibrated.

One redhead with a shy smile and church-girl styling was probably making ten grand a month off the illusion that she was innocent but curious. Another account leaned hard into spoiled little rich girl energy with champagne flutes, silk robes, and bratty captions that practically printed money from humiliated finance bros. A third was barely believable as human at all, all luminous skin and mathematically arranged cleavage, but her comments were full of men begging for custom clips and calling her perfect like they were kneeling at an altar.

I clicked through profile after profile, studying their headers, their bios, their funnel links, their pinned posts, their pricing structures.

My irritation began sharpening into interest.

Then into admiration.

Then into something meaner.

Because most of them were doing it badly.

Not badly enough to fail. Worse. Badly enough to succeed with sloppy technique.

Weak bios. Inconsistent voice. Generic teaser language. No segmentation. No real hierarchy of desire. They were leaving money on the table everywhere and still getting rewarded because lonely men had the impulse control of wet tissue paper.

I sat up slowly on the couch.

Opened another app.

Then another.

Found the AI girls.

That was where it got really interesting.

Some of them admitted it openly, but only after the visual hook had already done its job. Others played vague. Digitally enhanced. Artistic persona. Virtual muse. Whatever euphemism kept the fantasy breathing long enough to convert. And the comments under them were insane. Half the men didn’t care. Half insisted they were real. The rest were horny enough to negotiate with obvious unreality if it gave them something pretty to believe in.

A creator named Evie Lune had a face so polished it was almost sterile, but her copy was excellent. Another, all brunette softness and sleepy bedroom eyes, was less visually perfect and much more dangerous because her whole brand was built around accessibility. Not goddess. Girlfriend.

That one stopped me.

I clicked into her page and studied it.

The photos were gorgeous, sure, but that wasn’t why she was winning. She felt specific. Warm. Slightly needy. Flirty in a way that let the subscriber imagine he was special for noticing the tiny sadness tucked inside the smile. It was parasocial engineering with lip gloss on.

I went through her feed post by post, checking patterns.

The answer assembled itself in my head almost offensively fast.

Archetype.

Visual consistency.

Emotional lane.

Controlled scarcity.

Escalation hooks.

Tiered access.

Fake intimacy with strategic friction.

Girlfriend fantasy optimized for retention.

It was campaign architecture.

Just with tits.

I laughed so suddenly I nearly spilled my drink.

“Are you kidding me?” I said to the empty room.

All day I had been told I didn’t understand ethics, process, trust, vision. Meanwhile the internet was printing money for people who understood the oldest truth in the world: attention was desire, and desire could always be routed.

I stood and started pacing with the phone in my hand.

My brain was alive now. Lit from the inside.

Not with grief. Not with panic.

With possibility.

I opened Notes.

Started typing.

Not names at first. Just positioning.

Brunette over blonde. More believable. More intimate. Not too polished. Soft expensive realism. American. Mid-twenties. Girl-next-door sensuality, not bombshell caricature.

Paywall voice: sweet, a little confessional, subtly addictive.
Free feed: warm, teasing, emotionally suggestive.

Visual palette: cream, blush, black, low-light skin glow.

Brand promise: she feels real enough to answer you back.

My fingers moved faster.

The whiskey had stopped making me soft and started making me brilliant, which was one of my favorite transitions.

I built audience slices in my head as naturally as breathing. Men who wanted sweetness. Men who wanted praise. Men who wanted just enough distance to keep chasing. Men who wanted to believe they had discovered a girl before everyone else did.

That was the key.

Discovery.

Not unattainable perfection. That was old. Oversaturated.

The winning fantasy now was access. The illusion that she could still become yours if you moved fast enough and paid close enough attention.

I stopped pacing.

Looked at myself in the dark reflection of the window.

Twenty-six. Good face. Lean build. Dark hair that fell right when I let it. A mouth people noticed. Eyes that could read much softer on camera if styled correctly. Not feminine, exactly.

But maybe not as far from it as most men were.

My pulse jumped once, hard and strange, and I ignored it.

This wasn’t about me.

This was about the build.

I sat back down and opened an AI image app. Then a second tab with creator references. Then analytics estimates. Then a domain search. Then another notes page where the framework was already becoming concrete under my hands.

The fake girl needed a name that sounded clean, all-American, just plain enough to feel real and memorable enough to stick.

Not invented. Not too glamorous. Not stripper obvious.

Something easy.

Something that sounded like she might have gone to public school and ruined your life by accident.

I stared at the blinking cursor.

Then typed:

Hannah Baker

The name hit all at once.

Simple. Familiar. Pretty in a way that didn’t need explaining. Close enough to mine to feel intuitive when I needed it to. Easy to speak. Easy to tag. Easy to remember.

I typed it again under a possible bio.

Hannah Baker—your favorite mistake *heart emoji*

I smiled.

Then I started building her for real.

By one in the morning I had her first visual direction. By two I had mood references. By three I had a rough content funnel, launch cadence, caption style, subscriber tiers, and a first-month growth strategy aggressive enough to make my old agency cry.

The whole time, the humiliation of the day drained out of me and became fuel.

They wanted brand values?

Fine.

I would build a brand of my own.

One that didn’t ask permission.

One that didn’t need client approval or committee language or anyone’s precious vision mission statement to justify itself.

Just desire.

Just attention.

Just results.

I looked down at the draft profile taking shape on my screen, at the brunette softness of the face I was beginning to refine, at the faintly open mouth, the sleepy eyes, the lighting designed to feel both intimate and aspirational.

She wasn’t even fully real yet and I could already see the path.

Teaser feed.

Soft launch.

Curated comments.

Synthetic scarcity.

Paid conversion.

Custom upsell.

Controlled escalation.

Total monetization.

A digital bombshell with perfect positioning.

And this time, if she made people furious while she made money, there would be nobody in a glass conference room to punish me for it.

I leaned back against the couch, phone in hand, the city glittering beyond the window like it was in on the joke.

Then I looked at Hannah’s half-formed face again and felt that electric certainty settle deep in my chest.

I was going to build her.

And I was going to make her impossible to ignore.


Chapter 2
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I TREATED HANNAH like a launch because that was what she was. Not a girl. Not yet. A product wrapped in a fantasy wrapped in a personality that had to feel accidental to the people buying it.

By ten the next morning, my hangover had curdled into focus. I stood in my kitchen in boxers and a black T-shirt, drinking iced coffee like it was medicine and staring at the whiteboard I’d dragged out from the hall closet. It was one of those cheap office boards with a dent in the frame and ghost marks from old notes that never fully erased. On it, in thick black marker, I had written her name at the top.

HANNAH BAKER

Underneath it, I had divided everything into categories.

LOOK
VOICE
FANTASY
FEED
PAYWALL
CONVERSION

It was obscene how quickly my mood improved once there was something worth building in front of me.

I spent the first hour on face architecture.

That was the real hook. Men always claimed they cared about bodies first, but unless they were porn-drunk beyond salvation, what got them emotionally invested was the face. The face was what let them project tenderness onto lust and call it connection. So Hannah’s face had to be beautiful, but not sterile. Pretty enough to stop a scroll, soft enough to inspire delusion.

I opened reference folders on my laptop and started sorting through images. Some were real girls from the creator economy. Some were old campaigns I’d worked on and understood structurally even if the product had been protein bars or skincare instead of synthetic desire. Some were AI renders I’d generated overnight and discarded because they looked too polished, too symmetrical, too dead in the eyes.

That was the problem with most artificial girls. They looked engineered by people who thought perfection was the same thing as seduction.

It wasn’t.

Perfection intimidated. Perfection flattened. Perfection turned a woman into an object too complete to need anything from you.

Want sold better.

Flaws sold better too, if they were the right kind.

I kept the brunette base. Definitely brunette. Dark glossy hair was warmer, more believable, and more intimate than blonde. Blonde could skew too high-maintenance, too obviously curated, too much like a fantasy meant for everybody. Brunette let me build specificity. A girl you thought you might have met once at a coffee shop in Silver Lake and regretted not talking to for six months after.

I softened the jaw. Gave her cheek fullness without overdoing it. Kept the nose refined but human. Full mouth, but not cartoonishly pouty. Eyes large enough to register emotion fast, with a sleepy tilt that could read sweet or suggestive depending on the caption. Skin luminous, but not in that weird lacquered AI way where every pore looked like it had been negotiated out of existence.

Then came the thing most of these idiots online never got right.

Restraint.

A black lace bra in every image would kill her. Obvious sexiness had diminishing returns. The best fantasies breathed because they made men work a little. Tank tops. Slouched sweaters slipping off one shoulder. A little cleavage glimpsed, not displayed. Tiny shorts with big socks. Fitted white tees. Bedroom light. Kitchen light. Car mirror light. The suggestion of a body more dangerous than what was shown.

She had to feel like a real girl taking hot pictures, not a hot picture factory pretending to be a girl.

By noon I had a face that made me pause every time I looked at it.

Not because she was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Because she felt coherent. Like she had always existed and I had just found the right lighting to reveal her.

I leaned back in my chair and studied her on the screen.

Dark hair falling in soft waves over one shoulder. Wide hazel-brown eyes with just enough shadow to imply mood. A mouth that looked a little kissed already. Delicate white tank. Gold chain at the throat. She wasn’t glamorous in a red-carpet way. She was the kind of pretty that made you think a confession might be possible if you paid enough attention.

“That’s it,” I said to the empty apartment.

Then I started building the rest of her.

Hannah’s voice came next.

Not literally. Not yet. Her language.

This was where most creator accounts lost me. They understood visuals but not emotional texture. They wrote captions like they were checking boxes: good morning babies, who wants to spoil me, feeling cute. Flat. Generic. Disposable. Nothing to catch on the skin.

Hannah needed a lane.

Not dumb. Not bratty. Not fake-innocent with too much baby-talk. She was softer than that. More dangerous than that too.

I opened a new document and started drafting phrases.

did you miss me?

you’re sweet when you pay attention

i shouldn’t post this one but…

you make it hard to behave

i like when you notice little things

be nice to me and maybe i’ll be nicer back

A little flirtation. A little warmth. Slightly confessional. Never vulgar on the public feed unless escalation called for it. She wasn’t there to shock. She was there to invite. To make a man feel like he had been chosen out of a crowd by a girl who looked too pretty to need him and just lonely enough to want him anyway.

Girlfriend fantasy.

Not explicit porn star. Not untouchable influencer. Not full domme. Men didn’t want to pay the most for women who were merely hot. They paid the most for women who made them feel emotionally lucky.

I mapped out her archetype under the whiteboard headings.

Hannah Baker

Mid-twenties.

LA-adjacent but not flashy.

Sweet, a little teasing, a little shy.

Warm brunette beauty.

Feels real.

Feels answerable.

Feels just barely out of reach.

Niche: soft girlfriend sensuality with occasional heat spikes.

Free feed would be all implication. Paywall would deepen intimacy. DMs would do the real extraction.

I sketched the funnel with a marker.

Feed — visual hook, emotional tease
Story/short clips — movement, spontaneity illusion
Subscription wall — “a little more of me”
DM upsell — custom attention
Retention — recurring emotional payoff

Once I had the system, the rest felt almost insultingly easy.

I built her posting schedule like it was a media plan. Morning softness. Afternoon bait. Evening escalation. Late-night intimacy.

Mondays would lean sleepy and sweet. “No makeup, messy hair” energy. Tuesdays would flirt harder. Wednesdays would drop a tiny vulnerability line to stimulate protective spending. Thursdays could tease a private set behind the paywall. Friday nights were for motion, rhythm, a little dancing or body softness, enough to make the comments deranged. Weekends would mimic unpredictability while staying tightly controlled.

It should have felt ridiculous.

It didn’t.

It felt cleaner than most of the real work I had done in my career.

No client calling in with moral panic after reading one mean comment. No founder insisting the ad copy be “more premium” while refusing to define what that meant. No approval chains, no sentiment committees, no legal review strangling the blood out of every good instinct.

Just behavior.

Just attention and what it wanted next.

I uploaded her first batch of visuals by early afternoon and spent another hour distressing them into credibility. A little asymmetry. Slight texture in the skin. Variations in lighting temperature. The faintest suggestion of the same bedroom corner recurring in multiple shots. Men didn’t know why continuity mattered, but their nervous systems did. Repetition created reality.

By the time I started drafting the first public posts, I was grinning.

The bio came first.

hannah baker–soft thoughts, bad ideas

a little more of me where you know where to look

Short enough to feel instinctive. Flirty enough to imply content without screaming for it.

Then I pinned the opening trio.

First image: oversized cream sweater slipping off one shoulder, bare legs tucked under her on a bed, hair tumbling forward, mouth slightly parted like she’d been interrupted. Caption:

i almost didn’t post this one… be nice

Second image: black tank top, glossy lips, bathroom mirror crop. Caption:

i can never tell when you’re staring at my eyes or my mouth

Third: a short sensual clip, nothing too explicit, just a slow turn in tiny sleep shorts and a fitted white tee, the kind of motion that made men imagine softness and swear they had discovered a hidden treasure. Caption:

you behave better when i give you something to look at

I stared at the feed as a whole once it was up.

God, she was good.

Not because of any single post. Because she made sense.

I had built campaigns with less clarity for six-figure clients.

My phone buzzed with a message before I even finished setting up the paywall page.

Tessa.

Did you die or are you job hunting?

I looked at the screen, then at Hannah’s page, then back again.

Working on something better, I typed.

She responded almost immediately.

That sentence is never comforting coming from you

I smirked and put my phone face down.

She’d understand eventually.

Or she wouldn’t. That had stopped mattering around the same time I lost my company email.

By four o’clock, Hannah was fully operational.

I seeded her launch the way I used to seed conversation around product drops. A few burner accounts. A few strategically horny comments. A little manufactured discovery energy. I nudged traffic between platforms, let one teaser lead to another, made sure the visual language stayed consistent even when the poses changed. I used the right hashtags in the right ratios, enough to get found without looking desperate. I kept the launch small enough to feel organic and tuned the first hours like a sniper.

Then I hit post on a final teaser that would do the real conversion work.

A ten-second clip of Hannah in a pale gray camisole, leaning in toward the camera, smiling like she was about to tell a secret. No nudity. No explicitness. Just movement, breath, and one line across the screen in white text.

you get more of me if you ask nicely

Paywall link in bio.

I watched the first views climb.

Then the saves.

Then the comments.

Within twenty minutes, I knew.

This wasn’t going to be hard.

Men poured in exactly the way I’d predicted, like water following a slope I had already calculated.

Beautiful

is she real??

your smile omg

need you

that little top is dangerous

subbed so fast

you look unreal

I screenshotted nothing. I didn’t need to. My brain was already turning over the mechanics beneath the reaction.

The “is she real?” comments were interesting, but not dangerous yet. In fact, they helped. Ambiguity created friction and friction created engagement. As long as the doubt was paired with desire, it could be useful.

I kept posting.

A candid-looking kitchen shot with sunlight on her collarbone.

A blurred dancing clip from waist up.

A close crop of her mouth with a caption about behaving.

A story post hinting at “something extra tonight” for subscribers.

The subscription page started moving faster than I’d anticipated.

Not huge numbers at first. Better.

You didn’t want viral too early unless you had the infrastructure to catch it. You wanted velocity. Enough momentum to create social proof without forcing the fantasy into scrutiny before it was ready.

Five subscribers became twelve. Twelve became thirty. Thirty became fifty-eight before dinner.

I felt it low in my chest, that rising heat I got when a campaign was working exactly the way I knew it would and everyone else still thought it was luck.

This was what they had fired me over, essentially.

Not the Stanton campaign. The thing beneath it. My refusal to pretend that outcomes were mystical. My refusal to kneel to process when I could see the machine clearly enough to move it.

I ordered expensive sushi to celebrate and ate it over the kitchen counter while refreshing Hannah’s dashboard like a pervert. Tips started coming in, small at first, then larger as the emotional tone settled into people’s heads.

$10
$25
$50 with a message attached
$100 from a guy named Ethan who said, you have the prettiest face i’ve ever seen on here

I laughed with rice still in my mouth.

It wasn’t just the money. Though the money was delicious. It was the instant proof of concept. The way the world snapped into legibility once you offered it the correct fantasy.

By ten that night, I had made more from Hannah than I would have made in two days at the agency.

Not life-changing money. Not yet.

But enough to feel insulting.

Enough to make my old salary suddenly seem bureaucratic and sad.

Enough that I poured myself champagne from the bottle I’d been saving for a reason I couldn’t remember and drank it standing barefoot in my living room while Hannah’s subscriber count ticked higher.

The messages were the best part.

Not because they were romantic. God, no. Most of them were variations on need wearing bad grammar. But inside that need was data, and data always made me feel calm.

You’re too perfect

Please tell me you’re real

Can I get a custom?

Do you reply here?

What do you sound like?

You feel different from the other girls

I want to spoil you

I think I’m obsessed already

Obsessed already.

Exactly.

I sat cross-legged on the couch and started segmenting.

Big tippers with praise kink energy.

Fast subscribers with protective language.

Suspicious ones who needed reassurance before they spent more.

Custom request men.

Repeat commenters.

Whales in larval form.

I drafted response templates, then softened them so they wouldn’t look templated.

you’re sweet

maybe if you stay good for me

i read more than people think i do

you noticed that? i like that

i’m a little shy here still

The replies had to feel handwritten without being labor-intensive. The whole point was to create the sensation of proximity while preserving scale. And God, I loved scale. Loved watching intimacy industrialize under good design.

I moved through the dashboard, the DMs, the feed, the scheduling app, the analytics tabs, all of it with the same effortless intoxication I used to feel in the middle of a launch war room when everyone else was panicking and I was suddenly the only person who could hear the signal inside the noise.

This was even better.

Because here, nobody was in my way.

Around midnight, I took a break and went into the bathroom to wash my face. I looked exhausted, dark-haired and sharp in the mirror, but my eyes were alive in a way they hadn’t been in weeks.

I braced both hands on the sink and laughed softly at myself.

“Look at you,” I said.

Twenty-four hours ago I had been fired. Publicly, humiliatingly, by people who would probably now rewrite my ideas into softer language and call it strategic restraint.

And now I had a fake brunette subscription girl making money while I stood shirtless in designer sweatpants talking to my reflection like I’d invented lust.

Maybe I had.

I splashed water on my face, dried off, and went back to work.

That was when the first real problem appeared.

Not in the money.

In the success.

I noticed it first in the comments under the latest clip, a soft dancing one I had posted to imply motion and body without forcing details.

She’s definitely ai lol

No real girl looks this perfect

If you’re real go live

need a voice note and then I’ll believe you

face card insane but is she fake?

show us your hands babe

I stared at the screen.

Then at the subscriber climb.

Then back at the comments.

This was natural. Predictable, even. In a way, it confirmed I’d tuned her correctly. She looked desirable enough to provoke disbelief, and disbelief, if handled right, could be flipped into deeper obsession. People liked being convinced.

Still, the requests were beginning earlier than I’d planned.

A few DMs came in with money attached.

$75 — send a quick voice clip saying my name?

$150 — do a little mirror video with your face and body in the same frame

$200 — go live for 5 mins and i’m yours for life

I leaned back slowly, the champagne turning thinner in my bloodstream.

The thing about lies was that success always accelerated their logistical demands.

I had known that in theory. Every good falsehood needed a runway. Systems. Prepared responses. Escalation paths. You could never just sell the surface. Eventually, customers wanted proof of continuity. Voice. Motion. Presence. Texture. The little glitches and imperfections that made a fantasy feel expensive enough to trust.

Hannah had moved from visual concept to active monetization too quickly.

Which was flattering.

And annoying.

I went to the mirror by the entryway on instinct, phone still in hand.

Stared at myself.

Dark hair. Fine mouth. Decent skin when I wasn’t sleeping badly. Lean enough frame. Good shoulders, maybe a little too broad depending on styling. Eyes that could read softer if the brows changed, if the camera was kind, if the angle obeyed me.

Not feminine.

But not hopeless.

I tilted my head once, studying bone and line.

Then I laughed at the thought before it could fully form.

“No,” I said aloud.

That was insane.

I looked back at the screen.

Another message had come in.

you’re the prettiest girl on the whole app but i need more proof you’re real baby

Proof.

The problem with creating a fantasy coherent enough to make money was that people started wanting to touch the architecture.

I returned to the couch and opened a new notes page, my mood sharpening from pleasure into planning.

Verification problem

	voice 

	hands 

	body continuity 

	live presence 

	candid realism 

	custom proof 



I tapped the pen against my lower lip and thought.

There were workarounds, obviously. More AI variation. Better editing. Outsourced clips. A hired body double. Filters. Selective camera language. Enough tricks existed online to keep a lie alive longer than common sense should allow.

But those methods all had the same weakness.

Dependency.

Rely on too many moving parts, and the illusion stopped belonging to you.

No. If Hannah was going to become what I could already feel she might become, the solution had to be scalable. Elegant. Under my control.

I looked at her feed again.

The brunette softness. The half-smiles. The emotional precision. The way she seemed to exist just one inch to the right of reality.

Then I looked down at my own hand holding the phone.

Long fingers. Clean nails. Not impossible hands, if groomed correctly.

A strange little pulse moved through me.

Not arousal.

Not fear either.

Something more dangerous.

Recognition, maybe. Or opportunity brushing against skin.

I thought about the comments asking for more. Thought about how easy it would be to solve some of it physically. Just enough to extend the runway. Just enough to give the fantasy some flesh where it needed it most.

A hand in frame.

A mouth close-up.

A lower-face clip under soft lighting.

A real body, selectively used.

Temporary. Strategic. Efficient.

I sat very still on the couch as the thought settled.

This was how it always happened with me, I realized. Not in a rush of chaos. In a narrowing. The moment the next move became visible and all the moral noise around it fell away because the result shone brighter than the objection.

Maybe that was what people like Tessa meant by out of control.

Maybe they were just using the wrong phrase for vision.

My dashboard refreshed again.

Another subscriber. Another tip. Another message from somebody already half in love with a girl who didn’t exist.

Not yet.

I glanced back toward the mirror.

Then back to Hannah.

The account had taken off. Faster than I’d expected. Fast enough that the lie was already demanding a body.

And for the first time since I’d started building her, I let myself consider the possibility that the easiest way to keep Hannah real…

was for me to step into her myself.

I stared at the thought for a long moment, feeling that electric, reckless clarity settle over me again.

Then I opened a fresh note and typed three words at the top.

make her believable

And underneath that, before I could overthink it, I wrote the first line of a new plan.

Start small. Mouth first.


Chapter 3
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TWO WEEKS into Hannah, I had a problem most people would have called a blessing. She was doing too well. The money had turned from funny into meaningful faster than I had planned.

Subscribers kept coming. Tips kept landing. The page was building the exact kind of momentum I used to chase for clients who deserved it less than I did. Every day the numbers sharpened. Every day the fantasy deepened. And every day, underneath all the praise and obsession, the same pressure kept pressing harder.

Proof.

Not just more photos. Not more captions. Not more AI renders in better lighting.

Proof that Hannah was real.

I got it in comments.

if you’re real go live
voice note please baby
show us your hands
mirror vid and i’m yours
you’re too perfect to be fake and too perfect to be real

I got it in DMs with money attached.

Fifty dollars for a laugh.
Eighty for a hand picture with a coffee cup.
Two hundred for a ten-second mirror clip.
Three hundred for a voice note saying someone’s name.

At first, the attention had thrilled me because it proved I was right. Hannah’s branding worked. Her face, her emotional tone, her positioning, all of it had landed exactly where I wanted it to. But the better she performed, the faster the lie demanded infrastructure.

Continuity.

Texture.

Body.

A digital fantasy could get subscribers. A convincing woman kept them.

By the middle of the second week, I was spending almost as much time dodging requests as I was feeding them. Every answer had to buy time without looking evasive.

i’m shy on here
maybe when i’m feeling brave
you’ll get more if you stay sweet
don’t rush me, pretty boy

It worked, but only for so long. Men were stupid in groups and surprisingly observant one-on-one. Once they got emotionally invested, they started wanting the tiny details that made a girl feel materially available. A voice crack. A hand in motion. A mirror glimpse with bad lighting. Something imperfect enough to trust.

I knew all of this because I would have designed the same pressure points myself if the roles were reversed.

That was the annoying part. I couldn’t even hate them properly.

I was standing in my bathroom in black boxer briefs, checking comments while brushing my teeth, when I caught my own reflection and stopped.

It was nothing dramatic. Just my face in bright morning light.

Dark hair falling badly because I needed a cut. Brows a little too strong. Mouth fine, but firmer than Hannah’s. Skin decent, though not as clean as I wanted under a camera that cruel. Light shadow along the lower face that looked subtle in person and more obvious on a phone screen.

Not ugly.

Not even close.

But not soft.

Not convincingly.

I spat toothpaste into the sink and stared a second longer.

There were ways to nudge a face before changing it.

That was what I told myself.

Nudge, not change.

Optimize, not transform.

I had already spent too much money late at night on “temporary” things. A brunette wig with a realistic hairline. Better shapewear. Hip pads. A silicone breast plate I deeply resented owning. Makeup I was still pretending I had bought for “camera experimentation.” The boxes sat in my spare room like evidence.

But none of that would matter if the visible parts of me stayed too male under scrutiny. The mouth. The brows. The skin. The beard shadow. Tiny things, maybe. Tiny things were what made people believe.

By eleven I was in an Uber to Beverly Hills with sunglasses on and my jaw locked.

The appointment had been sitting in my calendar for three days under the stupidly neutral label SC Consult. I had almost canceled it twice. Not because I thought it was wrong. Because I hated doing anything that might make me feel ridiculous, and there was a real chance this would.

Savannah Cross Aesthetics occupied one of those polished white buildings that looked like they had been built specifically for rich women to emerge from looking subtly more expensive than before. The lobby smelled faintly of citrus and something clinical underneath. Cream furniture. Pale wood. Backlit product shelves. A receptionist with impossibly smooth skin who said my name without flinching.

That annoyed me more than if she’d looked surprised.

I sat in the waiting area pretending not to look around while very much looking around.

A woman in Pilates clothes with cheek filler and a tragic manicure.

A man around fifty pretending he was there for skincare and not vanity.

A girl younger than me in oversized sunglasses holding an ice pack to her lips like a badge of honor.

I checked Hannah’s page again.

A new subscriber had sent one hundred and fifty dollars with a message that read:

those lips can’t be real

I locked my phone.

Of course.

The irony was almost vulgar.

The door opened, and Savannah Cross came out in a fitted cream set with glossy hair, perfect skin, and the kind of face that told you she had never once had to introduce herself twice in any room. She looked expensive in a way that made most people around her look under-edited.

“Hanson?” she said.

I stood.

She gave me a quick, efficient look—clinical, not social—and smiled just enough to move the interaction along. “Come with me.”

The consultation room was bright enough to punish dishonesty. White walls, a treatment chair, a mirror, steel trays, a cart with syringes and gauze and little capped needles that made my stomach tighten despite myself.

Savannah sat on a stool and pulled up my intake. “So. What are we refining today?”

The way she said it made the whole thing sound like we were adjusting typography.

I folded my arms. “I’m on camera more lately.”

“Mm-hm.”

“I want to look less… hard.”

Her eyes flicked over my face, not cruelly, just accurately. “Softer.”

“On camera,” I repeated.

“That too.”

I hated how quickly she got it.

She moved closer and angled my face toward the light with practiced fingers. “You already have strong structure. That part isn’t the issue. It’s mostly about signal. Your brows are straight and a little heavy, which keeps your eye area stronger. Your upper lip could use more shape if you want your mouth to read softer. And you’ve got a bit of beard shadow that can look harsher under bright lighting or video compression.”

Hearing it said out loud felt exposing in a way I had not expected. I was used to analyzing faces when they belonged to campaigns or concepts. Hearing mine broken into strategic weaknesses made me feel abruptly, stupidly vulnerable.

“What would you do?” I asked.

Savannah smiled slightly, professional and polished. “Depends how far you want to go. For today? Small things. Lip filler. Brow shaping. A skincare plan. We can discuss laser for facial hair, but that’s a process, not an instant solution.”

“A process,” I repeated.

“Yes.” She held my gaze. “Most good things are.”

I almost laughed at the accidental philosophy of that.

She handed me a mirror and pointed as she spoke. “A little volume here would soften the mouth. Not dramatically. You don’t need drama. Just shape. Brows cleaned and slightly lifted would open your eyes. Skin can be improved with consistency. Laser will reduce shadow over time, but you won’t walk out hairless today.”

There was something reassuring in that last sentence. Some ugly part of me had wanted a magic shortcut, and hearing one denied made the whole thing feel more real.

“Let’s do the lips,” I said.

Savannah nodded like she had known I would.

The consent forms were longer than I wanted. Risks, swelling, bruising, asymmetry, tenderness, migration, aftercare. I skimmed too fast and then went back because the thought of signing my name under a procedure I had barely read suddenly made me feel like exactly the type of idiot I mocked online.

Then she numbed me.

The numbing cream itself was humiliatingly intimate. Savannah gloved up, leaned in, and spread it over my mouth with casual precision while I sat in the chair trying not to feel like I had wandered into a version of femininity I had not fully negotiated with. My lips tingled, then burned lightly, then went thick and strange.

“You’re tense,” she said.

“I don’t enjoy being stabbed in the face.”

“You’d be shocked how many people say that and come back every month.”

I gave her a dry look. “Comforting.”

When the actual injections started, I understood very quickly why recovery pictures always looked melodramatic. Even with numbing, there was pressure. Pinching. That awful internal pushing feeling where you could sense product entering tissue that had not previously contained it. My eyes watered reflexively.

“Stay still,” Savannah murmured.

“I am still.”

“You’re glaring.”

“That’s my baseline.”

She smiled faintly and kept working.

The needle went in along the border first, then the body of the lip. Tiny entry points, each one sharper than I wanted it to be. My hands gripped the sides of the chair. I hated that. Hated needing to brace. Hated the involuntary wetness in my eyes that made me look emotional instead of simply annoyed.

“There,” she said finally. “Almost done.”

The last pass hurt the most because my lips were already tender by then. When she finished, she pressed gauze lightly to one side and handed me the mirror.

For a second I could only see swelling.

Then I looked properly.

My mouth was fuller, yes, but not cartoonish. More shaped. More defined. The upper lip no longer disappeared when my face relaxed. My lips looked softer at rest, more expressive even when I wasn’t doing anything. More vulnerable, which I disliked and liked at the exact same time.

“Oh,” I said.

Savannah sat back. “That’s the correct reaction.”

I couldn’t stop staring.

It was not a feminine face suddenly appearing in the mirror. Nothing so dramatic. It was worse, somehow. Better. The change was subtle enough that I could imagine this version of me had always been there waiting under some harder, more careless draft.

Then the tenderness hit.

Not agony. But enough. A hot, throbbing awareness spread across my mouth as the adrenaline wore down. When Savannah dabbed one corner again and showed me the tiny spot of blood on the gauze, something inside me gave a strange little twist.

“This will swell more before it settles,” she said. “Maybe bruise. Don’t judge it tonight.”

“Helpful, since I already am.”

“You’ll also want to baby it for a few days. No pressure on the lips, no making out, no straws, no intense exercise today, and don’t be shocked if you feel lumpy at first.”

“Lumpy,” I repeated.

“Temporarily.”

That word saved me.

Then came the brows. No needles there, just shaping, trimming, waxing. But somehow that part hit differently. Less physically painful, more emotionally exposing. Each strip she pulled away changed the expression around my eyes by tiny degrees. Opened them. Cleaned them. Reduced the heaviness that had always made me look a little skeptical even when I was not.

When she spun the chair toward the mirror again, I had the unpleasant experience of seeing myself look… prettier.

Not just better groomed. Prettier.

I looked away first.

Savannah noticed and pretended not to, which I appreciated more than I wanted to admit.

She walked me through skincare after that, then facial laser as a timeline rather than a miracle. Reduction over sessions. Tenderness. Patchiness. Patience.

“We can do a test patch today,” she said. “Or schedule your first full session later.”

“Today,” I said, because if I left too many things for later I knew I might start acting like a man with options.

The laser patch smelled faintly like burnt hair and hurt more than the filler in a completely different way. Quick hot zaps that made my shoulders tense and my eyes narrow. Not unbearable. Just sharp enough to make the idea of a full treatment feel real.

By the time I checked out, my mouth felt swollen and unfamiliar, my skin was mildly irritated, and I had a glossy little bag of products and aftercare instructions that made the whole thing feel less like a whim and more like an opening move.

The worst part was the drive home.

Not because of pain.

Because I could not stop opening the front camera.

Every few minutes I checked. Tilted my head. Examined the swelling. Watched the outline of my mouth look fuller and more bruisable and somehow more kissed. I had to physically force myself to stop because the obsessive repetition was starting to feel insane.

Back home, I avoided the spare room for almost an hour.

I put the products away. Drank water from a glass because straws were banned. Ate spoonfuls of yogurt like an invalid. Checked Hannah’s page. Answered messages. Let myself get irritated at subscribers to avoid thinking too hard about my own face.

By evening, my lips had swollen more, just as Savannah promised. One side looked slightly fuller than the other. There was the faint beginning of a bruise near the border. The tenderness had gone from abstract to insistent. Every accidental press of my mouth against a spoon reminded me of what I had done.

I stood in the bathroom staring at myself long enough that the room went emotionally strange.

I had not become Hannah.

But I had moved toward her.

That was different.

And unlike all the AI work, unlike every carefully manipulated image and optimized caption, this was not reversible by deleting a file. My body had entered the project now, however lightly.

I touched the edge of my lower lip and winced.

“Temporary,” I whispered.

The next three days were stupidly consuming.

Healing was not glamorous. It was ice packs wrapped in clean cloth. It was checking the swelling first thing in the morning before I even checked Hannah’s revenue. It was trying not to sleep face-down. It was discovering that your own mouth could feel both foreign and hyper-present at the same time. It was staring too long in mirrors and pretending you were only observing, not longing.

The bruise bloomed faintly on day two. Yellow-violet at one edge, easy enough to conceal if I wanted, but I didn’t use makeup on it yet. I wanted to watch the process honestly, or as honestly as I ever watched anything involving myself.

I kept thinking I would get over the novelty.

I didn’t.

Every day the swelling reduced a little more, and as it settled, I liked the result more. My mouth didn’t just look fuller. It looked softer at rest. Less tight. Less aggressive. There was a tiny shift in my whole expression now, as if my face no longer defaulted to holding itself like an argument.

I understood suddenly why beauty work could become addictive.

Not because it turned you into someone else overnight.

Because it let you glimpse how little distance there might be between your current face and the one you secretly preferred.

By the fourth day, I was ready.

Not emotionally, maybe. But strategically.

I carried the boxes into my bedroom like I was setting up for a crime.

Wig.
Makeup.
Breast plate.
Hip pads.
Shapewear.
Tucking underwear.

The process was ugly before it was beautiful.

That felt important.

The first attempt at tucking made me furious. The shapewear rolled in all the wrong places. The breast plate stuck awkwardly against my skin until I figured out the angle and compression. The wig sat too low, then too high, then finally right. My foundation mismatched my neck the first time. My contour looked absurd. I wiped it all off and started again.

By the time I got the makeup working with the brows and the new mouth, I was sweating lightly and swearing at myself under my breath.

But then the frame began to cooperate.

The lip filler mattered immediately. Lip liner and gloss sat better. My mouth looked naturally fuller on camera instead of drawn on. The cleaner brows opened my eyes. The careful base softened the beard area enough that under warm light and a decent angle, the illusion stopped fighting itself.

I added the wig.

Then the breast plate under a fitted cream top.

Then the hip pads under tiny black shorts.

Then I adjusted the ring light lower and warmer, because too much brightness revealed construction and warm shadow forgave everything.

When I finally looked in the full-length mirror, I did not go still because I looked perfect.

I went still because I didn’t look ridiculous.

That had been my private threshold all along.

Not perfection. Plausibility.

I stepped closer.

The body from the neck down was artificial in ways I could feel acutely. The breast plate was heavier than I wanted. The tuck was tolerable, not comfortable. My hips moved differently because they were built, not grown. But in the mirror, from the right distance, with the right styling, the suggestion of Hannah existed.

Then I raised my phone and looked at the screen.

That was when everything changed.

The camera collapsed the seams. The softness in the mouth, the shadow around the collarbone, the hair framing my face, the top curving over bought softness, the slight turn of my body—it all read better in motion than in stillness. Better with selective framing. Better with breath.

I shot three bad clips first.

Then one decent one.

Then the first good one.

A mirror video. Cream top. Dark hair over one shoulder. Phone high enough to hide the most dangerous lines. My free hand sliding slowly up my hip. At the end, I lowered the camera just enough to catch the suggestion of breasts and a narrower waist before tilting my face toward the light.

My new mouth looked incredible.

That jolted me more than anything else.

Not because it was feminine in some perfect way. Because it looked believable. Kissable. Like it belonged to a girl who would tease you, smile, and then ask for more money without breaking eye contact.

I watched the clip back twice.

Then six times.

On the seventh, I felt that sharp internal click I always felt when something crossed from experiment into weapon.

I posted it to Hannah’s page with the caption:

you wanted more of me… so here

Then I sat on the edge of my bed, half in costume, half in disbelief, and watched the response hit.

Comments stacked almost too fast to read.

she’s REAL
holy fuck
best post yet
that mouth…
i knew it i knew it
you look so soft baby
i need more
please go live
obsessed

Tips flooded in behind them.

Twenty. Fifty. A hundred. Two hundred. One man sent three hundred dollars and a message that read:

you’re the prettiest girl on this whole app

The clip outperformed everything else I had posted.

Not by a little.

By enough to erase the remaining doubt.

AI had attracted attention. My body, selectively deployed, made them believe.

I opened the clip again and watched Hannah move in the mirror, watched the warmth of the light blur the architecture into something almost seamless, watched the lip filler catch shine at exactly the right moment, watched the body read better because it was not perfect.

A little awkwardness.

A little human softness.

Tiny imperfections.

Texture.

Reality, or enough of it.

I looked up from the phone to the mirror across the room, where I was still standing in pieces of Hannah—wig, makeup, artificial curves, careful pose—and felt the truth land with unnerving force.

Using my own body for her was not just possible.

It worked better.

Better than pure AI. Better than stock tricks. Better than any workaround that kept me outside the fantasy.

Because I understood the camera.
Because I understood desire.
Because, now, I could feed both at once.

I crossed slowly back to the mirror and touched my lower lip again, gentler this time. Still tender. Still a little new. Still evidence.

The fix had hurt.

It had bruised.
It had swelled.
It had made me heal around a choice instead of just think about one.

And because of that, maybe, it had weight.

I smiled at my reflection, at Hannah, at myself, at the dangerous overlap forming between the two.

Then I opened Notes and typed:

What worked:

	healed mouth 

	brow softness 

	warm light 

	real body movement 

	controlled crop 

	slight imperfection 



Underneath that, after a long pause, I wrote:

Using me is better.

That sentence should have frightened me more than it did.

Instead, it made me feel powerful.

And somewhere underneath the power, somewhere under the relief of a problem solved, another quieter truth flickered once and would not fully go out.

She didn’t just look convincing.

She felt good.


Chapter 4
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A MONTH AFTER my first filler appointment, Hannah had become the most profitable mistake of my life. She had crossed from side hustle to infrastructure without asking permission from my conscience.

The money was no longer cute. It was rent, debt, upgrades, better lighting, better wigs, more laser sessions, discreet beauty expenses, and the kind of daily proof that made every old office job I’d ever had feel faintly insulting. Men paid to believe in her, and I had become very, very good at helping them.

But Hannah’s success had started developing a problem I could not solve with filler, wigs, and strategic cropping alone.

She needed continuity.

Not just more content. More body. More passing. More realism under motion, bad angles, limited lives, private requests, and the occasional fan who wanted proof she existed outside the exact dimensions of a carefully engineered clip. I had become excellent at staying just ahead of the scrutiny, but that only worked if I kept evolving faster than the doubts did.

The mouth had helped more than I wanted to admit. So had laser. So had brow shaping, skincare, the miserable learning curve of makeup, and the slow improvement in how I carried Hannah’s body on camera. My face had softened by degrees. My beard shadow had become less of a problem. The more I learned how to tuck, pad, pose, and ration myself visually, the more money Hannah made.

And still, there were limits.

The breast plate was useful, but it was also hot, awkward, and wrong in movement if the angle went too wide or the fabric clung in the wrong place. Hip pads worked until they didn’t. Tucking could carry a short shoot but made me hate stairs and time itself. Livestreams were still controlled, still brief, still risky. Verification demands kept escalating.

And the money kept making those demands harder to ignore.

One Friday night, after a livestream so successful I had to sit down after ending it, I stood in my bedroom peeling off the breast plate with the same exhausted irritation people probably reserved for corsets and false identities. My skin underneath was damp. My shoulders ached. My mouth still held the faint new softness of filler maintenance. My wig sat on its stand across the room like it knew too much.

I checked Hannah’s earnings again.

Then I checked them a second time.

Then I opened Notes and typed, because that was what I did when the next phase of a problem began revealing itself.

Sustainable upgrades

	chest 

	hips 

	body continuity 

	movement 

	live tolerance 

	less dependence on prosthetics 



My pulse quickened while I looked at the list.

Not because the idea was new. Because it had become financially rational.

That was the most dangerous category of all.

The next week, during a follow-up with Savannah for filler maintenance and laser, I brought it up as casually as I could manage, which meant not casually at all.

She was checking the symmetry of my mouth in the bright treatment-room mirror when I said, “At what point do people graduate from temporary things?”

Savannah’s hands stilled for half a second.

“Graduate,” she repeated, amused. “That’s one word for it.”

“I mean structurally,” I said. “Not theatrically.”

Her gaze met mine in the mirror.

“Are we talking body?”

I crossed my arms. “Maybe.”

She capped the pen in her hand and leaned back on the stool. “You’ve reached the point where styling is doing a lot of labor for you. Which is fine. Styling is powerful. But yes, if you’re asking whether there are more durable ways to change proportion, obviously there are.”

I hated the calmness with which beauty people said life-altering things.

“What would you recommend?”

“That depends on whether this is for occasional presentation, lifestyle consistency, or something deeper.”

I looked away first.

Savannah watched me a beat too long, then, blessedly, let me keep my dignity.

“If you’re serious,” she said, “I know someone.”

I laughed once, dry. “You say that like I’m asking for a florist.”

“In Beverly Hills, it’s basically the same tone.” She smiled. “Dr. Jackson Park.”

I knew the name.

Not personally. Socially. Ambiently. The way you knew the names of men who operated at the expensive edge of a city like Los Angeles. His clinic had done enough celebrity work to generate rumors and not enough public mess to become vulgar. Actress noses. Model breasts. Facial refinements no one admitted to and everyone noticed. The kind of surgeon whose actual product was not surgery but discretion.

“He does that kind of work?” I asked carefully.

“He does body, face, revision, reconstruction, nuanced feminization, subtle masculinization, all of it. He’s selective. He won’t flatter you. He won’t oversell. He also won’t let you play dumb in his office.”

Something in the way she said that made me suspicious.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means,” Savannah said pleasantly, “that if you go in there with a fake story, he’ll know.”

I looked at her.

She looked back.

It annoyed me enormously that she was right.

Still, she texted the referral before I left. And three days later, I was sitting in a black car heading toward Park Aesthetic Surgery in a silk-blend blouse hidden under a tailored jacket, my phone full of Hannah’s revenue graphs and my mind full of arguments I intended to win.

The building itself was exactly what I should have expected.

Quiet wealth. Glass, stone, pale wood, fresh orchids, no unnecessary branding. Not a clinic that screamed transformation. A clinic that whispered taste. The waiting room was calmer than Savannah’s, more severe. Fewer products on display. Better art. A receptionist who looked like she could have been a concert pianist if she had chosen a less elegant form of domination.

“Hanson Baker?” she said.

I stood.

“Dr. Park will see you now.”

The consultation room was larger than Savannah’s and somehow less forgiving. There was a sculptural quality to everything in it—chair, desk, shelves, lighting, even the muted gray walls. It looked like a place where expensive decisions happened slowly and then all at once.

I was still taking it in when the door opened and Jackson Park walked in.

For one irritating, destabilizing second, my brain forgot the script.

He was taller than I expected. Late thirties, Korean, maybe exactly what Savannah had said, but carrying his age in that expensive male way where discipline sharpened everything instead of softening it.

Dark hair, neatly kept but not precious. Strong, elegant face. Controlled mouth. Beautiful hands. He wore navy scrubs under a white coat, which should not have been attractive and somehow was.

His expression was composed without being cold, focused without being eager. No performance. No salesmanship.

He looked like a man who had never needed to convince anyone of anything twice.

“Hanson,” he said, stepping forward and offering his hand.

His voice was lower than I expected.

I shook it.

Big mistake.

His grip was dry, warm, and brief. Not intimate. Not lingering. Just enough physical contact to tell me exactly how aware of my own body I was in that room.

“Dr. Park.”

“Jackson is fine,” he said. “Have a seat.”

No one had mentioned he was this handsome.

Or maybe they had and I had discounted it as Los Angeles inflation, the local habit of calling any symmetrical person devastating. This was worse. This was the kind of face that had restraint built into it. The kind that made you want to misbehave just to see if the expression changed.

I sat.

He took the chair across from me, opened my chart, and glanced through the referral notes.

“Savannah says you’ve done lip and face fillers, laser, and general softening,” he said. “And that you’re here to discuss body work.”

“Maybe,” I said.

The corner of his mouth moved, not quite a smile. “Good. I prefer hesitation to certainty.”

I leaned back. “That seems inefficient.”

He looked up from the chart then, directly at me, and I felt the first clean strike of being seen too precisely.

“Not in my field,” he said.

I crossed one leg over the other. “I’m on camera more these days. There are some proportional things I’ve been thinking about.”

“What kind of camera work?”

I had expected that question. I still disliked it.

“Digital content.”

“That’s broad.”

I smiled thinly. “The internet usually is.”

He let the silence sit.

God, I hated that. People who knew how to use silence professionally were almost always insufferable.

“It’s subscription content,” I said finally. “Persona-based. Aesthetic.”

“Persona-based,” he repeated, making no move to rescue me from how vague that sounded. “And the surgery would be for the persona?”

I shrugged. “For presentation.”

“For income?”

“Among other things.”

“Which are?”

I looked at him and did not answer.

Jackson set the chart down.

“What do you think you want?” he asked.

This, at least, I could answer.

“Breasts,” I said. “Big enough to matter.”

One dark eyebrow lifted slightly.

“How big is ‘big enough to matter’?”

“Big enough that I don’t have to keep engineering the illusion every time I go on camera.”

“That’s not a size.”

“It’s a use case.”

That got the faintest trace of amusement out of him. Then it vanished.

“What do you actually want them to look like?”

I hesitated. Which was stupid. I had built Hannah’s body in my head a hundred times by then.

“Full,” I said. “Soft. Feminine. Obvious, but not vulgar. Real enough to hold movement.”

Jackson studied me for a moment that felt longer than it should have.

“Those are several different requests,” he said. “Some of them compatible. Some of them less so.”

I forced a careless tone. “I assumed that’s where your brilliance comes in.”

He ignored that completely.

“Are you looking for something that reads well on camera, something you can live with comfortably in real life, or something that changes how you experience yourself physically?”

The irritation that flared in me was immediate.

“I’m not here for a therapy intake.”

“No,” he said calmly. “You’re here asking for surgery. Motivation matters.”

“I already told you. It’s for content.”

“I know that’s what you told me.”

The room felt very quiet all of a sudden.

I should have doubled down. I should have turned on the charm, sold him a cleaner version of the lie, kept the conversation technical. Instead I found myself staring at him with the unpleasant awareness that he was not going to let me perform competence past him.

He leaned back slightly.

“Take me through your timeline,” he said. “What you’ve done so far. What changed. What’s working, what isn’t.”

So I did.

Not everything. Not the whole truth of Hannah. But enough. The filler. The laser. The styling. The prosthetics. The increasing pressure for verification and more realism. The income growth. The livestream limitations. The problem of continuity. The fact that prosthetic breasts looked fine in stills and betrayed me in motion if anything shifted.

Jackson listened without interrupting. No sympathetic nodding. No visible judgment. Just attention.

When I finished, he asked, “And if the income disappeared tomorrow?”

I gave him a flat look. “It won’t.”

“That wasn’t the question.”

I looked away. “Then I’d still have spent a lot of time and money refining a body for a reason that no longer existed.”

“Would that bother you?”

The answer came too fast in my head and nowhere near fast enough out loud.

I don’t know.

I hated that.

“I’d adapt,” I said instead.

Jackson watched me another beat. “All right.”

He stood.

“Stand up for me.”

That short sentence did something strange to my pulse.

I stood.

He moved closer, professionalism intact, eyes on structure and line rather than on me as a man or as anything else. Still, the room felt tighter with him in my space.

“I’m going to examine proportions,” he said. “Jacket off.”

I slipped it off and laid it over the chair.

“Shirt too.”

I hesitated exactly long enough to embarrass myself.

Then I unbuttoned it and shrugged it off, leaving myself in the fitted black compression top I wore under things when I wanted my torso controlled. The look he gave it was unreadable.

“Take that off as well.”

I did.

Standing half-undressed in front of a surgeon should have felt purely clinical.

It did not.

Not because he was doing anything inappropriate. Because I was aware, all at once and too completely, of the vulnerability of my own body under another man’s concentration. My chest was flat except for the mild softness I’d always resented in certain shirts and strategically appreciated in others. My waist was decent. My shoulders broader than ideal. My hips unmistakably not Hannah’s unless I built them.

Jackson stepped closer and regarded my torso like a sculptor assessing a block of stone.

“You’re lean,” he said. “Good skin. Not much native tissue here.”

Then he placed his hands lightly but firmly against my chest, one on each side, testing the skin and structure with professional pressure.

The sensation was brief and clinical.

My reaction was not.

Something hot and deeply inconvenient moved through me at the simple fact of a handsome older man touching my bare chest with calm authority while discussing what it lacked.

“You don’t have much of a pocket,” he said. “That matters.”

I swallowed. “Meaning?”

“Meaning implants need somewhere to sit. Tissue, skin, structure, compliance. On you, proportion and placement would need more thought. Especially if you want noticeable volume without a result that looks aggressively surgical.”

He shifted slightly, fingertips tracing along the lower line of my chest and sternum, measuring with touch and eye.

I hated how still I became under his hands.

He stepped back, then around me.

“Turn.”

I did.

He assessed my waist, lower back, hips, glutes with the same unhurried attention. Then, with a gloved hand, he pressed at the upper curve of one side of my buttock and the side of my hip, checking tissue there too.

“You’re carrying very little volume here as well,” he said. “That’s part of why you have to manufacture silhouette.”

The pressure was clinical, not intimate.

Still, the awareness of it flared through me so fast it made me angry.

He moved to stand in front of me again.

“If what you want is believable feminine proportion,” he said, “you can’t think about chest in isolation. Breasts on the wrong frame don’t feminize. They confuse. You’d need a plan.”

I reached for sarcasm because it was the only stable surface in the room. “So tragic. I came hoping for random giant implants and chaos.”

His gaze held mine.

“You came hoping I’d bless an idea you’re still trying to frame as purely strategic.”

That landed hard enough that I had to look away.

Jackson stepped back then, finally giving me room.

“Get dressed,” he said.

I pulled the compression top back on too quickly, then the blouse, then the jacket, each layer helping me recover the illusion of control by degrees.

When I sat again, he was already writing notes.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

“That you’re not an immediate no,” he said.

Relief moved through me so fast it embarrassed me.

“But,” he continued, and there it was, “you’re also not a casual yes.”

I exhaled. “You really know how to charm a room.”

“I’m not trying to charm you.”

That was obvious.

And somehow that made him worse.

Jackson set the pen down. “If we proceed with anything, we proceed with an actual plan. Proportion. Sequencing. Recovery. Realistic outcomes. No fantasy promises. No rushing because the internet got impatient.”

My mouth hardened before I could stop it. “You make it sound like I’m unstable.”

“I think,” he said evenly, “that you’re intelligent, highly motivated, and accustomed to treating your own instincts as self-justifying. That combination can get expensive in my field.”

I stared at him.

Then, against all reason, laughed.

Not because it was funny. Because it was devastatingly accurate.

He watched me laugh without smiling.

“You should think carefully,” he said. “About what you want changed, what you want solved, and whether the body you’re asking me to alter is only a prop to you.”

The room went still again.

I managed coolness on the second try. “And if it isn’t?”

“Then that matters even more.”

I left with no procedure booked, which should have infuriated me.

Instead I walked back through the clinic carrying a folder of preliminary information and feeling like something essential had been unsettled inside me. Outside, the sun was too bright. My car was not there yet. Beverly Hills continued being offensively expensive in every direction.

I stood on the sidewalk replaying the consultation.

His questions.

His restraint.

The way he had touched my body with absolute clinical focus and somehow made me feel more exposed than any subscriber ever had.

The fact that he had not once tried to flatter me, which in Los Angeles practically counted as moral rigor.

The infuriating precision with which he had identified exactly what I was doing: trying to sell him on a “strategy” because saying I wanted something more physical, more personal, would have made it harder to manage.

And underneath all that, the thing I most did not want to examine:

I had liked being touched by him.

Not abstractly. Not as a vanity thing.

Specifically.

The pressure of his hands at my chest.

The assessing squeeze at my hip and butt.

The quiet authority in his voice when he said turn, stand, get dressed.

The realization moved through me like heat and humiliation braided together.

I pulled out my phone and opened Hannah’s dashboard just to force my thoughts somewhere numerical.

Subscribers up.

Tips strong.

Retention improving.

A customs queue I still needed to handle.

Usually numbers stabilized me. Today they slid off.

Because for the first time since Hannah began, the next phase of the project had a face attached to it.

Jackson Park.

Not a general category. Not “find surgeon.” Not “research options.” Him.

A man elegant enough to make control look erotic. A surgeon too smart to be lied to cleanly. A pair of beautiful hands I could still feel too vividly on my body.

I should have gone home and made a rational pros and cons list.

Instead I stood there in the sun and admitted one ugly thing to myself in stages.

I wanted him involved.

Medically, yes. Obviously. If I was going to make Hannah more sustainable, more real, more physically coherent, I wanted the best person possible doing the work.

But that was not the whole truth.

The whole truth was messier and more embarrassing.

I wanted his attention again.

His focus.

His hands on me with that same maddening mixture of restraint and authority.

The particular kind of seeing he had done in that room, where my excuses kept dissolving under the weight of his questions.

I refused to name that as desire.

I wasn’t ready to.

So instead I gave myself the version I could tolerate.

Professional preference.

Clinical trust.

Strategic alignment.

Lies, all of them. Polished ones.

My car pulled up to the curb. I got in, shut the door, and looked once more at the clinic through the tinted window before the driver pulled away.

Then I opened Notes and typed the only sentence that felt true enough to keep.

If I do this, I want Park.

I stared at it for a long moment.

Then, beneath it, before I could talk myself out of the honesty, I added:

Not just for the surgery.

That line sat on the screen like a lit fuse.

I locked my phone without deleting it.

And all the way home, I thought about his hands.


Chapter 5
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BY THE SECOND month, Hannah had stopped being a persona and started behaving like a business. That was the neatest way to phrase it. The least embarrassing. The version that made me sound sharp instead of obsessed.

A business had systems. A business had recurring revenue, retention patterns, content calendars, acquisition spikes, churn mitigation, upsell paths, audience segments, and customer behavior loops you could model if you stared at the dashboard long enough.

Hannah had all of that now. She also had men writing her messages that read like confessions mailed to a girl they had invented inside their own loneliness.

The numbers had become impossible to joke about.

Some mornings I woke up and checked her earnings before I checked the time. Some nights I lay in bed with my phone over my face watching subscriptions rise from a post I had uploaded an hour earlier, and the sensation was so close to vindication it made my teeth ache. I had built brands before, but none that responded this intimately, this quickly, to pressure applied in exactly the right place.

The problem was that Hannah was no longer allowed to be still.

A still feed could get a man curious. Motion made him loyal.

So I learned motion.

Not all at once. Not gracefully. But enough.

I learned that half the illusion lived in slowness. In the way a hand moved through hair, the way a shoulder rolled, the way a pause before a smile could suggest softness without proving very much. I learned how to hold the phone so the frame loved me more than the mirror did. I learned that warm filters forgave structure, that low lighting turned artificial curves believable, that a cream camisole softened everything and black fabric made men behave like the internet had just been invented.

Most dangerously, I learned voice.

Not fully. Not raw. But enough to weaponize suggestion.

The first time I did a filtered Hannah stream, my pulse was so high I thought I might faint before the countdown ended. I had the ring lights angled low, the camera slightly above eye level, the best brunette wig on, makeup softened, lips glossy, breast plate settled under a fitted pale top, hip pads in place, tucking secure and deeply hateful. The filter blurred just enough. The room behind me was curated into intimacy: rumpled cream bedding, a candle glowing in the corner, the edge of a silk robe visible like a promise.

I went live and watched men flood in.

Hannah’s face in motion did something to them the static content never quite managed. It collapsed the remaining distance. I kept the frame tight, my body mostly implied, one bare shoulder, the top edge of cleavage, dark hair falling over one eye. I smiled softly, glanced away at comments like I was shy, laughed once under my breath when someone tipped enough to trigger the little sound.

Then I spoke.

“Hi, baby.”

The voice was lower than Hannah’s in my head and breathier than my own, softened through angle, filter, and careful pitch. Not perfect. It didn’t need to be. Perfection would have broken the illusion. What mattered was warmth.

The comments exploded.

oh my god her voice
she’s real
say my name pls
pretty girl
i’m gonna lose my mind
holy shit

I smiled and let the silence stretch just enough to look coy instead of panicked.

“You’re sweet tonight,” I said, and the tips started coming faster.

It was almost vulgar how effective it was.

I kept the stream under seven minutes. That was the rule I had made for myself. Short enough to keep scrutiny low, long enough to leave them wanting. I tilted the phone strategically, gave them half a laugh, let my fingers graze my collarbone once, ended on a smile and a soft, “Good boys get more later,” then cut the feed before my nerve or the filter could slip.

The stream made more money than my first month at the agency.

Not gross. Net.

I sat back on the bed after ending it, sweating under the wig, ribs tight, heart kicking against my chest, and stared at the dashboard like it might start applauding.

It didn’t.

It didn’t have to. The money did that for it.

After that, going live became a calibrated act of self-endangerment that I scheduled three times a week.

I refined everything. Shorter openings. Better hook lines. Different energy for different nights. Some streams leaned sweet and sleepy, like Hannah had slipped online because she missed them. Others leaned teasing, more body, more movement, more of the bra line or the dip of my waist under a cropped hoodie. I built response ladders in my head as naturally as breathing: ignore that, reward this, linger here, say his name if he tips above this threshold, shut down if comments get too forensic.

And they still wanted more.

They always wanted more.

A little wider frame.

A little longer live.

More body in motion.

More proof that Hannah existed below the collarbone and beyond the exact square inches I allowed them.

The requests became more expensive and more specific.

you should do a standing live

let us see your whole outfit baby

walk for us

do a little dance with no filter

need more body

i want you real enough to meet

That last category had begun appearing often enough to make me angry.

Not because it was irrational. Because it was inevitable.

Success produced appetite. Appetite, if fed correctly, always started trying to reach beyond the screen.

I stood in front of my bedroom mirror after one particularly profitable stream and peeled the breast plate off slowly, hissing as the adhesive edge dragged against skin. The relief was immediate and humiliating. I dropped it onto the bed, stared at the red marks on my chest, then looked down at the pile of Hannah infrastructure around me: wig stand, hip pads, tucking underwear, shapewear, tape, makeup, charger banks, backup lights, a silk robe hanging from the closet door like it paid rent.

There were too many moving parts.

Too many places for the illusion to fail.

The list in my Notes app had gotten longer, sharper, more urgent.

sustainability

	better chest movement 

	better side profile 

	hips without padding 

	less heat / less setup 

	more real-time tolerance 

	more body confidence in frame 



I stared at it for a long minute.

Then I texted Jackson’s office.

He fit me in five days later.

The second consultation felt worse because I knew exactly what waited for me this time: his attention.

Park Aesthetic Surgery was just as immaculate as before. Same orchids. Same quiet money. Same receptionist with the voice of a woman who had never once rushed for anyone. I checked in under Hanson Baker and sat with my jacket folded over my lap, trying and failing not to replay the first consultation in my head.

His hands on my chest.

The calm squeeze at my hip.

The infuriating accuracy of his questions.

When the door opened and he appeared, I felt that same brief stupid lapse in my internal script.

“Hanson,” Jackson said.

He wore charcoal scrubs today. No coat. Somehow worse.

“Doctor.”

“Come in.”

His office felt less formal this time, perhaps only because I had already been exposed in it once.

He sat across from me and glanced at my updated chart. “Savannah notes maintenance filler, ongoing laser, no complications.”

“I’m nothing if not compliant when I’m paying by the syringe.”

Jackson looked up. “That sentence could mean several unfortunate things.”

I laughed despite myself.

He didn’t.

Or almost didn’t. There was something around his mouth. Not a smile. The memory of one.

“What’s changed?” he asked.

I set my phone on the desk and turned the screen toward him. Not Hannah’s page directly. Analytics. Revenue charts. Engagement curves. Retention graphs. The sort of data respectable men were allowed to examine without admitting what produced it.

“I’ve increased live content,” I said. “Short, controlled, filtered. Revenue jumped. Retention improved. So did tips. But so did pressure.”

Jackson studied the graphs without touching the phone.

“For more realism.”

“For more body,” I said. “More continuity. More ability to move without engineering every inch of it.”

He nodded once. “And what are you thinking?”

This time I had actual answers.

“I want options that are subtler than implants for now,” I said. “Something transitional. More chest, more hip shape, more softness. Enough to reduce the prosthetics dependency but not lock me into the most aggressive version of the plan.”

Jackson leaned back slightly.

“That’s smarter.”

The approval in those two words hit me more cleanly than the revenue spike from my best live.

I hated that.

He continued, “There are temporary and semi-temporary approaches. Hyaluronic-acid-based body fillers can add modest volume in selected areas. They’re not magic. They’re not cheap. They hurt. They swell. They require maintenance. And they’re absolutely not a replacement for proper surgical planning if what you eventually want is durable structural change.”

“Understood.”

“For chest,” he said, “you have limited native tissue. Filler can create more softness and contour in a bra or top, but we’d be working with suggestion, not transformation. Hips can take modest shaping too, depending on your tolerance and expectations.”

“Suggestion is fine,” I said. “Suggestion is half my income.”

Jackson’s gaze lifted to mine.

“That may be true,” he said, “but I’m not injecting you according to your audience’s imagination. I’m treating an actual body.”

There it was again. The specific way he refused to let me disappear behind strategy.

He stood. “Let’s assess.”

The exam this time felt less shocking and more dangerous for exactly that reason.

He knew my body now, or at least the broad map of it. Knew where I lacked softness. Knew where my frame could be persuaded and where it would argue back. I removed my jacket, shirt, compression layer under his calm instructions, then stood in the same bright room with my torso bare and my pulse misbehaving.

He examined my chest first.

“No major change in tissue,” he said, fingers pressing lightly along the upper chest and sides. “Skin’s in good condition. If we use filler here, it has to be conservative. Enough to round the contour under clothing, not enough to create a problem.”

His fingertips moved with efficient pressure, measuring, lifting, evaluating compliance and space. I held still and thought about literally anything else. Quarterly revenue. Campaign architecture. The flaws in most creator funnels. Not the fact that a handsome older surgeon was discussing whether my chest had enough give to support softness.

Then he stepped around me.

“Turn.”

I turned.

He assessed my waist, hips, glutes, and lower back with a more detailed eye than before. Then came the touch, hands firm at the side of one hip, pressing, comparing, gauging where filler would sit and where it would simply look like money had been wasted.

“You still don’t carry much volume here,” he said. “Which isn’t a moral failing, before you get defensive.”

“I wasn’t—”

“You were.”

I looked at him over my shoulder.

He did not look apologetic.

Then, briefly, he pressed both hands at the upper curve of my butt and side hip, checking projection and tissue density with the exact same calm he might have used to inspect masonry.

The sensation rushed through me hot and utterly inappropriate.

I went still.

Jackson stepped back immediately, professional, untouched by any of the nonsense happening in my bloodstream. “Get dressed.”

I did, slower than I wanted to.

When I sat down again, he had already made notes.

“I can do limited filler in the chest and hips,” he said. “It will hurt. You’ll bruise. You’ll swell. You will not go live the same night no matter how much the internet wants your body. You’ll rest. You’ll let it settle. And if you react badly, we reevaluate.”

“I’m not reckless.”

Jackson looked at me.

I exhaled. “Fine. I’m selectively reckless.”

“Better.”

“And you’ll do it?”

He held my gaze a second, then nodded once. “Within boundaries.”

The procedure happened the following Thursday, late enough in the day that the clinic had quieted by the time I was prepped.

I had underestimated the psychological effect of body filler because it sounded softer than surgery. Temporary. Injectable. A beauty procedure wearing medical language lightly enough to soothe vanity. I should have known better. Anything involving a marker on bare skin, consent forms longer than a short story, and trays of cannulas had no intention of remaining emotionally casual.

Jackson marked my chest first.

Small measured lines. Planned points. Controlled zones. He explained everything while he worked, which would have been comforting if I had not already been too aware of my own breathing.

“Conservative volume,” he said. “Upper and medial fullness to improve contour under clothing. This is not a substitute for augmentation.”

“I know.”

“You say that like you’re humoring me.”

“I say that like I’d rather not hear the words ‘not a substitute’ while lying topless under fluorescent lighting.”

“That’s very brave of you.”

His dry tone did not help.

The numbing helped more, though not completely. Pressure still registered. So did entry points. The first deep pass made my fingers curl against the edge of the table.

“Oh, fuck.”

Jackson’s gloved hand paused lightly at my shoulder. “Stay with me.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“I’m not the one paying for this.”

That nearly made me laugh, which was a mistake because the chest work already felt strange enough. Not sharp exactly. Pressure. Internal movement. The invasive, deeply uncanny sensation of fullness being placed where there had not been fullness before. Not unbearable. But intimate in a way I had not anticipated.

The hips were worse.

By the time he marked the side zones there, I had already exhausted most of my dignified stoicism on the chest. Lying partly turned while he worked, I felt each pass as a hot, dragging pressure that made my thighs tense and my jaw lock.

“Ow—Jesus.”

“Breathe,” Jackson said.

“I am breathing.”

“Badly.”

He was right, which was intolerable.

The second side hurt enough to bring moisture to my eyes. I turned my face away from him on instinct, furious at the physical honesty of my own body. He noticed, because of course he did.

“You’re all right,” he said quietly.

It should not have mattered that his voice changed for that sentence.

It did.

By the time he finished, my chest felt heavy and tender, my hips sore and newly aware of themselves, like they had become areas of my body with narrative attached. Jackson stepped back, removed his gloves, and let me stay still for a minute before asking me to sit up slowly.

I did.

The room shifted slightly.

“Dizzy?”

“Only spiritually.”

That got the smallest real smile I had seen from him yet, brief and lethal.

He helped me stand to assess symmetry, and there it was: change. Not dramatic. Not cartoonish. But enough. A new softness to the chest. More contour at the side of the hips. The kind of shift that would matter under a fitted top, in motion, under the right light, in the narrow visual corridor where Hannah made her fortune.

“You’ll swell more tonight,” he said. “And probably hate me tomorrow.”

“Only tomorrow?”

“We can revisit after the bruising.”

He ran through aftercare in practical detail. No intense activity. No compression in certain zones. Watch for heat, asymmetry, pain spikes. Rest. Hydrate. Keep the area clean. Do not perform for your subscribers because your ego likes money.

That last one was not technically what he said, but it was the gist.

By the time I was dressed again, the clinic had gone quiet in a different way.

I noticed it when we stepped into the outer hallway and the usual low current of voices and movement was gone. The front desk was dark. The lighting had shifted to evening mode. No assistants. No staff footsteps. Just the clean hush of a place closing around expensive secrets.

“All your people gone?” I asked.

“Mostly,” Jackson said. “I stayed to finish your case.”

Something in the phrase your case should have cooled me. Instead it warmed the wrong part of me.

He led me into his private consult office rather than back out through reception. There was a small sofa against one wall, a sideboard with bottled water, and a quieter sort of luxury than the front rooms. He nodded toward the sofa.

“Sit five minutes before you leave.”

“I’m not going to faint.”

“That’s not what I’m preventing.”

I sat anyway.

Everything hurt more now that I was no longer pretending it didn’t. My chest ached in a full, tender way, each small shift of posture reminding me something had been placed there deliberately. My hips throbbed at the outer curve. Not agony. But enough to make me careful.

Jackson returned with water and set it in front of me, then crouched slightly to inspect one of the dressing points near my upper chest where a spot of blood had ghosted through.

“Hold still.”

He cleaned it with absurd gentleness.

The contrast nearly undid me.

All afternoon he had been precise, dry, controlled. Now, with the clinic empty and the bright procedural edge gone, he was simply careful. One gloved hand steadying lightly near my shoulder, the other pressing gauze with the sort of tenderness I would have expected from no man and certainly not from one whose hands had hurt me on purpose forty minutes earlier.

“That sore?” he asked without looking up.

I could have lied.

“Yes.”

He nodded as though honesty pleased him.

“You’ll be worse tomorrow.”

“Your bedside manner is disgusting.”

“It’s accurate.”

His fingers adjusted the gauze, then moved lower, checking the edge of a mark near the upper chest again. The closeness of him, the quiet room, the after-pain humming through me, the fact that I had let him alter my body and was now sitting there wanting his approval more than relief from the ache of it—none of it felt medically simple anymore.

“You did well,” he said.

The words landed in me so cleanly I almost looked away.

Ridiculous. Completely ridiculous.

I had spent the last two months building an online empire from desire, metrics, and self-manufacture. Men sent Hannah money because they needed her to smile. And there I was, bruised and expensive and sitting on a surgeon’s sofa feeling my pulse jump because he said you did well in a quiet voice.

Jackson finally looked up then, close enough that I could see the faint fatigue at the corners of his eyes and the composure layered over it.

“You need to eat,” he said. “And go home. No camera tests tonight.”

I gave him a look. “You know me so well.”

“I know enough.”

That was the problem.

He stood, tossed the used gauze, then turned back. “You don’t have to turn every threshold into a performance just because it scares you.”

I stared at him.

“That sounded suspiciously personal for a surgeon.”

“It sounded observant.”

I should have snapped something back. Instead I sat there with my body aching in newly rounded places and felt, for one brief terrible second, the hierarchy inside me shift.

Not money first.

Not subscribers first.

Not even Hannah first.

Jackson.

His opinion.

His steadiness.

The fact that he could look at me and somehow separate strategy from damage more clearly than I could.

The realization frightened me so much I covered it with sarcasm before it could root.

“Relax,” I said, rising carefully from the sofa. “I’m still here because you’re good with proportions, not because you’re changing my life.”

Jackson opened the office door for me.

“I’d be relieved if that were true,” he said.

I left the clinic sore, tender, and more rattled than I wanted to admit.

At home, taking off my shirt in front of the mirror, I saw the first hints already. Slight swelling at the chest, softer contour beneath the skin. Tender marked points. The side of my hips fuller by degrees, more suggestion than statement. It would be better in a few days. Better under clothing. Better in motion.

Better for Hannah.

And yet when I opened my dashboard that night, the numbers felt briefly secondary. Still beautiful. Still addictive. Still rising.

But secondary.

Because Hannah was no longer just a page and a body plan.

She was momentum now. Infrastructure. A machine big enough to trap me inside the version of myself that built her.

And Jackson Park was becoming something worse.

Not just the surgeon attached to the next stage.
Not just the man with the best hands in Beverly Hills.

He was becoming the person whose approval could rearrange my center of gravity if I let it.

I stood there in dim bedroom light, shirt discarded, body aching in fresh altered places, and opened Notes.

Hannah = empire

Park = problem

I stared at the second line for a long time.

Then, because honesty was apparently having a disgusting little renaissance in me, I added one more.

emotionally dangerous

I locked the phone and set it facedown before I could make it uglier.

Then I climbed into bed on my back, careful of the tenderness in my chest and hips, and tried very hard not to think about how gentle his hands had become once everyone else was gone.


Chapter 6
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BY THE THIRD month, Hannah’s audience had learned the same thing I had. Suggestion was good. Reality paid better. My top subscribers no longer wanted soft little glimpses and tight-framed livestreams alone.

They wanted body. More body. Not necessarily nudity—though plenty of them wanted that too—but fullness, movement, shape, continuity. They wanted Hannah standing in a doorway in a tiny dress. Hannah turning slowly in a mirror. Hannah crossing a room in socks and nothing else but an oversized tee. Hannah making them feel, for one expensive minute, like she occupied space all the way down.

The private requests had evolved with the confidence of men who believed money entitled them to realism.

full outfit spin pls

walk away from the camera

show your body without the robe

want a standing custom, full frame

do a little dance in a tight dress

i need to see your curves baby

Need.

Always that word, dressed up in various levels of grammar and shame.

I sat on the edge of my bed in a silk robe with nothing under it but boxers, my phone in one hand and the side of my chest in the other, gently pressing the filler-softened swell there the way Jackson had shown me after the last procedure. The area was healed now, or healed enough. Tenderness gone. Bruising faded. The slight extra softness remained.

It was not nothing.

That was the problem.

It was also not enough.

I stood and crossed to the mirror, letting the robe fall open.

The chest filler had helped under fitted tops. I could not deny that. It had rounded the contour enough to improve clothing drape and bra line illusion. The hips, too, had become more cooperative in motion, easier to suggest with less padding. On camera, in selected frames, it all read beautifully. Jackson had done exactly what he said he would do.

Suggestion.

But Hannah’s strongest content wasn’t surviving on suggestion anymore. It was surviving on escalation. On the sense that she was becoming more real over time rather than less. That she was moving toward embodiment, not away from it.

The problem was continuity.

I knew exactly what big prosthetic breasts looked like on Hannah’s best nights. I knew the fantasy they sold. I knew how good the breast plate moved under certain tops, how much money it made when the frame was kind and the light hit just right. The new filler-enhanced softness on my actual chest was prettier in some ways, subtler, more human—but compared to the breast plate, it looked like a downgrade.

A flaw in continuity.

Men might not know the technical term for that. Their nervous systems did.

I pulled a fitted cream tank over my head, then a bra, then the breast plate over everything, adjusting the edges with practiced irritation. The weight settled. The familiar silhouette returned. Full, soft, obvious, expensive. Hannah in high definition.

Then I stripped it off again and stood topless in the mirror.

Without it, my body looked caught between arguments.

The filler had made my chest more plausible as the beginning of softness. The waist shaping, laser, makeup skill, and hips had all moved me further along too. But “further along” was not the same thing as whole. The more money Hannah made, the more expensive incompletion became.

I opened Notes.

continuity problem

	breast plate too big compared to real chest 

	filler reads soft but small 

	body content escalating 

	top fans paying for more frame 

	can’t plateau now 



Then, beneath it:

solution = real volume

I stared at the words until they stopped looking dramatic and started looking practical.

That was how it always happened.

Every major decision in my life began as something I could still classify as optional, then became strategic, then became inevitable because I was too good at building systems that punished hesitation.

I moved back to the mirror and looked at my body again.

This time I let myself see more than metrics.

The softened mouth.

The cleaner brows.

The skin.

The reduced shadow.

The hips with their new suggestion.

The slight weight at the chest that was not enough and yet undeniably there.

I should have felt ridiculous.

Instead I felt still.

That was newer than anything else.

Not the hot thrill of winning. Not the manic spark of outsmarting the market. Stillness. A small interior hush that came over me sometimes now when I caught Hannah in the mirror, or something like her, and the frame in front of me made more emotional sense than the body I had inherited without consultation.

That frightened me much more than the idea of surgery.

Because surgeries were linear. Billable. Explainable.

Stillness was not.

By afternoon, I had built the next plan.

Augmentation.

Not theoretically. Properly.

And if I was admitting one structural change, I had to admit the body around it too. Breasts without a fuller lower silhouette would be another temporary patch, another imbalance to engineer around. Jackson had already said as much. Breasts on the wrong frame did not feminize. They confused.

So I made the list uglier and truer.

next phase

	breast augmentation 

	bbl / fat transfer or shaping 

	rib removal research 

	long-term silhouette 

	stop pretending this is temporary 



I stared at the last line the longest.

Then I deleted it.

Not because it was false.

Because I was not ready to see it every time I opened the app.

My next appointment with Jackson was supposed to be a routine check-in.

I arrived with a silk blouse, perfect brows, lip gloss subtle enough to pass for expensive grooming, and a pitch I had rehearsed in the car three times. This was going to be strategy. Proportion. Sustainability. Business logic. I would make it impossible for him to say no without sounding irrational.

The problem with that plan was that Jackson Park already knew how I sounded when I was lying elegantly.

He walked into the consult room with a tablet in one hand and that same maddening, composed face that made every room feel slightly more exacting.

“Hanson.”

“Doctor.”

He sat. “How are the filler results?”

“Profitable.”

“That wasn’t my question.”

I crossed one leg over the other. “Physically fine. Emotionally complicated.”

That earned me a look, and I realized too late I had said something more honest than intended.

He glanced at the chart. “No pain spikes? No asymmetry issues? No signs of migration?”

“No.”

“Good.”

I leaned forward before my courage did anything responsible. “It’s not enough.”

Jackson’s eyes lifted.

“The filler,” I said. “The chest, especially. It worked for what it was supposed to do. But Hannah’s body language has outgrown it.”

“Hannah,” he repeated.

I didn’t flinch this time. “The persona.”

“I know who you mean.”

“I need more volume. More continuity. A silhouette that holds under movement and full frame. I’m done patching my way around it.”

His expression gave away nothing.

“What are you asking me for?”

“Breast augmentation,” I said. “And planning for the rest.”

“The rest being?”

“BBL,” I said. “Possibly rib removal. Long-term body feminization.”

The silence that followed was not empty. It was loaded, assessing, and very close to infuriating.

Finally Jackson set the tablet down.

“Those are not small requests.”

“I didn’t say they were.”

“You’re saying them very quickly.”

“I’ve been thinking about this for months.”

“Have you.”

His tone sharpened my own instantly.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m not impulsively showing up asking for giant implants and a cartoon body because my followers got needy. I know the market I’m in. I know what’s failing in continuity. I know what my frame needs. And I know I’m tired of building a body in removable pieces.”

Jackson watched me without interruption, which was somehow worse than arguing.

Then he said, very evenly, “Tell me why breast implants.”

The answer rose in layers.

Because my top subscribers are escalating.

Because the filler is too subtle.

Because the breast plate moves better than my actual body.

Because I want Hannah to hold together under scrutiny.

Because I want to stop fighting the silhouette every time I go live.

And under all of that:

Because I want them.

I hated that last answer on sight.

“Because it’s the next logical step,” I said.

Jackson leaned back. “Try again.”

I laughed once, with no humor in it. “You love doing that.”

“I love not operating on people who are narrating themselves around the truth.”

The room went very quiet.

I looked at him and, for one reckless second, thought about walking out.

Instead I said, more quietly than before, “Because I’m tired of taking them off at night.”

There it was.

No graphs. No strategy deck. No subscriber psychology. Just the truth sitting between us in a bright room.

Jackson’s expression changed only slightly, but I felt the shift.

“And the BBL?” he asked.

“For proportion.”

“That’s the technical answer.”

“I know.”

“Then give me the human one.”

I looked away.

When I finally spoke, my voice came out flatter than I wanted. “Because when the upper half works and the lower half doesn’t, I feel… unfinished.”

Jackson said nothing.

That made it easier, somehow, to keep going.

“The fake hips are fine on camera until they’re not. They move wrong. They make me conscious of every turn, every step. The whole body becomes a set of things I’m managing instead of inhabiting.”

I stopped there because the next sentence felt too close to a confession.

Jackson was quiet for another moment. Then he said, “And rib removal?”

I smiled thinly. “That one can stay in the fantasy column for now if it helps your ethics.”

“Everything helps my ethics.”

“Charming.”

“Accurate.”

I looked at him and something in the stare lasted too long.

Then he stood.

“Let’s examine you.”

I obeyed before my pride could stage a protest.

The physical assessment felt different this time because the questions had changed. It wasn’t just whether I had enough tissue or where filler might sit. This was planning. Projection. Consequence. I removed my blouse, compression, and stood bare-chested under the room’s careful light while Jackson moved closer.

His hands at my chest were firmer now, less exploratory than precise. He measured base width, skin stretch, pocket possibility, nipple position, proportional balance against shoulder line. He spoke while he worked.

“You can augment,” he said. “Moderately, maybe more depending on implant profile and how aggressively you want to push the frame. But if you want believable rather than obvious-surgery-in-a-dress, size is not the only variable.”

“I know.”

“Do you.”

I glared.

His fingers pressed at the outer chest and lower curve, assessing again what nature had and had not given me.

Then he stepped around to study my waist, flanks, hips, and glutes.

“If you want a softer lower silhouette,” he said, “we need to discuss how much projection you’re actually built to support. BBL is not a paintbrush. It’s a recovery-heavy structural choice with real risk.”

“You think I don’t know risk?”

“I think you’re very good at calling it strategy when it suits you.”

His hands settled briefly at the side of my waist, then lower, measuring the outer hip and upper buttock with slow professional pressure. My body betrayed me in a dozen microscopic ways.

He felt all of them. Or enough.

“Turn.”

I turned.

He assessed my lower back, glute projection, hip dip, side line, all of it with the calm of a man evaluating architecture. Nothing sexual in the touch. Plenty sexual in the fact that it was him touching me.

When he stepped back, I found I had gone unusually still.

Not frozen.

Quiet.

The same stillness from the mirror, returned in a room where I could not hide behind performance.

“You’re imagining a body you can settle into,” Jackson said.

It was not phrased as a question.

I pulled my clothes back on too quickly. “I’m imagining a body that makes my job easier.”

Jackson did not challenge the lie directly this time. Which, somehow, was worse.

When we sat again, he folded his hands loosely over one knee.

“I’m not scheduling three major procedures because you’re having a revenue surge,” he said.

My irritation flashed. “You always make me sound more deranged than I am.”

“I’m actually being generous.”

I opened my mouth to argue.

He kept going.

“But,” he said, “I am willing to discuss augmentation seriously.”

That shut me up.

“And staged lower-body planning,” he added. “Not because your audience wants more of you. Because I think you’re past the point where this is just audience management.”

I stared at him.

The whole room felt sharpened.

“You don’t get to decide that for me,” I said.

“No,” Jackson said. “But I do get to decide what I operate on and why.”

The anger that rose in me was real. So was the relief under it.

He was not saying no.

He was saying yes in the most infuriating, ethical, observant way possible.

I laughed softly and looked down at my hands. “You know, most people in this city would just take my money.”

“Most people in this city aren’t very interesting.”

I looked up again, too quickly.

His face gave me nothing easy to hold.

The appointment should have ended there.

Instead, on a mixture of impulse and the exhaustion of constantly defending myself, I heard myself say, “Have dinner with me.”

Jackson blinked once.

The silence that followed was immediate and catastrophic.

Not socially catastrophic. Intimately. The kind where I could actually hear my own pulse because apparently I had decided to fling myself across a professional boundary and then stand there admiring the form.

“It’s not a date,” I said too fast. “I mean—obviously. I just— You keep talking like you need to understand me better before you’ll work on me. Fine. Come understand me over expensive food.”

Jackson stared at me.

Then, to my absolute astonishment, he said, “That may be the worst invitation I’ve ever received.”

I smiled despite myself. “Was that a no?”

Another beat.

“No,” he said.

The restaurant I chose was quiet enough to feel expensive and dark enough to make honesty look like mood instead of a mistake. Not flashy. Not scene-y. Somewhere in Beverly Hills where the lighting loved cheekbones and no one looked surprised by beautiful people making complicated choices over wine.

Jackson arrived ten minutes after me, out of scrubs and somehow even more dangerous in a dark open-collar shirt and tailored black jacket. I hated the instant drop in my stomach when I saw him cross the room.

This was a terrible idea.

I had known that when I made it.

Over dinner, we behaved for almost fifteen minutes.

We talked about recovery timelines. About implant profiles. About why social media had destroyed the public’s understanding of proportion and healing. Jackson had drier opinions than I expected and better ones than most men I knew. I was funny enough to make him nearly smile twice. We ate things arranged too beautifully on white plates. We drank wine I pretended to know more about than I did.

Then the conversation thinned into something less defensible.

“Who are you,” Jackson asked, setting down his glass, “when you’re not selling something?”

I laughed softly. “What a hostile question for a Wednesday.”

“I’m serious.”

“Why.”

“Because every version of you I’ve met has an objective.”

I looked at him over the candlelight and knew instantly he was right.

Hanson at the agency had wanted results.

Hannah wanted subscribers.

Even the Hanson sitting at dinner with Jackson wanted surgery, approval, access, a future body, maybe more than that.

“Maybe I’m just efficient,” I said.

Jackson’s gaze didn’t soften. “Try again.”

There it was. The same phrase. The same infuriating scalpel.

I should have deflected.

Instead I looked down at my plate and, before I could stop myself, said, “When I was little, I wanted to be a princess.”

The words hung in the air between us, ridiculous and bare.

I let out a laugh that felt nothing like amusement. “God. That sounds insane.”

“No,” Jackson said quietly. “It sounds young.”

I stared at the tablecloth because looking at him felt suddenly impossible.

“I used to try on my mom’s clothes when no one was home,” I said. “Nothing dramatic. Just stupid little things. A nightgown. Heels I couldn’t walk in. Scarves. I’d look in the mirror and…” I stopped.

“And?” Jackson asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I liked it.”

That was too small, too cowardly, so I made myself continue.

“It felt quiet. That’s the stupidest part. Not exciting. Not dirty. Just… quiet. Like I didn’t have to perform boy correctly for a minute.”

The candlelight blurred at the edges while I said it. I hated how young I sounded. How sincere.

“And now?” Jackson asked.

I looked up then.

There was no pity in his face. No triumph. Just attention.

“Now,” I said slowly, “I don’t know who I am when I’m not selling something.”

There it was.

The ugliest truth I had ever said to him.

Maybe to anyone.

For a second neither of us moved.

Then Jackson stood.

I thought, absurdly, that he might be leaving.

Instead he stepped around the table and pulled me into his arms.

Not dramatically. Not as some grand romantic gesture. Just a hug. A firm, quiet, grounded embrace that undid me almost more than if he had kissed me.

I went still against him.

Then softer.

I could feel the warmth of his chest through his shirt, the steadiness of him, one hand broad between my shoulder blades. He smelled clean, expensive, and faintly like the evening air outside.

I did not hug people. Not like this. Not without irony or intoxication or an exit strategy.

And yet there I was, standing in a dim restaurant held by the man whose hands had already rearranged enough of my body to matter, feeling my throat tighten over something I had not authorized.

When he let me go, he stayed close enough that I had to tilt my head slightly to meet his eyes.

“I’ll do the surgery,” he said.

The room seemed to go soundless around that sentence.

I stared at him.

“Because you asked nicely?” I said, and my voice came out thinner than I intended.

A flicker at the corner of his mouth. “No.”

“Then why?”

“Because now I believe this matters to you in a way that deserves care.”

That should not have been the most romantic thing anyone had ever said to me.

It absolutely was.

We sat back down, and for the rest of dinner the conversation did not return to neutral. It couldn’t. Something had broken open too cleanly.

When we finally left the restaurant, the air outside was cool and expensive and smelled faintly of jasmine and car exhaust. Jackson walked me to my car like a gentleman in a city that no longer produced them naturally.

At the curb, I turned to him.

“You know this is still insane.”

“Most meaningful things are badly timed.”

“Was that supposed to comfort me?”

“No.”

I smiled.

He looked at me with that same unreadable steadiness, and for one stupid, dangerous second I thought he might kiss me.

He didn’t.

Maybe it was better that he didn’t.

Because I went home more destabilized by the hug than I would have been by a kiss.

In my bedroom, I stood in front of the mirror with the lights low and looked at myself for a long time.

Not Hannah in full construction.

Not bare, either.

Just me in softened angles and a body halfway argued into being.

My chest not full yet, but promised.

My hips not complete, but planned.

My face no longer wholly my old one.

My eyes too honest from dinner.

I should have felt triumph.

Instead I felt that same deep, unfamiliar stillness.

Hannah was no longer just a campaign built too well.

She was becoming a place I kept reaching for when no one was watching.
A silhouette that calmed something in me.
A possibility that no longer fit cleanly inside money, strategy, or the men who paid to project onto her.

I opened Notes.

aug = yes

bbL planning = yes

this matters to me = yes

Then after a long pause, I wrote the sentence I had spent the whole evening trying not to think too clearly.

Hannah may not be a costume.

I stared at it until my heartbeat changed.

Then I locked the phone, set it down, and stood in the mirror a little longer, letting the quiet reach me before I ruined it by turning it into a plan.


Chapter 7
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THE OFFER CAME in on a Tuesday night and made the last of my excuses sound cheap. A private collector account I had been circling for weeks—one of those high-spending subscribers who never commented publicly, rarely messaged first, and tipped like he was laundering desire through app notifications—finally sent the kind of proposal that changed systems.

Five figures for a month of exclusive customs.

Not exclusivity in the contractual sense. Exclusivity in the delusional sense. A curated private fantasy lane. Full-body content. More real-time interaction. Better continuity. A girl who felt less like a page and more like a living, breathing object of personal obsession. The kind of arrangement that would elevate Hannah from high-performing creator to private luxury experience.

The kind of arrangement that required a body I could stop apologizing for behind the scenes.

I read the message three times from the edge of my bed, my phone lighting my bare thighs in the dark.

need you more real for me, baby. more body. more softness. more access. i’ll make it worth it.

Below it sat the proposed retainer amount, so obscene it made my mouth part.

A minute later another message came in from a different subscriber, one of my longest-running tippers.

please don’t take this wrong but your newer body clips are everything. if you ever go bigger up top i think i’d lose my mind

I stared at that one longer than I should have.

Then I set the phone down and crossed to the mirror in the darkened room, shirtless, hair falling longer than I usually wore it now because I had stopped getting it cut as often and told myself it was merely practical. Easier under wigs. Easier to blend. Easier to style toward Hannah.

I knew that was only partly true.

The filler-softened chest had settled beautifully. Under certain tops, under carefully chosen bras, under warm light and a good angle, it worked. It looked believable enough for medium shots. The hips had helped too. The lower silhouette no longer collapsed quite so sharply without pads.

But “helped” was a humiliating category when I compared it to what actual breasts would solve.

Movement.

Cleavage.

Weight.

Drape.

Continuity.

The end of prosthetic heat and adhesive and that hateful moment at the end of every shoot where I peeled Hannah’s chest off and watched the fantasy come apart in my hands.

I rested my palm lightly over my own upper chest, feeling the small give there.

Then I imagined it fuller.

Heavier.

Mine.

That thought did not feel hypothetical anymore.

By midnight I had run the numbers six different ways, as if finance would save me from the emotional shape of the decision.

Projected revenue increase from fuller-body content.

Reduced setup time.

Greater live-stream flexibility.

Improved subscriber retention.

Better brand continuity.

Higher custom pricing ceiling.

Long-term profitability versus procedure cost.

Branding math.

That was the version I put into Notes because it was neat and manly and did not require me to write:

I want breasts because taking them off has started to hurt (a huge lie).

I texted Jackson the next morning.

I’m ready to talk augmentation seriously.

He responded an hour later.

Come in Friday. No assumptions until we finalize size, placement, and timeline.

No assumptions.

I smiled at the screen.

Then I spent the next three days assuming everything.

The pre-op appointment felt more sober than any of the others.

Not because Jackson was different. Because I was.

There was nothing abstract about breast implants once paperwork entered the room. Risks, sizing, profiles, placement, recovery restrictions, scar care, pocket creation, asymmetry, contracture, revision possibility, sensation changes. The language itself had weight. Surgical weight. No more pretending this was just beauty maintenance or some injectable half-step I could narrate away as content optimization.

This was cutting.

This was permanence with monthly installment plans.

Jackson kept everything infuriatingly calm.

He took measurements. Showed me sizers. Talked me through implant width and profile and the geometry of what my frame could support without crossing from feminine to visually incoherent. He did not let me say “big enough to matter” without translating it into actual dimensions and consequences.

“I want them obvious,” I said at one point, standing in a surgical bra while he adjusted a sizer inside one cup with those precise hands of his. “Not subtle enough to disappear in clothes.”

He looked at my reflection in the mirror. “There’s a difference between obvious and disproportionate.”

“I know.”

“I’m not sure you do.”

That made me glare, which made him almost smile.

We went back and forth like that for forty minutes. Width. Projection. Softness. Movement. How much upper-pole fullness would photograph well versus how much would simply read fake. He asked whether I wanted them to look beautiful in lingerie, natural in casual clothes, or spectacular on camera. I said all three. He told me bodies were rarely that cooperative.

In the end we chose a size that felt, to my mind, slightly more conservative than my greed and exactly more dangerous than my pride.

“Under the muscle,” he said when we moved to placement.

I made a face. “You enjoy making things harder for me.”

“I enjoy giving you a result less likely to look ridiculous.”

He said it so dryly that I laughed.

Then I stopped laughing when he began detailing recovery.

Pain. Tightness. Sleeping upright. Limited arm movement. No driving for a while. No chest strain. Swelling. The sensation of pressure and heaviness before the implants settled. The “drop and fluff” period, which sounded absurdly cute for something so medically invasive.

“Say something reassuring,” I muttered.

Jackson looked up from the chart. “You’ll live.”

“Appalling bedside manner.”

“You keep coming back.”

That sat between us a second too long.

He broke eye contact first, turned to the nurse, and continued reviewing the plan.

The surgery date was set for the following week.

Once the date existed, my body began behaving like I had lied to it.

I got restless. Short-tempered. Too aware of my own chest. Too aware of bras, tops, padding, all of it. Hannah’s page was performing brilliantly. The collector deal was still dangling, waiting for confirmation that “more body” was coming. I should have felt victorious.

Instead I felt pre-haunted.

The night before surgery, I stood in my bathroom in a sports bra and boxers, staring at myself after washing off Hannah’s makeup from a final pre-op content batch I had shot to keep the page fed while I disappeared.

No glam.

No wig.

No plate.

No padding.

Just me and a nearly-flat chest that would not be nearly-flat much longer.

I touched the center of my sternum and tried to imagine waking up different.

For the first time since Hannah began, the scale of what I was doing hit me cleanly enough to frighten me.

I sat on the edge of the tub and opened my phone.

Messages.
Tips.
Desperate little worship notes from men who thought they loved a girl I built in stages out of spite and opportunity and something much older than both.

Then a message from Jackson, more practical than personal.

No food or water after midnight. Wear something easy to change out of. Arrive on time.

No emoji.

No softness.

And yet I read it four times.

The morning of surgery, Los Angeles looked offensively ordinary.

Pale sun.

Palm shadows.

Cars moving like nothing irreversible was scheduled before lunch.

I arrived at the clinic in a zip hoodie, loose pants, and a level of fake composure that should have won me an award. The nurse checked me in. The paperwork reappeared in newer, more final forms. I signed where indicated. Initialed where risk became legally legible. Changed into the gown. Removed jewelry. Sat on the pre-op bed with a hair cap on my head and my dignity folded somewhere under the blanket.

When Jackson came in to mark me, something inside my chest—my old chest, still mine for a few more minutes—tightened.

He was all professionalism. Scrubs. cap. gloved calm. Marker in hand.

“How are you?” he asked.

“Perfectly normal about letting you cut me open.”

“That bad?”

“Worse.”

He stepped close, tipped my chin up once with two fingers, and looked directly at me. “You can still back out.”

The fact that he said it made it impossible.

“No,” I said. “I’m doing it.”

Jackson nodded once.

Then he marked me.

Lines and points on skin. Pocket planning. Incision placement. Measurements he double-checked with the exacting attention that made him both terrifying and, in this moment, the only person I wanted near me. I stood there in the gown open at the front while he drew his map across my body, and for all the clinical neutrality of it, I felt stripped in deeper ways than fabric could account for.

“You’re tense,” he said.

“I’m trying not to think about the part where you make a space inside me that wasn’t there before.”

“That’s one way to describe it.”

“It’s the honest way.”

He capped the marker. “Lie back.”

The nurse moved around us. Blood pressure cuff. IV. Warm blankets. Soft procedural murmurs designed to reduce panic by pretending panic wasn’t the main event. Jackson stayed at my side just long enough that I could keep my eyes on him instead of on the tray.

“What happens if I wake up and hate them?” I asked, before I could stop myself.

His expression changed very slightly.

“Then we deal with that honestly too,” he said.

That was not soothing.

It was, however, the only answer I trusted.

By the time they wheeled me in, I was holding myself together by force of habit and aesthetic standards. The OR lights looked like a spaceship designed by rich people. I caught one last glimpse of Jackson masked and focused above me, then the anesthesiologist told me to breathe, and the whole world folded.

Waking up was ugly.

There was no glamorous emergence into femininity. No cinematic hand to the chest and gasp of emotional revelation. There was pain first. Then confusion. Then the slow animal realization that my torso felt wrong in a new and expensive way.

Tight.

Heavy.

Pressed.

Like someone had wedged two burning secrets under my pectoral muscles and stitched my body around the decision before I could object.

I made a sound I would later deny.

A nurse leaned into view, kind and practiced. Recovery room blur. Monitors. Dry mouth. A blanket tucked around me. My chest wrapped and compressed in a post-op bra that felt medieval.

“Easy,” she said. “You’re okay.”

I was not okay.

I was awake, which was different.

The first full breath hurt. Not sharp exactly. Dense. As if my own upper body was resisting expansion out of offended principle.

I turned my head and saw Jackson at the edge of the room, mask gone, cap off now, speaking quietly with someone before he looked over and noticed my eyes were open.

He came closer.

“There you are,” he said.

I tried to speak and managed something between a curse and a question.

“How bad?” he translated.

I blinked at him in gratitude and hatred.

“The first few days will be unpleasant,” he said. “Then less unpleasant. Then annoying. Then manageable.”

“You should market surgeries,” I whispered hoarsely. “You’re amazing at it.”

That earned me the smallest almost-smile.

He checked the dressings, the drains not present because we had not needed them, the compression bra, my responsiveness. Purely medical. And yet the fact that he was the first face I truly registered after waking made the whole room feel emotionally overlit.

When I was discharged later, I moved like a person who had recently lost an argument with gravity. Every bump in the ride home felt personal. My chest was not just sore. It was violated in the literal, surgical sense. Under-the-muscle pain had a special cruelty to it, a deep dragging ache paired with pressure and helplessness. I could not use my arms normally. Could not sit up without strategy. Could not even clear my throat without feeling the pull.

At home, the apartment looked weirdly hostile.

Too many stairs of thought even when there were none physically.
Too much distance between bed and kitchen.
Too many things positioned at arm height instead of hand reach.

I set up camp in bed with pillows propping me upright, water on the side table, medications lined up, charger plugged in, and Hannah’s scheduled posts ready to run without me.

Then I spent three days learning exactly what desperation lived inside the phrase under the muscle.

Everything hurt.

Getting up.

Lying down.

Reaching.

Laughing.

Breathing deeply.

Trying not to use my chest and then accidentally using it anyway because bodies are full of betrayal.

The implants felt too high and too hard at first, just like Jackson warned. Not breasts yet. Foreign objects being held in place by an irritated body. My chest skin looked stretched. The upper fullness was almost aggressive, and for the first forty-eight hours I was convinced I had ruined myself for capitalism and vanity simultaneously.

I stared at the mirror once on day two and nearly burst into tears from sheer exhausted regret.

“What the fuck did I do,” I whispered to my reflection.

The bra straps dug into my shoulders. My arms felt weak. The incisions stung in flashes when I moved wrong. My torso looked swollen and wrong and too much and not enough all at once.

My phone kept lighting up beside me.

Subscribers.

Tips.

Men telling Hannah they missed her.

Custom request follow-ups.

One especially unhinged message from the collector account offering even more money if I would send a “healing princess” set once I was back.

I opened the app. Scrolled three messages. Closed it.

For the first time since building Hannah, attention made me tired.

I turned the phone facedown and let the room go quiet.

That was almost scarier than the pain.

On day four, Jackson’s office called to check in, and I found myself sitting a little straighter before answering. By day six, I could shuffle around the apartment without feeling like my chest would split open from spite. By the second week, the pain had downgraded from catastrophic to lingering. Still tight. Still weird. But survivable.

By week three, the swelling had started changing shape.

By week four, I had hair brushing lower at the back of my neck than it had in years because I had stopped getting it cut and now let it grow between appointments, enough that even without a wig there was softness to work with. Not Hannah yet. But less emphatically Hanson around the edges.

And by the one-month follow-up, I could finally look at my body without immediately negotiating with regret.

The waiting room felt familiar now in a way I did not entirely like.

When Jackson came in and asked me into the exam room, I followed with the strange, contained awareness of someone walking toward both a medical assessment and the person who had become the most destabilizing constant in his month.

“How are they feeling?” he asked once the door was closed.

“Like they were installed by a man who hates comfort.”

Jackson glanced at me. “That sounds personal.”

“It is.”

He almost smiled.

I removed my blouse and post-op bra under his instructions, more used to the vulnerability now and somehow more affected by it too. The implants had begun to settle. Not fully. But enough. The upper tightness was easing. The shape was emerging. Not prosthetic fullness. Better. Realer. Softer at the edges even in recovery.

Jackson examined the incisions first, then the position, then the breast tissue and muscle tension with practiced hands.

“Good healing,” he said. “No concerning asymmetry. You’re still tight. That’s normal.”

“Perfect. I love normal.”

He ignored that.

“I’m going to show you massage,” he said. “It’ll help the tissue relax and the implants settle.”

The phrase show you massage should not have landed the way it did.

He moved closer, guided my hand first.

“Here,” he said quietly, placing my palm against the upper curve of one breast. “Firm, but not aggressive. You’re encouraging the pocket. Not punishing yourself.”

The contact was electric in the stupidest way. My own hand on my own chest, yes. But his hand over mine, warm and sure and calmly instructing pressure, made the room feel smaller.

He demonstrated the motion himself next. Slow, controlled presses. Side. Lower pole. Upper release. The breasts still felt partly new, partly sore, partly miraculous. Having him touch them like they were both clinical and meaningful at once made something low in my body pull tight.

“Do you understand?” he asked.

I looked at him.

Not at the breasts. At him.

His face was very close. No mask. No polite distance. Just Jackson Park in afternoon light, one hand still lightly cupping the side of my newly augmented chest as if this were simple.

And maybe for him it was.

That was the problem.

“This is so unprofessional,” he said softly.

I don’t know if he meant the way the room had changed or the way we were looking at each other or the fact that he had not already stepped away.

Maybe all of it.

I should have laughed.

Instead I reached back without breaking eye contact and locked the exam-room door.

The click sounded enormous.

When I turned back, Jackson was still standing exactly where I’d left him, eyes on mine, expression gone tight in a way I had never seen on him before.

This was the last clean second.

The second where it could still become a joke, a boundary repaired, a mutual lapse filed under inappropriate tension and never acted on.

Then I stepped into him and kissed him.

Not tentative.

Not soft.

Hungry in a way that surprised me by how natural it felt.

And maybe that was the most destabilizing part of all.

It didn’t feel weird kissing a man anymore.

Not Jackson. Not here. Not with his hand still warm from my breast and my body already so far across its own old lines that this felt less like crossing and more like arriving at something I had been circling for months.

He made a low sound against my mouth that nearly undid me.

Then his hands were on me properly, one at my waist, one rising carefully—carefully—to the side of my face, kissing me back with a control that lasted all of three seconds before it broke. The kiss deepened hard and fast, all the professionalism in the room burning off like fog.

I pushed him back a step until he hit the edge of the counter.

His mouth moved over mine with a restraint that was somehow hotter than greed would have been. Controlled at first, then not. My longer hair got caught between his fingers and jaw. He kissed like a man trying not to ruin me and failing in ways I found deeply encouraging.

My chest brushed his shirt and sent a pulse of sensitive heat through me.

I gasped.

Jackson pulled back just enough to look at me. “Easy.”

“Don’t say that like you’re stopping.”

“I might need to.”

“You won’t.”

The arrogance in that should have been embarrassing.

Instead it made his expression darken.

His hand slid to my waist again, then lower, gripping me through the fabric with enough force to make me feel held rather than handled. I kissed him first this time with less desperation and more intent, slow enough to taste what was happening. His mouth. His breath. The quiet loss of distance. The shocking rightness of it.

Wanted.

That was the word that hit me hardest, and not because Hannah’s page had conditioned me to enjoy attention. This was different. Jackson wanted me in a room where there was no audience, no tips, no strategy, no way to confuse desire with metrics.

I was breathing harder when he finally broke the kiss and pressed his forehead briefly to mine.

“This cannot happen in my office again,” he murmured.

The fact that he said again instead of at all made me smile.

“That sounds like a yes with legal concerns.”

“It sounds,” he said, voice rougher than I had ever heard it, “like you make every sensible thing difficult.”

I kissed him once more, slower, just because I could.

When we finally stepped apart, my mouth was swollen in a completely different way than the first time I paid for that look, and my chest felt more real than it had even five minutes earlier—not because of the implants alone, but because someone I wanted had touched them like they belonged to a body worth wanting.

After he unlocked the door and professionalism returned in a visibly damaged state, Jackson reviewed the massage instructions again with more distance and none of the calm I had come in with. I barely heard half of it.

Because crossing into breasts had changed everything.

Not just the silhouette.

Not just the content.

Not just the money.

They were real. The weight. The soreness. The settling. The fact that I now lived every day in a body that no longer required removable curves to make emotional sense.

And Jackson was no longer just the man who had built part of it.

He was the man who had kissed me like he wanted me there, in that altered body, without Hannah’s page anywhere in sight.

When I got home, I stood in front of my mirror in my blouse half-open, bra off, hair longer around my shoulders, and looked at myself until the room went still.

The breasts were not fully settled yet. But they were there.
Mine.
Attached to a chest I could no longer classify as temporary.
Attached to a life I had absolutely stopped pretending was only for content.

I opened Notes and typed the sentence before fear could edit it.

This is real now.

Then below it:

And so is Jackson.

I read both once.

Then I smiled at my reflection, touched the new curve of my chest with reverence I did not try to disguise, and finally understood that there would be no going back to removable versions of myself after this.


Chapter 8
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BY THE TIME my implants settled enough to stop feeling like a constant argument under my skin, Hannah stopped being a premium creator account and started becoming something bigger, louder, and far more dangerous.

She became an event.

Everything I had been building in layers—soft branding, controlled escalation, better body continuity, the quiet emotional promise of a girl who felt both expensive and obtainable—suddenly clicked into a higher gear once the breasts were real and the movement improved. Not perfect, not effortless, not without work. But real enough that the camera no longer had to lie for me quite so hard.

That changed everything.

My videos got better because I was less afraid of them.

My livestreams got better because I stopped guarding my chest like a secret with adhesive edges.

My private customs got more fluid because I was no longer engineering every frame around what might shift, slip, or betray me.

And the audience felt it.

Men always felt it when a woman crossed from constructed into embodied.

The month after augmentation was my biggest month by a humiliating margin.

I got my first real brand deal through Hannah—not mainstream, not exactly respectable, but lucrative enough to make me laugh when the number came through. Luxury lingerie. A “discreet partnership,” because apparently even brands built around half-naked women liked to preserve the illusion of class. Then came two more. Beauty products. Hair extensions. A toy company whose marketing director wrote me a startlingly polished email pretending she hadn’t discovered me through a stream where I’d whispered, be good for me and maybe I’ll show you more.

The whales multiplied too.

Not just tippers. Patrons.

Men who wanted private fantasy arrangements, priority access, personalized pet names, exclusive voice notes, little rituals of intimacy they could buy and pretend were unique even though I had built them into a scalable system months ago. I knew exactly how to make them feel special while preserving my own distance. I knew which men wanted praise, which wanted sweetness, which wanted expensive neglect, which wanted just enough warmth to become convinced Hannah’s attention could be won rather than merely rented.

The money became absurd.

Some nights I sat at my kitchen counter in a silk camisole and tiny shorts, one side of my hair tucked back, and refreshed the dashboard with the same grim delight I used to feel when campaigns outperformed projections so hard they embarrassed the client into gratitude.

Only now the client was me.

I paid off old debt.

Upgraded the apartment.

Bought better lighting and then immediately laughed at myself because at a certain income level you no longer “bought ring lights,” you “invested in visual infrastructure.”

Opened a separate business account.

Hired a discreet editor under NDA.

Started thinking about property the way people thought about weather: not if, but when.

I should have been euphoric.

That was the strange part.

I was thrilled, yes. Vindicated beyond reason. Electrified by the way Hannah had become this perfectly monetized answer to every idiot who had once told me vision had to be filtered through permission.

But euphoria implied lightness.

This felt heavier.

More consequential.

Because Hannah was no longer a profitable secret I could contain inside my apartment and a screen. She had become visible enough that the next logical growth step was starting to stare me in the face.

Presence.

Not full public exposure. I wasn’t stupid. But enough strategic reality to deepen the myth. Enough carefully controlled in-person proof to turn the most obsessive fans into lifetime spenders and let the rest spiral over the possibility that Hannah Baker existed in coffee shops and private rooms and air-conditioned Los Angeles sunlight just beyond their reach.

I built the idea the way I built everything: first as a threat, then as a possibility, then as a plan.

private meetup tease

	tiny invite list 

	top spenders only 

	public venue, controlled 

	security 

	no full access, no intimacy beyond optics 

	gifts, photos maybe not allowed 

	suggestive proximity, no chaos 

	produce aftermath content from the myth of it 



I stared at the list for a long time.

Then I texted Jackson.

Need your opinion on something reckless.

He called instead of replying.

That alone made my stomach tighten.

“I’m afraid to ask,” he said.

“You’re going to hate it.”

“Probably.”

I smiled into the phone despite myself. “Private meetup. Small. Curated. Public venue. Highest spenders only. Real enough to build mythology, controlled enough not to get me murdered.”

Silence.

Then, “No.”

I laughed. “You didn’t even hear the details.”

“I heard enough.”

“Jackson—”

“No.”

His voice had that lower edge to it now, the one that never quite rose and still made every part of me pay attention.

“It’s a business move,” I said. “A smart one. Limited invite list. Daytime. Public café. Fifteen men max. Staff aware. No physical contact. I’d be in and out in under an hour. It will pay for itself in one afternoon, and the content fallout alone—”

“You want fifteen obsessed male subscribers in a room watching you breathe.”

“When you say it like that, it sounds dramatic.”

“It is dramatic.”

I rolled onto my back on the bed and looked up at the ceiling. “Come with me.”

There was a pause.

Then, very carefully, “As what?”

I smiled slowly.

“Bodyguard,” I said. “Obviously.”

He exhaled through his nose. “You are impossible.”

“That sounds like a maybe.”

“That sounds like you should text me the venue and time.”

So that was how it happened.

The meetup was on a Saturday afternoon in a private back section of an upscale café in West Hollywood that catered to enough beautiful people that no one blinked when you asked for discretion and paid for it properly.

I curated the guest list myself.

Fifteen men.

Only top spenders.

No obvious instability in messages.

No prior boundary-pushing beyond the usual purchased delusion.

NDAs framed as “private experience terms” because men signed almost anything if a pretty enough girl suggested access was a privilege.

I spent three days planning the look.

That mattered almost more than the risk.

It had to be Hannah in real life, not Hanson in expensive drag and good lighting. Real enough to devastate them. Controlled enough to preserve the fantasy and protect the seams.

The final choice was a soft cream wrap top with a low but tasteful neckline, a fitted mocha mini skirt that loved my hips, sheer tights, knee-high boots, and a tailored camel coat for arrival. Hair long and dark, no wig this time, just my own grown-out hair styled into smooth, glossy waves that made me feel briefly lightheaded when I caught them in the mirror. Makeup polished but not overdone. Lips softly lined. Brows perfect. Jewelry minimal and feminine. Perfume warm enough to leave a memory.

I looked expensive.

I looked soft.

I looked, to my own private horror, real.

When Jackson picked me up, I made him wait in the living room while I finished lip gloss in the hall mirror because I could not bear for his first full non-clinical sight of Hannah to happen while I was half-dressed and annoyed.

“Come in,” I called finally.

He stepped into view and stopped.

That stillness in him lasted less than a second.

It still altered the room.

He wore black. Of course he did. Dark jacket, dark shirt, clean lines, the restrained severity of a man who had dressed with no intention of being noticed and was therefore noticed more. His eyes moved over me once—hair, mouth, neckline, waist, legs—and then returned to my face.

No smile.

No immediate clever remark.

Just impact.

“Well?” I asked, because apparently I enjoyed suffering.

Jackson closed the distance between us by two slow steps and adjusted the lapel of my coat with two fingers, smoothing something that did not need smoothing.

“You look…” he began, then stopped.

That made my pulse jump harder than praise would have.

“Like a bad idea?” I said softly.

His eyes lifted fully to mine. “Like trouble.”

I smiled.

It was the exact answer I wanted.

The drive over felt unreal in the quietest way. I sat in the passenger seat crossing and uncrossing my legs, testing voice placement under my breath, checking lipstick in the mirror flap, controlling my breathing so I would not arrive looking hunted. Jackson drove one-handed with the other resting near the console, jaw set the way it got when he was thinking too hard about not overreacting.

“You’re not talking,” I said.

“I’m evaluating my life choices.”

“That’s sweet.”

“No, it isn’t.”

I laughed softly and looked out the window, but under the humor there was a genuine tremor.

Because this was different.

This was not Hannah through a lens or behind a stream filter or in an exam room where every inch of my body had a procedural context. This was Hannah in daylight, in motion, in public-adjacent reality, about to sit across from fifteen men who wanted her enough to pay for the privilege of watching her lift a coffee cup.

The line between performance and embodiment had never felt thinner.

Jackson parked in the back lot and turned the engine off.

For a second neither of us moved.

Then he looked at me. Really looked.

“If at any point you want to leave,” he said, voice low and absolute, “you leave.”

The seriousness of it landed warm and hard in my chest.

“I know.”

“No. I need to hear you say it.”

I held his gaze. “If I want to leave, I leave.”

He nodded once.

Then he got out and came around to open my door like a man escorting royalty into a hostage negotiation.

The café staff had been briefed, the section closed, the entry controlled.

Even so, the energy changed the second I walked in.

All fifteen men stood.

It happened like a reflex.

Like they couldn’t help it.

The sight of them rising as one when I entered in my coat and boots and dark hair sent a weird shiver through me—not fear exactly, not power exactly, but something in between. A recognition of what I had built. Not just Hannah’s page. Hannah’s gravity.

I smiled softly, lifted one hand in a little wave, and heard my own voice come out in that lower, warmer Hannah register I had spent months refining.

“Hi, boys.”

That nearly destroyed them.

The table nearest the front had flowers.

Another had a gift bag.

One man had brought a ridiculous pink box tied with ribbon, probably lingerie or jewelry or something equally stupid and expensive.

Several of them looked stunned in a way that bordered on religious.

Jackson stayed back by the partition wall near the private entrance, close enough to intervene, far enough not to break the fantasy. Arms folded. Expression unreadable. He looked less like a bodyguard than the kind of man women lied to their husbands about.

I moved carefully.

That was the real labor of the afternoon. Not speaking. Not smiling. Movement. Every step had to be measured. Every turn of the head. Every use of my hands. I sat with my knees angled, crossed at the ankle, coat slipping open just enough to reveal the neckline. I let my hair fall forward once. Tucked it back slowly. Smiled when appropriate. Let them hand me little gifts while saying thank you in the softest, most controlled version of Hannah’s voice.

The whole thing was absurd.

It was also wildly effective.

They were so eager to please that the room almost ran on its own momentum. One man offered me imported chocolates with both hands like a devotional object. Another gave me a gold bracelet and visibly shook while I thanked him. A third said, in complete sincerity, “You’re even prettier in person,” and looked like he might die of gratitude when I smiled and said, “That’s sweet.”

I kept them fed with almost nothing.

A glance.

A laugh.

A hand resting near my throat while I listened.

A tiny sip of latte.

A careful crossing of my legs.

A soft “you’re being good for me today.”

They melted.

Somewhere in the middle of it, my body relaxed just enough that I stopped feeling like I was constantly about to split between selves.

That frightened me.

Because Hannah in the room was still performance, yes.

Still controlled.

Still built.

But the body carrying her through it was mine now. The breasts under the wrap top. The softened face. The long dark hair that was no longer a prop. The practiced voice that no longer felt borrowed so much as selected.

At one point, one of the men asked if I would stand for them “just for a second, please, so we can appreciate the outfit.”

The room laughed nervously around him. I smiled like I was considering whether to reward boldness.

Then I stood.

The effect was immediate.

I felt the room shift as fifteen male gazes tracked the full shape of me at once. The breasts, obvious but elegant under the wrap top. The waist. The hips. The skirt. The boots. The fact that I could hold all of it now without prosthetic panic or strategic camera cropping.

One man whispered, “Jesus.”

Another actually put his hand over his heart like a Victorian widow.

I wanted to laugh. I also wanted more.

That was the ugly truth.

Because part of me loved this. Loved the room bending. Loved proving Hannah could survive reality. Loved the way the gifts kept appearing, the eyes kept widening, the moneyed adoration kept settling over everything like warm oil.

Then one of them touched me.

Not violently. Not even dramatically.

Just a hand at my wrist as I was sitting back down, meant to feel familiar, maybe grateful, maybe bold after too much purchased intimacy. But the second his fingers closed around me, the spell broke.

Jackson was there before I fully processed movement.

He crossed the room so fast it changed the air pressure.

“Take your hand off her.”

His voice was low enough that he didn’t need to raise it.

The man jerked back instantly.

The whole table went silent.

I looked up and saw Jackson standing beside me, body angled half in front of mine, eyes cold in a way I had never seen directed at anyone outside a surgical context. It was not loud anger. That would have been easier. It was something far more controlled and therefore far more frightening.

“She’s leaving,” he said.

A chorus of apologies started. Stammered, humiliated, frightened apologies. The man who’d grabbed me looked genuinely panicked, and for one mean flicker of a second I was glad. Let him be.

Jackson didn’t care.

“This is over,” he said. “Go home.”

And somehow they did.

All of them. Immediately.

No arguments. No posturing. No internet-man entitlement. Something about the way he occupied the room made obedience feel like the only remaining dignified choice.

Within three minutes the section was empty except for flowers, gift bags, coffee cups, and me still sitting there with my pulse in my throat.

Jackson turned to me then, and the coldness in his face changed fast enough to make my stomach tighten.

“Are you all right?”

I nodded once, then realized the question deserved more honesty.

“Yes,” I said quietly. “Just startled.”

He crouched slightly in front of me, eyes searching mine, hands not touching me until I gave the smallest nod and then only briefly, one warm palm at the outside of my knee.

“I told you this was a bad idea.”

“You were right,” I whispered.

He let out a breath through his nose that held too much feeling to be only irritation.

That was worse.

Because I could see it suddenly, in full and terrible clarity.

He wasn’t just annoyed at the risk.

He was angry on my behalf.

Protective.

Possessive, maybe.

The thought hit me low and deep enough that I had to look away first.

The ride back was silent for almost five minutes.

I sat in the passenger seat with my coat folded over my lap, the flowers from one of the fans in the back seat because apparently even after nearly getting the whole stunt shut down, men still found ways to send me home with tribute. My pulse had settled. My skin had not. I could still feel the room on me, the admiration, the hunger, the touch that ruined it, Jackson’s voice cutting through all of it like a blade.

He pulled into a darker side street two blocks from my building instead of stopping in front.

Then he parked and turned off the engine.

The quiet inside the car felt intimate in a way it had no right to.

“You shouldn’t do that again,” he said finally.

I looked at him. “The meetup?”

“The room full of men who think paying you buys access to your body.”

I let the words sit.

Then, because honesty kept attacking me at the most inconvenient moments these days, I said, “You hated seeing them look at me.”

Jackson’s jaw shifted.

“That isn’t the point.”

“Not the whole point,” I said softly.

He turned toward me then.

For one second neither of us had the shield of motion or a task or a professional role to hide behind. There was only the dark car, my mouth still warm from coffee and careful smiles, his face sharpened by whatever he had held back all afternoon, and the fact that he had now seen Hannah in the world.

Not on a table.

Not under clinical light.

Not as measurements and plans and sutures.

As her.

I realized, with a force that almost hurt, that I wanted something terrifyingly specific.

I wanted Jackson to want Hannah.

And Hanson.

Not one despite the other. Not one as a tolerated extension of the other. Both. The whole collapsing thing. I wanted his desire to survive the truth of me instead of requiring distance from it.

The realization sat between us for half a breath.

Then Jackson reached for me.

No words.

No careful warning.

Just his hand at the side of my neck, firm and certain, and then his mouth on mine.

The kiss was not tentative.

It felt like claim.

Like all the restraint he had carried through the afternoon had found the shortest possible route out of him and chosen my mouth. I made a small sound before I could stop it, one that seemed to encourage something darker in him, because his other hand came to my waist and held me there like he had already decided there would be no confusion about who I was going home to.

Mine.

That was the shape of the kiss, even if he never said it.

Not in some crude ownership sense.

Something fiercer.

Protective.

Possessive.
Certain in a way that made my whole body go hot under the wrap top and coat.

I kissed him back just as hard.

The lip gloss, the controlled Hannah softness, all of it disappeared under the fact of him. His mouth. His breath. The deep line of restraint breaking with me and not anyone else. I touched his jaw, then his throat, then the lapel of his jacket because I needed somewhere to put my hands before they did something embarrassing like shake.

When he finally pulled back, his forehead rested briefly against mine.

“You don’t do that for them,” he said, voice rough.

It took me half a second to understand.

Go out.

Perform.

Give them reality.

Maybe all of it.

I swallowed. “I didn’t want them.”

That was true. Truer than it would have been a month ago.

Jackson looked at me for one long, scorching second, and I knew he believed me.

He kissed me once more, shorter this time but somehow more intimate for it, then leaned back enough to really look at me in the dim light.

My hair.

My mouth.

My breasts under the wrap top.

My face still painted into Hannah’s softness and yet stripped of every audience except him.

The line between selves blurred so hard I stopped trying to separate it.

Because maybe there was no clean separation left.

Maybe that was what had been happening all along.

I got out of the car with flowers in the back seat, gifts in a bag at my feet, lipstick ruined for the best possible reason, and Jackson’s final kiss still burning under my skin like a private mark.

Upstairs, alone in my apartment, I set the gifts on the counter and went to the mirror.

The woman looking back at me was slightly disheveled.

Beautiful.

A little shaken.

A little glowing.

Not Hannah entirely.

Not Hanson entirely.

Something more dangerous than either.

I stood there for a long time with one hand at my own waist, replaying the afternoon in shards. The men standing when I entered. Their eyes. Their gifts. The sudden rupture of being touched. Jackson stepping in front of me. The cold command in his voice. The car. The kiss that felt like an answer to a question I had been too afraid to phrase aloud.

I opened Notes and typed with my pulse still behaving badly.

they wanted Hannah

Jackson wanted me

Then, after a pause:

I don’t know where the line is anymore.

I stared at that sentence until the room seemed quieter than before.

Then I set the phone down and touched my own mouth, smiling slightly at the memory of his.

Because the truth had stopped arriving in pieces now.

It was arriving whole.

The line between Hanson and Hannah was no longer clean enough to perform around.

It was collapsing. And somewhere inside the collapse, for the first time in my life, I felt less invented than I ever had while pretending to be real.


Chapter 9
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THE IDEA did not arrive like a lightning bolt. That would have been easier to narrate afterward. Cleaner. More dramatic. A single moment of crisis I could point to and say, there, that’s where everything changed.

Instead it came the way most dangerous things had come to me over the past few months: quietly, repeatedly, in the middle of ordinary maintenance.

In the mirror.

In the shower.

While pulling on lace underwear that now fit a body they had not been designed for.

While adjusting the fall of a skirt over hips that no longer needed as much help as they used to.

While standing in my bedroom in a silk robe with my hair halfway blown out and realizing there were parts of Hannah I no longer had to fake at all.

The breasts had changed the axis of everything.

Not just the content, though obviously the content had become obscene in the best possible way. Hannah’s page was now running at a level where I could no longer pretend I was “doing well” without sounding coy. I was making money at a scale that altered my life in practical, vulgar, and deeply satisfying ways. I had an accountant. I had a manager for brand inquiries. I had men wiring me gifts that came with certificates of authenticity because apparently if they couldn’t possess me they wanted proof they had purchased objects that had occupied the same air.

But the breasts had done something else too.

They had removed one of the last major seams between Hannah’s body and mine.

No more peeling off the breast plate after a stream and feeling the fantasy collapse in sticky strips.

No more adjusting fake weight under a top and resenting that it was removable.

No more clean divide between on-camera femininity and off-camera correction.

My body had begun answering to Hannah even when no one was paying to look at it.

That was where the idea started getting teeth.

I noticed it most in dance practice.

It had become one of my weird little private disciplines, half because the page rewarded movement now and half because I had started needing somewhere to put all the excess energy that came with being watched by too many men and wanted too much by one. I had converted part of the living room into a makeshift studio space: full-length mirror, portable speaker, yoga mat I did not use for yoga, just floor work and stretches, ring light pushed aside during the day. Sometimes I practiced slow sensual turns for Hannah content. Sometimes little dances. Not professional choreography. Just the kind of soft, teasing movement that looked easy if your body didn’t feel like a negotiation.

That morning I wore a tiny sports bra and fitted shorts and put on one of those moody pop songs built to soundtrack poor decisions. The mirror caught me in pieces first—hair longer now, swinging past my shoulders when blown out smooth; mouth still soft from maintenance filler; breasts contained in compression but very much there; waist more defined by muscle and posture and the fact that I had started eating with a kind of self-interest I had never afforded Hanson. I practiced a turn. A hip roll. A slow walk toward the mirror with one shoulder angled forward and a little smile that would read devastatingly on stream.

Then I stopped.

Because even after all this, there was one moment in movement where the illusion still snagged.

Not on my chest.

Not on my face.

Not on the hips.

Lower.

The center of me.

It wasn’t always visible. It wasn’t even always a practical issue. Good tucking had improved. Better underwear had improved. Camera angles did the rest. But practical issue and psychic issue were not the same thing, and increasingly I had both.

I stood very still in front of the mirror, hands at my sides, chest rising and falling.

Then I walked closer.

The sports bra held the breasts tight. The shorts clung. My hair framed my face in a way that would have made twelve-year-old me lose his mind if he’d seen it. From the waist up, in the right light, I was almost exactly the silhouette I had once paid six different technologies and a small private clinic to approximate.

And from the waist down—

I looked away first.

Not because what I saw disgusted me.

Because it interrupted something.

That was worse.

I went to the kitchen, drank water, checked Hannah’s dashboard, answered two messages, deleted three, reviewed a sponsorship contract, opened a gift box from a subscriber containing a bracelet I would never wear, and somehow kept thinking about the interruption.

By afternoon I was in Beverly Hills again, not for Jackson, but for maintenance.

A waxing appointment.

Then brows.

Then a color gloss treatment for my hair because keeping it dark, glossy, and alive now felt less like beauty upkeep and more like system protection.

The salon chair gave me too much time to think.

That was the danger of being made pretty by professionals: they always left you with your own mind.

I sat under warm lighting with foils nowhere near my head for once, just color gloss and a blowout, while a woman named Bree with impossible cheekbones talked me through shine treatments and asked if I wanted a little more face-framing around the front.

“No,” I said. “I like the softness.”

The words came out before I could dress them up.

Bree smiled in the mirror. “You should. It works for you.”

I looked at myself while she said it.

A month ago, I would have filed that under vanity fuel and moved on.
Now it landed lower.

Because my life had become so saturated with maintenance that it no longer felt like costume prep. It felt like stewardship. Hair. Skin. lips. laser. massage. body care. Rest days. Stretching. shopping for silhouettes that worked with me instead of against me. Even the stupid little rituals—body oil after showering, sleeping in the right bra, keeping my nails neat in neutral pink because it made my hands read softer on camera and in life—had stopped feeling theatrical.

They felt like the daily care of a body I was trying to meet, not merely market.

After the salon I went shopping.

Not because I needed more clothes. I had crossed that line months ago and kept walking.

Because shopping had become one of the only places I could test identity in motion without naming it.

I chose a high-end boutique where the staff had seen enough of Los Angeles to respond to beauty before gender and money before questions. I took three dresses into the fitting room, one fitted knit, one little black thing with a square neckline, one pale blue slip dress that looked like it belonged in a music video or an emotional affair.

The black dress was too obvious.

The blue dress made my skin look expensive.

The knit one changed my breathing.

It skimmed my body without hiding anything. Breasts. Waist. Hips. The line of my thighs. The length of my hair against my shoulders. I turned slowly in the mirror, watching the dress move.

Then I thought, uninvited and complete:

I wish I could wear this without thinking about what’s under it.

The thought hit so hard I had to sit down on the little velvet bench in the fitting room.

The air suddenly felt too warm.

I looked at my own knees, the hemline of the dress, my hands folded in my lap like someone waiting for a sentence to finish itself.

There it was.

Not just branding.

Not just continuity.

Not just the page.

I wanted ease.

Wholeness.
A body that didn’t snag the fantasy at the final step—not because of the fans, but because of me.

I bought the blue dress and the knit one.

Left with both in crisp cream bags.

Sat in my car with the AC on too high and stared at the windshield until I admitted the next sentence fully in my head.

I want a vagina.

Not abstractly.

Not someday maybe.

Not “for the page” although of course the page would absorb and profit from it.

As a body thought.

As a longing.

As a way of no longer having to negotiate the lowest center of myself every time I moved through femininity.

I should have called a therapist.

Or a priest.

Or, at minimum, not the man whose hands had already altered so much of me that my body now reacted to his voice.

Instead I texted Jackson.

Can I see you tonight?

He replied after six minutes.

Clinic until eight. Come after.

When I arrived, the clinic was mostly dark.

That had become our most dangerous setting.

Not because anything dramatic had to happen there now. Because enough already had. The office at night contained too many versions of us: surgeon and patient, yes, but also the memory of his mouth on mine, his hands teaching me massage, the shift in his eyes after the fan meetup, the fact that he now sometimes texted me simple things like Eat before you take the meds or No streams tonight if you’re swelling, and I read them with a softness I would have once mocked in other people.

He met me in his private consult office, jacket off, sleeves rolled, tie nowhere in sight. He looked tired in the most attractive possible way, which was annoying for both of us, I imagined.

“Hanson.”

I stood in the doorway for half a second too long, boutique bags still in one hand.

“You went shopping,” he said.

The absurd normalcy of it almost made me laugh.

“I had maintenance.”

“That doesn’t explain the bags.”

“It explains the mood.”

Something in his face eased, but only slightly. “What’s wrong?”

I set the bags down on the sofa.

That question should have been easy. We had crossed enough lines by now that honesty with him no longer felt impossible. Just expensive.

“Nothing’s wrong,” I said. “I just know what I want next.”

Jackson’s stillness was immediate.

“What next.”

I took a breath.

Then another.

“I want vaginoplasty.”

The silence afterward was not empty. It was catastrophic.

Not loud. Not shocked in a cinematic way. Jackson did not jerk backward or swear or drop a file. He just became very, very still, and because I knew him now, I recognized at once that stillness was not calm.

It was anger under total discipline.

I held his gaze because I had committed and because looking away would have felt like apologizing for the truth before I had even defended it.

Jackson set the pen in his hand down with deliberate care.

“No.”

The word landed cleanly.

I almost laughed because it sounded absurd after all the things he had already helped me do. Breasts, body shaping, lips, all of it. But his face told me immediately that this was different.

“I’m not asking you to do it tomorrow,” I said. “I’m telling you the direction.”

“No.”

“I’m serious.”

“So am I.”

The room sharpened around us.

I folded my arms because standing there open felt suddenly too vulnerable. “Can you at least hear me out before you start behaving like I’ve asked you to amputate a limb in your kitchen?”

Jackson’s eyes flashed.

“This is not filler,” he said, voice low and controlled. “This is not a maintenance procedure. This is not branding. This is not chest contour or body proportion or a temporary step you can narrate as escalation and adjust around later.”

I felt heat rise in my face instantly.

“It’s not just branding,” I said.

“Then what is it?”

I opened my mouth.

Nothing came out cleanly.

That made me furious.

“Partly strategy,” I said at last. “Partly practicality. Partly—”

“Inevitability?” he supplied.

The fact that he named the exact shape of my argument made me hate him for a second.

“Yes.”

Jackson looked at me like I had just confirmed the worst possible thing.

“No,” he repeated. “Absolutely not.”

I laughed once, sharp and humorless. “You don’t get to say absolutely not to my body.”

“I do get to say it to my involvement.”

“That isn’t the same thing.”

“Right now, it is.”

His calmness was making me reckless.

“I’ve done the work,” I said. “I’ve lived in this body, changed this body, learned this body. I know what I’m asking for.”

Jackson stood.

“You have not done the work.”

The words were quiet enough to be devastating.

I stared at him.

He continued, each sentence clipped into precision.

“You have not seen a gender specialist. You have not had a proper psychological assessment around this decision. You have not sat with the long-term implications outside of revenue, outside of your page, outside of the constant feedback loop of being rewarded for becoming more feminine online.”

“That’s insulting.”

“It’s true.”

“No,” I snapped. “What’s true is you were perfectly happy to inject me, cut me, reshape me, kiss me, and watch me become more and more Hannah as long as the parts stayed within your comfort zone.”

Jackson’s jaw locked.

“That is not what this is.”

“Then what is it? Because from where I’m standing, it looks a lot like you loved the idea of me transforming right up until the point where it stopped being sexy and became final.”

The second the words left my mouth, something in the room changed.

Not because I had won.

Because I had hurt him.

Jackson looked at me with a kind of cold clarity that made me wish, stupidly and too late, that I had chosen a different weapon.

“I am refusing,” he said, “because this matters too much.”

The sentence landed so cleanly it almost slipped past me.

I was too angry to let it.

“No,” I said. “You’re refusing because you liked Hannah better when she was unfinished.”

He took one step toward me.

The force of his restraint was terrifying.

“I liked,” he said very carefully, “that you were moving through these decisions in stages I could still believe you understood. This is not a stage. This is irreversible. This is the kind of decision that should not be made by someone who is still so entangled in whether he wants to be himself, his persona, or whatever version of femininity makes the most money this quarter.”

His use of he hit like a slap.

I knew, intellectually, he was not making a statement about identity. He was making one about caution, about process, about the fact that I had not formally or therapeutically walked the path required for what I was asking.

That was not how it felt.

It felt like being thrown backward into Hanson at the exact moment I was finally beginning to live more easily inside something else.

“You think I’m a joke,” I said.

Jackson’s face changed, sharp pain under control.

“No.”

“You think I’m confused.”

“I think you’re compromised.”

“I think you’re scared.”

“Yes,” he said.

That answer stunned me.

He didn’t soften it.

“Of course I’m scared,” he continued, voice rougher now. “You are asking for something permanent while still moving through the world in ways that are deeply tied to money, validation, performance, and the possibility of finally becoming someone you can bear to look at. That is not a clean place to make this decision from. I would be a bad doctor and a worse man if I pretended otherwise just because I want you.”

The room went completely silent.

A worse man if I pretended otherwise just because I want you.

There was love inside that sentence.

Or something close enough to make the distinction pointless.

And I hated it for not being permission.

“You don’t trust me,” I said.

Jackson looked exhausted suddenly. “I trust that this is real enough to require more care than you are giving it.”

“That’s such a neat way to dress up no.”

“It is no. For now.”

“For now?” I laughed. “You think I’m going to politely wait around while some specialist tells me whether I’m allowed to know my own body?”

“No,” Jackson said. “I think you should do exactly what you have refused to do from the beginning and stop turning urgency into identity.”

That hit harder than anything else.

Because it was close enough to true to be unbearable.

I reached for my bag. The shopping bags. My phone. Any object that would let me leave before the humiliation turned visible.

“Forget it,” I said.

“Hanson—”

“No. I get it.”

“No, you don’t.”

I turned on him so fast the movement made my earrings swing.

“Then explain it better,” I snapped. “Because right now it sounds exactly like this: you loved touching me, changing me, kissing me, wanting me, but only as long as I stayed in the category that let you feel ethical. Pretty enough to be irresistible, unfinished enough to still control.”

Jackson went white with anger.

Not performative anger. Real.

“That is beneath you.”

“Maybe,” I said. “Maybe not.”

I could see I was bleeding the room dry. Bleeding us dry. I knew it while I was doing it and could not stop because the alternative was standing still long enough to feel what his refusal actually was: not disgust, not contempt, but care in the shape of a boundary.

I did not want a boundary.

I wanted him to say yes and make the fear disappear.

Jackson crossed the room in two strides, close enough now that I had to tilt my head to keep looking at him.

“You think this is about control?” he said softly. “If I wanted control, do you know how easy it would be to tell you exactly what you want to hear?”

I swallowed and said nothing.

“Do you know how badly I wish this conversation were smaller?” he continued. “That it were just one more procedure, one more adjustment, one more thing I could plan and execute and then hold you through afterward?”

The word hold nearly broke something in me.

“But it isn’t,” he said. “And I will not help you make a decision this large while you are still this unexamined and this emotionally inflamed.”

“Emotionally inflamed,” I repeated. “God, you really can make love sound like pathology.”

His eyes shut for one second.

When they opened, the fight had cooled into something worse.

Finality.

“You need a gender specialist,” he said. “You need real assessment. Time. Space away from the page, maybe. Reflection that isn’t monetized. And you need to decide whether this is about embodiment, identity, survival, peace—or whether some part of you still thinks becoming more and more Hannah will finally solve whatever original wound Hanson has been dressing in lipstick and analytics.”

The sentence struck so deep I nearly lost my composure right there.

Instead I reached for cruelty because it was easier.

“Don’t pretend this is noble,” I said. “You’re just rejecting the part of me that got too real.”

Jackson stepped back like I had hit him physically.

Then he nodded once, very slowly, and the movement felt like the closing of a door.

“If that’s the story you need tonight,” he said, “I can’t stop you.”

That made me angrier than if he had shouted.

Because he was leaving me alone inside my own distortion instead of wrestling me out of it.

“Fine,” I said. “I’m done asking.”

“Don’t do this out of spite.”

“I’m not doing it for you at all.”

“No,” he said quietly. “That’s exactly what I’m afraid of.”

The room seemed to tilt slightly.

I grabbed my bag and went for the door.

Jackson did not stop me.

That was the final wound.

Not because I wanted him to physically keep me there. Because some ugly part of me had still been hoping he would do something cinematic. Pull me back. Kiss me. Apologize. Say yes. Choose me over ethics and call it love.

Instead he stood where he was, face pale with restraint, and let me go like a man who understood that stopping me that way would poison everything he was trying to protect.

I yanked the door open.

“Hanson.”

I froze with my hand on the handle.

His voice was quieter now. Tired.

“I am not saying no because I don’t want you,” he said. “I’m saying no because I care what happens to you after wanting stops being enough.”

My throat tightened so fast it hurt.

I did not turn around.

I couldn’t.

Because if I had looked back, I might have believed him more than I wanted to.

So I left.

The drive home was a blur of white headlights and fury so bright it felt medicinal.

I cried once at a red light, which was unacceptable, wiped it away before the car beside me could catch the angle, and then laughed at myself for caring. By the time I reached my building, I had worked myself into a version of certainty ugly enough to survive the elevator ride.

He had rejected me.

That was the simplest story.

That was the one that hurt cleanly.

The more complex story—that he had loved me enough to stop me where I was still trying to rush myself into an answer—required too much tenderness to hold on a night like this.

Upstairs, I threw the shopping bags onto the couch.

The blue dress slid half out of one.
The knit one landed in a heap on the floor.

I stared at them, then at myself in the mirror by the entryway.

Hair glossy.

Mouth perfect.

Breasts real.

Eyes furious and wet.

I looked like Hannah after a war.
Or Hanson in costume after being told costume would never be enough.

The distinction no longer comforted me.

I walked to the bedroom, stripped out of my clothes with none of my usual care, stood in my bra and underwear, then tore the bra off too and looked at my chest in the mirror.

The breasts were mine.

The softness was mine.

The body was mine in all the ways that mattered and still—still—he had said no to the next thing.

I climbed into bed, opened Hannah’s dashboard, and watched the numbers rise.

Tips.
Subscribers.
Adoration.
Messages.

A man sent a thousand dollars with no words attached.
Another sent a voice note asking if I’d ever marry a fan.
Someone else wrote, you’re perfection as you are.

I laughed so suddenly it almost became a sob.

Then I locked the phone and set it facedown.

The room went dark around me.

And in that darkness, stripped of Hannah’s page and Jackson’s hands and every elegant lie I had told myself on the way here, the truth arrived in the only form it had left:

I had lost the one man who cared enough to stop me.

Not because he didn’t love what I was becoming.

Because he understood it might not be done becoming yet.

I turned onto my side carefully, one arm around my own waist like it could substitute for being held, and stared into the dark until the city blurred beyond the curtains.

Then I whispered the sentence I had spent the whole drive refusing to say.

“Fuck you for being right.”

It did not make me feel better.

Nothing did.


Chapter 10
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THE WEEK AFTER I blew up my life with Jackson, Hannah kept making money like nothing had happened. That was the first insult.

The page didn’t care that I had walked out of his clinic shaking with rage and grief and something far worse than either: the humiliating suspicion that he had been right in ways I hated him for. The page didn’t care that I slept badly, woke up with my jaw locked, and checked my phone each morning with the stale hope of a text that never came. The page didn’t care that every mirror in my apartment had become less decorative and more prosecutorial.

It kept running.

Subscribers renewed.

Tips landed.

Brand emails came in with subject lines pretending intimacy and professionalism were compatible.

Men told Hannah she was beautiful, addictive, perfect, divine, unreal, impossible, worth every dollar.

I kept feeding them because I did not know what else to do.

That was the second insult.

Two days after the fight, I did a stream in a pale pink cardigan slipping off one shoulder, glossy mouth, soft hair, and the exact warm little smile that usually made men behave like they’d discovered religion. The tips were excellent. The comments were deranged in the familiar, useful way. I hit every beat I had trained myself to hit: teasing pause, little laugh, praise for the right spender, half-lowered lashes, graceful exit.

Technically, it was flawless.

The second I ended it, I wanted to throw up.

I sat on the edge of my bed still in Hannah’s face and part of Hannah’s body and stared at the dark phone screen after the livestream disconnected. My own reflection looked back at me, slightly blurred by fingerprints and ring light haze.

Pretty.

Soft.

Wanted.

Empty in a way I had not let myself feel before.

I stripped off the cardigan first, then the bra, then the skirt, slower than I usually did because all movement felt thick with resistance lately. My body was real enough now that undressing no longer produced the old clean divide between performance and aftermath. The breasts remained. The hair remained. The softened face remained. Hannah no longer came off in removable parts.

That should have felt like victory.

Instead it left me nowhere to hide.

By day four, I started delaying content.

Not enough for anyone outside to notice. I was still too professional for that. But enough that I could feel the slippage in myself. Scheduled posts replacing spontaneous ones. Fewer voice notes. Shorter streams. More recycled angles. More lingerie. Less of the bright little warmth Hannah’s men had come to think of as sincerity.

The money was still there.

That almost made it worse.

Because if revenue had fallen off a cliff, I could have told myself I was in crisis because the machine was breaking. But the machine was fine. The machine was thriving.

I was the part that had become unusable.

One night I sat at the kitchen counter in a satin sleep set with my laptop open and the dashboard glowing blue-white against the apartment dark, and I found myself reading Hannah’s top comments like they were evidence in a case I had not wanted to file.

you’re perfect as you are

never change baby

wish i could worship you forever

you don’t need anything else, just keep being my girl

My laugh came out ugly.

Because none of them knew what “as you are” meant. Neither did I, not fully. Hannah had become real enough to complicate every answer and monetized enough to distort every reflection. I had built a life around being desired while becoming, and somewhere inside that engine I had mistaken acceleration for truth.

I closed the laptop.

Then I opened it again.

Then, before I could talk myself out of the first correct thing I had done in weeks, I searched the name Jackson had once said in passing during one of our fights.

Tyla Waters, PsyD

Gender specialist.

Los Angeles.

Clinical, calm website.

No pastel empowerment clichés. No Instagram spirituality masquerading as care. Just clear language about identity exploration, transition support, embodiment, dysphoria, social adaptation, and decision-making around medical transition.

I stared at the booking page for almost ten minutes.

Then I made the appointment.

Tyla Waters’ office was in a low white building in Santa Monica that looked more like a discreet architect’s studio than a place where people said the worst truths of their lives out loud. The waiting room was soft without being infantilizing. Muted green sofa. Bookshelves. Real plants. No inspirational quotes on the walls, thank God.

I wore jeans, a cream knit top, and a camel coat. Hair down. Light makeup. Neutral mouth. Feminine enough that the receptionist didn’t hesitate over pronouns. Feminine enough that I could feel every second of it while still not knowing whether to feel relieved or fraudulent.

When Tyla opened the door and called my name, I stood with that weird internal split I had developed lately, the one where my body moved like one person and my thoughts lagged behind like another.

She was maybe mid-forties, Black, elegant in that understated therapist way where the real luxury was how completely she seemed to inhabit herself. No forced softness. No performative intensity. Just attention, already present before I had earned it.

“Hanson?” she said.

I nodded.

Then, because the question had been gnawing at me in a thousand smaller interactions all week, I said, “Actually… Hannah is fine.”

Tyla’s face changed only in the smallest, most humane way.

“All right,” she said. “Hannah.”

That alone made me want to cry, which was obnoxious.

Her office was warm and uncluttered. Two chairs angled toward each other, a low table with tissues, a rug soft enough to look expensive without trying. I sat and crossed my legs, then uncrossed them because suddenly every movement felt self-conscious. Tyla sat opposite me with a notebook she barely looked at.

“What brought you in?” she asked.

The question was simple.

My answer was not.

So, naturally, I started with the professional lie.

“I run a subscription page,” I said. “A persona-based creator brand. It started as—”

“Started,” Tyla said gently. “Not is?”

I looked at her.

There it was already. Not hostile. Not impressed by my own framing either.

“It started as performance,” I said more slowly. “Then it became money. Then body changes. Then more money. Then… not just money.”

Tyla nodded once. “Take me through it.”

So I did.

Not perfectly.

Not cleanly.

But honestly enough that by the ten-minute mark I had stopped trying to sound clever and by the twenty-minute mark I had said things I had not fully admitted even to myself.

The agency.

The firing.

The build of Hannah as a brand.

The AI images.

The first filler appointment.

The prosthetics.

The thrill.

The body changes.

The breasts.

Jackson.

The page getting huge.

The meetup.

The fight.

The word vaginoplasty leaving my mouth like a future I had already mentally furnished.

The refusal.

The fury.

The awful suspicion that without Hannah’s momentum and my audience’s hunger, I no longer knew which desires had belonged to me first.

Tyla let me speak without interruption long enough that I ran out of architecture and had to start saying the ugly things plain.

“I don’t know how much of this is me and how much of this is reward,” I said finally. “The money, the attention, the… adrenaline. It all became braided together. And now when I try to pull them apart, I feel like I’m ripping the wrong thing.”

That made her write something down for the first time.

“What do you feel,” she asked, “when you are alone and not being watched?”

The question landed deep.

I looked at my own hands for a second before answering.

“Sometimes quiet,” I said. “When I’m dressed and not rushing. When I catch myself in the mirror and everything lines up for a second. When my body feels less like a costume I’m putting on and more like… a direction my nervous system prefers.”

Tyla nodded.

“And what do you feel when that alignment is interrupted?”

“Angry,” I said instantly. Then, because it wasn’t enough: “And embarrassed. And… wrong in a way that isn’t about beauty.”

Her gaze stayed gentle and very exact.

“That matters.”

I laughed once without humor. “Everything matters. That’s the problem.”

“No,” she said. “The problem is that you’ve had no neutral ground to notice what matters before it gets monetized.”

That shut me up.

Tyla leaned back slightly. “You’ve created a life in which embodiment, desirability, income, power, and identity are all feeding each other. That doesn’t make any one feeling false. It does make it very hard to assess what is sustainable.”

I swallowed.

“Do you think I’m trans?”

She was quiet a beat before answering, and I appreciated that more than if she had produced instant certainty.

“I think,” she said, “that you are describing significant and persistent signs of gender incongruence. Relief in feminization that goes beyond arousal or performance. Distress when femininity is interrupted. A longstanding internal relationship to girlhood or womanhood that predates the platform. A body-based longing for coherence, not just attention.”

My throat tightened.

“That sounds like yes.”

“It sounds like it deserves to be taken very seriously.”

I looked away.

“And surgery?” I asked. “Specifically… lower surgery.”

Tyla’s voice stayed calm. “Much too early for me to tell you that’s right. Not because I think you’re frivolous. Because what you’re describing is still unfolding under extraordinary external reinforcement. The adrenaline of admiration, money, and rapid transformation is real. It can feel clarifying while actually being destabilizing.”

I nodded slowly.

“That’s what he said,” I murmured.

“Jackson?”

The fact that I had used his name without introducing him properly made my face warm.

“Yes.”

Tyla wrote something else down. “He may have handled it imperfectly in the moment. I don’t know. But from what you’re describing, the core concern was sound.”

The hurt of that landed softer here.

Not because it hurt less. Because it no longer sounded like rejection.

Tyla continued, “The task before you is not to prove yourself enough for a surgery. It’s to accept yourself enough to know what any surgery would actually be serving.”

I stared at her.

“That sounds simple,” I said.

“It isn’t.”

“No.”

She folded one leg over the other and looked at me with a steadiness that felt earned.

“Acceptance,” she said, “is not the same as applause. Your page gives you applause. Money gives you reinforcement. Desire gives you adrenaline. None of those are the same as acceptance.”

I went still.

“Acceptance,” she said, “would mean you remain yourself even in the silence. Even when no one is paying. Even when your body is in process, unfinished, imperfect, inconvenient, or not legible on demand. It means womanhood cannot only feel real to you when it is being reflected back by men who want something from you.”

That line went through me like clean pain.

Because she was right.

And because I had known, somewhere under all the performance, that she was right.

“So what do I do?” I asked quietly.

“You slow down,” Tyla said. “You keep talking. You let your private sense of self get ahead of the market for once. You stop treating every next step as proof. And you allow the possibility that you are not becoming a woman because the internet rewarded you. You may have built an internet girl because some part of you was finally desperate enough to become visible.”

The room blurred for one second.

I blinked it back and laughed weakly. “You people really know how to ruin a good branding narrative.”

Tyla smiled then. Small, real.

“It was never only branding.”

When the session ended, I booked another before I could decide not to. Outside, the air off the ocean felt cooler than Beverly Hills ever managed. I sat in my car with both hands on the wheel and didn’t start the engine for a long time.

Then I picked up my phone.

Opened Jackson’s thread.

Closed it.

Opened it again.

Finally, I typed:

I saw a gender specialist. Can I come by tonight?

He replied almost immediately.

Come after nine.

The clinic was fully dark except for his private office and one lamp in the hall.

That should have felt ominous.

Instead it felt intimate in the tired, adult way I had started associating with Jackson—spaces after hours, where everything performative had already gone home and only the truest versions of us remained.

He was in the office when I came in, jacket off, collar open, a glass of whiskey in one hand and his reading glasses low on his nose while he looked over something at his desk. The sight of him like that hit me with such immediate affection it almost hurt.

He looked up.

For a second neither of us moved.

Then he stood and set the glass down.

“Hannah.”

The way he said it—without hesitation, without question—nearly broke me before the conversation even began.

I closed the door behind me. “I saw Tyla Waters.”

Jackson’s face sharpened. “And?”

I crossed the room slowly, coat still on, hands cold despite the office warmth.

“And she thinks there are real signs here,” I said. “Real enough to take seriously. Real enough that this isn’t just performance or money or me having the world’s most profitable nervous breakdown.”

A flicker crossed his face. Relief, maybe. Sadness. Something.

“But,” I continued, “she also thinks it’s too early to know whether lower surgery is right. She said I’ve had no neutral ground. That the adrenaline of admiration has been too loud. That I need acceptance more than acceleration.”

Jackson was quiet.

I forced myself to meet his eyes fully.

“You were right,” I said. “And I’m sorry.”

The apology changed the room.

Not because it made him win. Because it made both of us have to stop fighting.

Jackson came around the desk slowly, stopping close enough that I could smell the whiskey on his breath and the clean warmth of his skin underneath it.

“I’m sorry too,” he said. “For the way I said some of it. And for…” He exhaled once. “For misgendering you in the middle of a fight.”

There it was.

The thing that had lodged under my skin and stayed there even after the anger burned off.

I swallowed. “Thank you.”

His hand came up slowly, giving me time to refuse, and touched the side of my face.

“I should have been more careful with that,” he said quietly.

I leaned into his palm before pride could stop me.

“I think,” I said, voice smaller now, “I was asking you to tell me who I was. And when you wouldn’t, I turned it into rejection.”

Jackson looked at me for a long second.

“Who are you now?”

The answer arrived gently this time.

“Trying to be a woman who exists even when no one is watching,” I said.

Something in his face opened.

I hadn’t meant to cry. Still, my eyes burned.

Jackson drew me in before the first tear could embarrass me properly, one arm around my waist, the other at the back of my head. I folded into him with a sound that was mostly relief and a little grief. His chest was warm. His hold was unhurried. No rescue fantasy. No punishment. Just presence.

When he tipped my face up and kissed me, it felt nothing like the frantic heat of the exam room weeks ago.

This was slower.

More certain.

Less about tension finally snapping and more about recognition settling into touch.

He kissed me like he had already updated the shape of me inside himself and the update had held.

I melted a little. There was no other word.

My hands found his shirt, then the line of his waist, then the back of his neck. The office felt very quiet. The lamp light soft. His mouth warm and patient and then less patient when I kissed him harder.

“Hannah,” he murmured against my mouth.

“Yes.”

The answer came out as breath and permission both.

What followed was not rushed. Not staged. Not anything like the page.

He touched me with the kind of reverence that undid whatever was left in me that still believed desire was only real when it was paid for or watched. His hands moved over my body as if none of it was provisional. Breasts, waist, hips, hair, all of it held and kissed and wanted without a single trace of assessment.

When he sank to his knees in front of me, one broad hand at the back of my thigh through my skirt, and looked up, I felt the whole old architecture of my shame falter.

“I don’t care what’s between your legs, you’re all woman to me,” he said softly.

I nodded, unable to speak.

He smiled once, very slightly. “Good.”

“I’ve never done this before, but I think I can, with you,” he said.

He pulled my panties—yearning in his eyes, more than hunger, something that’s eager and accepting that I didn’t have enough words to describe what it was.

The intimacy that followed was tender enough to make me shake and grounded enough to keep me there. He moved with care, with patience, with the sort of generous attention that makes a body stop bracing against itself. Not performative. Not the kind of touch designed to make me feel like a fantasy. The kind that made me feel like a woman.

And later, when the couch in his office became part of the night and he reached for the discreet bottle of clinic lubricant from a side cabinet with a look so dry it almost made me laugh through the heat of everything, the small practicality of it somehow made the whole thing sweeter.

“Of course you have lube in your office,” I whispered.

“It’s a medical office,” he murmured against my neck.

“Disgustingly convenient.”

“Focus.”

So I did.

What mattered was not the mechanics. It was the meaning.

That he made room for me without hesitation.

That he never once treated the absence between my thighs as contradiction.

That his body’s wanting of mine did not snag where my own self-concept had once been most afraid.

He made love to me with steadiness instead of spectacle, and somewhere in the middle of it, holding onto his shoulders while he murmured my name like it was already settled, I understood something Tyla had meant without knowing she had meant this too:

Acceptance can also arrive through being held where you thought you were least acceptable.

Later, tangled together on the office couch with my head against his chest and the lamp throwing a warm low circle over the room, the world felt hushed in that dangerous post-cry, post-sex, post-truth way where nothing fake survives.

Jackson stroked my hair back from my forehead.

I drew lazy lines across his shirt with one fingertip and said, because apparently I had become a woman who said impossible things out loud now, “I love you.”

The silence after was brief enough to save me from death.

Then his arm tightened around me.

“I love you too,” he said into my hair.

I closed my eyes.

For the first time in months, maybe years, the quiet inside me did not feel like emptiness or recoil or the space between performances.

It felt like home.


Epilogue
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A YEAR LATER, I went live with no filter, no paywall, and nothing to sell except the truth. That still felt strange sometimes. Not bad. Never bad. Just strange in the way all healed things stayed faintly miraculous long after the crisis that made them necessary.

My old FansClusive account was gone. Shut down six months ago with one final post, one final wave of male grief, one final obscene burst of money I refused on principle because by then I already knew the difference between being adored and being consumed.

Hannah still existed.

But not as a purchasable fantasy.

Now she existed as me.

Online, that meant something very different.

My page had changed slowly, then all at once. First fewer customs. Then fewer thirst traps. Then more face-to-camera talks, more recovery updates, more styling videos, more honest little reflections about transition, body image, passing, beauty, hormones, surgery, not-surgery, safety, dysphoria, desire, and the exhausting political burden of explaining your existence in a world that always wanted a simple narrative from women like me.

I had not given them a simple one.

That, I think, was why they stayed.

Because I was beautiful, yes. I knew that now without flinching. Beautiful in a way I had worked for and softened into and finally learned to inhabit without apology. But I was also honest enough to be useful. I talked openly about choosing not to pursue SRS, at least not now, maybe not ever, and how that decision no longer felt like incompletion to me.

I talked about embodiment instead of purity. About acceptance instead of performance. About how womanhood had stopped being the finish line of a procedure list and become something quieter, fuller, more lived.

The internet loved a before-and-after.

What I gave them was more complicated than that.

And maybe because of that, I now had three point two thousand people watching me from a ring light perched on a stack of books in Jackson’s apartment while I sat cross-legged on his bed in a red silk slip and lip gloss, answering questions about breast implant maintenance and whether trans joy ever stopped feeling fragile.

The slip was one of Jackson’s favorites on me.

He had never said that in so many words, because he still liked behaving as though his tastes were a private medical condition, but I knew. It was bias-cut and rich red and clung to my body like it had been designed by a man with excellent self-control who wanted to be punished for it. Thin straps. Soft neckline. Bare shoulders. My hair fell long and dark down my back, glossy from the blowout I’d done that afternoon. My nails were sheer pink. My skin looked expensive in the warm apartment lighting.

I looked, in other words, exactly like the kind of woman who once would have made men bankrupt themselves over a three-minute video.

Now I was talking to my audience about scar care and emotional regulation after major body changes.

Growth.

The comments were moving too fast to read all at once.

you look sooo good tonight

mother

please talk about choosing no SRS again i needed that

you make me feel less broken

red is your color omg

how did you know you were already enough?

That last one made me smile.

“I don’t think I woke up one morning and magically knew,” I said, tucking one leg under the other. The red silk shifted over my thigh. “I think I got tired. Honestly. Tired of treating myself like a project with a final exam. Tired of acting like peace was waiting at the next procedure, the next validation hit, the next milestone. I’m a woman now because I live as one, feel as one, move through the world as one, and know myself as one. That became enough when I stopped asking strangers to certify it.”

Hearts flooded the screen.

I smiled softly, a little moved despite myself.

A year ago I would have known exactly how to leverage that emotion into retention and tips and recurring intimacy. Now I just let it pass through me like weather.

I was reaching for my water when the little guest-request icon popped up in the corner of the live.

Usually I ignored those. My audience knew that. I did the occasional guest stream with another trans creator or a makeup artist or once, memorably, a lawyer who specialized in name-change paperwork and unexpectedly became the hottest person my audience had ever seen.

This request came from an account with no face, no real posts, and the kind of nonsense username that screamed burner account.

I frowned slightly.

“Who is this?” I murmured, reading it. “Oh my God. You people are so weird.”

The comments exploded instantly.

accept ittttt

do it do it do it

it’s probably a troll

pls let them in lol

watch it be your man

I laughed.

“My man is at the clinic,” I said. “He is, tragically, a respected medical professional with patients and a license.”

That got the kind of comment storm only the internet could produce around romance and authority.

Still, something about the request tugged at me.

Maybe curiosity. Maybe boredom. Maybe the fact that the username was just random enough to feel familiar in the way good lies always did.

“Fine,” I said. “If this is a serial killer, I want everyone to know I died gorgeous.”

I accepted the request.

The split screen loaded.

For one surreal second all I saw was a blurred ceiling and fluorescent light. Then the camera tilted down.

And there was Jackson.

In scrubs.

At the clinic.

On one knee.

For the first half second, my brain simply refused the image.

Jackson Park, elegant and composed and pathologically controlled, kneeling in what was unmistakably one of his private consult rooms with his phone propped up badly somewhere low and his expression caught halfway between love and a man who had clearly made a series of decisions and was now committed to surviving them.

My hand flew to my mouth.

The live comments detonated.

OH MY GOD

IS THAT DR PARK????

HE’S REAL?????

SCREAMING

THE KNEE????

PROPOSAL???

I AM LOSING MY MIND

I was losing mine too.

“Jackson,” I said, and my voice came out smaller than I intended.

He looked directly into the camera, then at me through it, and I saw immediately that he was nervous.

It was one of the most beautiful things I had ever seen.

“Hannah,” he said.

Three point two thousand people may as well have ceased to exist.

He was in one of the quieter rooms at the clinic, still in dark scrubs under a white coat he had apparently not had the presence of mind to take off. The overhead medical lighting made the whole thing feel absurdly him—of course the love of my life would propose to me from a room where he had once taught me how to massage my implants and then thoroughly derailed his own professionalism for a year straight.

One of his hands disappeared briefly out of frame.

When it came back, there was a ring box in it.

The comments somehow moved even faster.

I started crying before he even opened it.

“Oh my God,” I whispered.

Jackson gave a breath of laughter through his nose, the sort that meant he was only barely holding himself together.

“You once told me,” he said, “that you wanted to be a princess.”

The tears got worse immediately.

“In fairness,” I said shakily, “I also wanted to be rich and difficult.”

“You’ve achieved both.”

The live chat became unusable.

I laughed through the tears, one hand pressed to my chest.

Jackson opened the box.

The ring inside was elegant, radiant, and exactly right. No gaudy celebrity nonsense. Just light and taste and intent.

He looked at me in that same steady, life-altering way he always had when I was on the verge of changing shape.

“You came to me first as a question,” he said softly. “Then a disruption. Then the most beautiful complication of my life. I have watched you become more honest, more certain, more yourself than anyone else I have ever known. I have loved you in process. I have loved you in pain. I have loved you in silk, in tears, in fury, in makeup, in healing bras, in my office after hours, and in every quiet ordinary moment in between.”

I was openly crying by then, red slip, smeared gloss, ruined dignity, all of it.

Jackson continued, voice rougher now.

“You do not need anything else to be a woman. You do not need anything else to be whole. But if you would let me, I would like to spend the rest of my life reminding you of that whenever the world gets loud.”

He swallowed once.

Then, in front of 3.2 thousand live viewers and the full, deranged machinery of the internet, Jackson Park looked into the camera and said, “Will you marry me?”

I made a sound that was part laugh, part sob, part complete loss of composure.

“Yes,” I said immediately.

Then louder, because the comments were all caps and the moment deserved it: “Yes, of course I’ll marry you, you insane, beautiful man.”

Jackson closed his eyes for one brief second like relief had weight.

When he opened them again, he was smiling. Not the tiny controlled almost-smiles I used to have to earn one at a time. A real one. Warm. Blinding. Entirely mine.

The comments were unreadable chaos.

YESSSSSS

I NEED A BREATHING TREATMENT

WE ALL WON TONIGHT

THIS IS THE MOST ROMANTIC THING EVER

DR PARK SUPREMACY

MOTHER IS ENGAGED

I laughed helplessly, wiping at my cheeks.

“You’re supposed to be at work,” I said.

“I am at work.”

“You proposed from the clinic.”

“You say that like it’s the worst thing I’ve ever done there.”

That made me laugh so hard I had to bend forward.

The viewers loved him instantly, which I found appropriate and a little annoying. They flooded the chat demanding the ring, demanding the story, demanding proof he was not a collective hallucination produced by my audience’s need for narrative closure.

I held up my left hand.

“Wait, wait, he still has to physically put it on me,” I said, still laughing through tears.

Jackson glanced sideways, probably at his office door, then back to me.

“Ten minutes,” he said. “Then I’m leaving.”

“For me?”

“For legal reasons, the stream.”

That got another scream out of me and what looked like a thousand viewers all caps begging us not to log off.

I smiled into the camera, touched the strap of my red slip back into place, and looked at the man who had once stopped me in the middle of becoming so that I could become more truthfully.

“Okay,” I told my audience, voice warm and wrecked and happier than I had ever heard it. “I think that’s enough internet for one night. I have to go get proposed to in person.”

The comments somehow found another level of chaos.

I ended the live with my face still wet and glowing, then sat there for one stunned second in the sudden quiet of Jackson’s apartment bedroom, the ring not yet on my finger and already real enough to change my whole body.

Then I laughed once, wiped my cheeks, and looked at my reflection in the dark phone screen.

Red silk.

Long dark hair.

Mouth soft from crying.

Woman, completely.

No paywall.

No performance.

No confusion.

Just love, and the life I had built after finally letting myself keep it.

Then I stood, smoothed the red slip down over my hips, and went to meet my future husband.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Internet Girl? In that case, I hope you can check out my second full-length Transgender Transformation novel, Creating The Lady.
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“My best friend needed a glamorous fake fiancée to sell the power couple fantasy and lure more investors. Neither of us expected me to transform into her for real.”

Creating the Lady is Lilly Lustwood’s second full novel. It’s a glamorous, high-stakes feminization romance about luxury beauty, body transformation, trans awakening, scandal, obsession, surgery, power, and a love story of more than 50,000 words, fierce enough to survive the world finding out the truth.

Read Creating The Lady

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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“Five deliciously girly transformations.”

Step into a world of glamour, temptation, and irresistible feminization in this illustrated romance collection from Lilly Lustwood. Inside are five standalone feminization stories, each paired with beautiful images and packed with transformation, seduction, and girly fantasy.

No repeats. No cross-additions. These stories are exclusive to this collection and do not appear in Lilly Lustwood’s other collections.

Included in this collection:

His First Skirt

The Pink Mask

Seven Girly Sins

Girly Weekends

Trapping My Boss

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Secret Girly Transformations


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of emails, but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them, so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

We have over 44,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…

[image: ]

“The oils and the bikini are part of your surfing lessons.”

I used all my savings to fly to the Philippines—Siargao, to be exact, for one reason: to learn how to ride the waves like a man who finally had his life together.

Instead, I found Ramon Dela Cruz. He’s the island’s most feared and desired surf instructor—broad-shouldered, impossibly masculine, and far too intense for my comfort. He doesn’t teach tourists in groups. He doesn’t tolerate whining. And when he offers to train me alone on a secret islet called Babaylan, I say yes before I can think better of it.

That’s when everything changes.

The oils he rubs into my skin make me stronger in the water… and softer everywhere else. My body starts shifting in ways that should terrify me—smoother skin, fuller curves, breasts, hips, and a face so pretty I barely recognize myself. The more feminine I become, the better I surf. The better I surf, the harder it is to stop.

Soon, I’m no longer just learning the waves. I’m learning how it feels to be wanted as a woman. But Siargao is no ordinary island, and Ramon is no ordinary man. When a storm nearly kills me, and his touch becomes the only thing keeping me together, I have to face the truth I’ve been running from my whole life: Did I come to Siargao to become a better man… or the woman I was always meant to be?

Read The Summer I Became a Girl

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Internet Girl.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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