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BEFORE the surgery I felt like I 
had the body of a little boy.

At 19-years-old I was an A-cup 
and unconfident because of it.

I felt so traumatised by my body 
that revealing it to another person 
was not an option and I wore pad-
ded bras all the time. I never left 
my house without them. 

One morning, after sleeping over 
at my friend’s house  after school, I 
went down to the breakfast table in 
my nightdress.

They were looking at me strange-
ly and then pointed at my chest and 
asked: “What’s that?”

I looked down and saw that my 
padding was sticking out of my 
bra. I was so embarrassed, I had 
to try and convince them it was 
something else.

Even though they were my best 
friends, I didn’t want them to know 
that I had a weakness that affected 
me as much as it did.

I thought that they would disown 
me if they found out my secret be-
cause I was so different.

My mum was the only person 
who knew that I wore a padded 
bra. I was so ashamed of my body. 
I felt that no-one else had the same 
problem that I faced.

I would see other girls who had 
small boobs and it would make me 
feel a little bit better but no-one 
had as bad a problem as me.

 It was like having no arms ex-
cept worse, because arms don’t de-
fine you as a woman. I would have 
given my left hand to have boobs 
– at least then I would have been 
sexy and womanly.

I couldn’t take my clothes off 
even in front of my boyfriend, 
which was frustrating for him. We 
started going out when we were 
16, and split up when I went to uni-
versity. We started going out again 
when I moved back home.

He loved me  but I was only with 
him because I 
needed to be 
with someone. 

He was self 
conscious like 
me. He had an 
eating disorder and would refuse 
to eat food. 

He would point out things that 
he thought were wrong with me. It 
was not a very healthy relationship. 
My boyfriend always used to com-
ment on the size of my breasts.

 Sometimes he would try to make 
me feel better by telling me that I 
had a good body and he didn’t un-
derstand why I couldn’t undress in 
front of him.

How	far	would	you	go	to	
change	yourself?

Join	the	gym,	stop	
drinking,	or	spend	
thousands	of	pounds	on	
plastic	surgery?

One	Kingston	University	
student	tried	everything.
But	only	through	surgery	
did	she	get	the	boobs	
she	always	wanted.	

Here	she	tells	the	tale	of	
her	life-changing	breast	
enlargement.

The	truth	about	breast	
enlargement	surgery

‘I would give my left hand for boobs’

But then other times he would 
just callously say “you’ve got 
small boobs”, knowing what that 
one comment would do to my self-
esteem. He shouldn’t have men-
tioned the unmentionable.

The worst thing was when he 
would pay attention to girls with 
big boobs, it made me feel like I 

needed to get big 
boobs to get his 
attention so that 
I wouldn’t need 
to worry about 
those other girls.

I knew that if I had a boob job I 
would have a normal body and be 
happy with my appearance. 

However, the person who had 
the most impact on me was my 
own mother, who was also uncom-
fortable with her small chest.

My mum has always had her in-
securities and in a way she passed 
them down to me. She would con-
stantly talk about her figure and 
how you had to have breasts to 

have a normal “womanly” figure.
For me, the only way out was 

plastic surgery – I had tried every-
thing but nothing worked.

I did exercises to try and make 
my bust bigger, I went on a fattier 
diet to put on weight and I changed 
my contraceptive pill to one with 
more oestrogen.

I even bought some pills from an 
advert in a magazine because they 
claimed to make your bust bigger. 
They cost £100 for a three-month 
supply, were enormous and tasted 
disgusting. I had to take them four 
times a day and they made me gag 
every time. It was then I knew I 
had to get the surgery.

In some people’s eyes plastic 
surgery is just a quick fix for a 
problem that is a lot more compli-
cated than it seems. This may be 
true for some, but in my situation I 
got so depressed that there was no 
other way. 

The turning point came after I 
broke up with my boyfriend and I 

realised how unhappy my imper-
fections were making me.

I was sitting in the pub, reading 
a magazine. I turned the page and 
saw the words “Why wait?” on 
an advert for cosmetic surgery. I 
realised there was no point being 
unhappy anymore when it could be 
sorted out with a simple operation. 

I asked my mum if she would 
help me to pay for the surgery 
and she agreed 
straight away. 
She told me that 
she was proud of 
me for being so 
brave and doing 
something about 
a problem that had made her un-
happy her whole life.

For my consultation I had to go 
to Bristol, my nearest clinic, to be 
checked out. The ninenty minute 
train journey there gave me far 
too much time to think about what 
could happen. 

Would it be painful? What would 

the staff be like? Would they even 
let me have the surgery in the first 
place? My mind was overloaded 
with possibilities.

I was taken into the doctor’s of-
fice and greeted by a male doctor. I 
was told to take off my top and bra 
so he could check me over.

 I couldn’t believe that after 19 
years of not showing my body to 
anyone I had to reveal it so easily. 

I felt ashamed 
of myself, stand-
ing topless in a 
doctor’s office, 
but I had to do 
it to get what I 
wanted. The con-

sultant advised me that the biggest 
I could go up to was a C because 
my skin was so tight on my chest.

I went to the reception where 
they gave me a date for the opera-
tion just a fortnight later.

I had no idea it could be done so 
quickly. The thought that all of my 
worries could be over in two weeks 

was too much for me to bear. 
I had taken two years out of my 

course at university and was work-
ing in an office. I paid for some of 
the surgery, which cost £5,089 in 
total, but my parents paid for the 
bulk of it.

I had to hand in a letter at work, 
an engineering company for which 
I was working as a purchasing as-
sistant, to say that I couldn’t work 
for medical reasons but I didn’t 
state why.

One of the girls in the office had 
a dad who was being treated for 
cancer and I felt so bad. I couldn’t 
say I was going for a boob job.

The day before the operation 
was frightening. I had to go shop-
ping for pyjamas in Oxford Street, 
knowing that I would be living in 
them for the next two weeks.

I felt as if my life was going to 
change. Half of me was scared and 
the other half excited.

I was a bit worried the night be-
fore because I had a cold and the 

doctor had said that I had to be in 
perfect health for the operation. 

For a moment I had the slight 
worry that I might die but it didn’t 
stop me. Nothing could have 
stopped me!

When I woke up from the sur-
gery I looked down and saw 
these two huge 
mounds on my 
chest, wrapped 
up in a bandage 
all around my body.

I couldn’t move very much and I 
was in pain. 

For three weeks, my mum had to 
look after me because I was com-
pletely immobile.

It was so boring being stuck in-
side and having other people care 
for me. I hated it.

The anaesthetic and morphine 
made me emotional and tired. But 
I don’t have any regrets.

It wasn’t like I had something 
special or new, it was just that I 
was normal and had what every 

other woman had.
I am completely confident about 

my body now.
I have become more open with 

my body and can go on holiday, 
have a great time and not be wor-
ried about my chest.

I love doing things that most 
girls take for 
granted, like go-
ing shopping for 
low-cut tops.

It is really strange looking back 
to that time of my life.

Now, three years later, I feel a lot 
more confident than other people 
because I have been to rock bottom 
and come back up again.

I do not want to let my negative 
thoughts about myself control my 
life again as much as they did.

I didn’t do this to become a 
glamour model or become famous, 
I just wanted to feel normal. Now I 
can get on with life and handle my 
insecurities better.
Story told to Stephanie Phillips. 
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       When I woke up 
from the surgery I 

saw these two huge 
mounds on my chest

‘‘
          I needed to get 
big boobs to get his 

attention‘‘         I just wanted to 
feel normal‘‘

75% of UK women who have had Breast Aug-
mentation surgery between April and Octo-
ber last year went up one or two cup sizes.

Manufacturers say the average breast implants should last for 10 
years.

The average cost of breast enlargement surgery in the UK is between 
£3,500 and £5000 depending on where the operation takes place.

A third of girls under 16 admitted they would have surgery to improve 
their looks.

Patients will soon be able to opt for natural breast augmentation after 
stem cell research paved the way for using body fat in the operations.

is the amount Breast augmentation surger-
ies have increased by this year.30%

275%more breast augmentation proce-
dures were carried out in the UK 
last year than in 2002.

91% of all cosmetic procedures carried out in 
2008 were carried out on women.

Women can now get a boob job in a jab in Manchester. Hyaluronic 
acid, a synthetic substance that’s long been used in facial aesthetics, is 
injected into the breast to temporarily enhance them.

24%of male Kingston students admit the first 
thing they look at on a woman are her 
breasts. Bums proved slightly more popular 
with 27 per cent.
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Breast implants before surgery


