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Karen hesitated, eyeing the clock. The costume party she was
invited to at the last minute would start soon, and she still had no
idea what to wear. The thrift shop was her only option now, but she
wasn't too optimistic. As she stepped inside, the smell of old
clothes hit her, and she sighed.

"Excuse me, | need a costume. Something original, you know...,"
she said, not expecting much.

The old man behind the counter barely glanced at her. "You want
something special? Try this." He took a large, bright box and
slammed it on the desk. “Princesss Jasmine, from that Disney
cartoon.”

Karen blinked, taken aback. "Do | look like a Jasmine to you?”

"Trust me," he said, a grin creeping across his wrinkled face. "This
will fit you just right. It's all in here - bodysuit, wig, everything."

“A bodysuit? Like a rubber thing? Oh God it's going to be so hot in
here.” She commented, but deep down the idea of slipping into
something tight like that was intriguing. “Well, the costume itself
leaves lots of skin visible, so you'll need the rubber skin to keep you
warm.” She felt the bodysuit in her hands, it was rubbery but not as
elastic as she had expected. Would it look realistic? Worst case, she
could be a creepy Disney princess zombie, now that would be
original she thought. She sighed and handed him the money, more
han she had planned to spend, but there was no going back now.
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A part of her hated being a last-minute replacement, but

another part was excited. Maybe tonight she'd finally have
her chance to stand out—even if it meant looking nothing like
herself.

\When Karen got home, she glanced at the clock. Still two
hours, good. She opened the box and laid out its contents:
the brown rubber suit, a black long wig, a small bottle of oil, a
tube of glue, a bald cap, and a box of contacts. She took a
deep breath, heading for the shower. After drying herself off,
she carefully blow-dried her short hair.

Once her hair was dry, she fitted the bald cap over her head.
It felt strange, she avoided the mirror, not wanting to see how
_ridiculous she looked. Then came the suit. She felt the odd
material between her fingers before stepping into it, starting
with her legs. The tight rubber stretched over her pale skin,
and she tugged it upward, inch by inch like stockings. After a
couple of minutes, she stopped to stare at her legs in shock. It
looked kind of real. The texture, the brown hue... She
continued, pulling the suit over her torso, arms and head,
carefully matching her nostrils, lips, and ears. The feeling of
having her lips completely covered was unsettling, and
adjusting the suit around her nostrils made her breathing a
bit difficult at first. Also, her ears, muffled under the layer,
dulled the sounds around her. It was still a highly detailed
product though and zipped it shut, the transformation was
almost perfect. Only a long seal under her armpit hinted at
the suit’s existence.
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Karen reached for the bottle of oil, hesitating. She didn't
want to overdo it and end up looking greasy, but when she
applied it, the material seemed to absorb the oil instantly.
Surprisingly, the rubber took on a soft matte look. Her skin
didn't feel like rubber either now. It felt warm, alive, like real
human skin—the skin of someone born in the Middle East or
Latin America. She eagerly applied the oil on every inch of
her body, mesmerized by the change in look. Everything
looked real and alien now: her larger, brown breasts with
dark aureolas, her vagina, her buttcheeks. The sight of her
intimate body parts made her uncomfortable—so foreign, so
different from her own. For the first time she felt a mild
discomfort and thought she might have gone a bit too far
with that costume. She checked the time. One hour and 30
minutes, including the ride to the venue. She definitely
didn’t have the time to get out of the bodysuit and look for
something else. She put on the Disney princess costume,
adjusting it over her now larger breasts.

Finally, she allowed herself to look in the mirror. Staring
back at her was a bald young Arab woman with strikingly
out-of-place blue eyes. Despite the mismatch, the realism
was far beyond what she had expected. She noticed her
facial features had been altered by the bodysuit too, a
bigger nose and different cheekbones giving her now an
exotic vibe. All the resemblance the brown woman staring
into the mirror to Karen was limited to her height, eyes and
voice.
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A black wig and a pair of brown contacts completed the kit.
Karen hesitated at the thought of putting in the thrift shop
contacts—an eye infection was the last thing she wanted. But
the quality of the suit had impressed her so much that she
couldn't resist seeing the full transformation. Carefully, she
popped the lenses in, blinking a few times to adjust until
they found their natural position. They didn‘t disappoint. Her
baby blue eyes vanished, replaced by a deep, dark brown
that looked unnervingly real. No hint of her original eye
color peeked through. She stared into the mirror for a few
minutes, mesmerized by the intelligent brown eyes that now
seemed to be her own.

Next, she put on the long black wig, which felt like a stuffed
animal, as heavy as it was. "l hope it's clean. Oh well, at least
it won't go directly on my skin.” She secured it to her fake
scalp with the provided glue, feeling its weight attached to
her head, and stepped back to check herself in the mirror.

"Fuck, | make a pretty convincing Jasmine! | could work at
Disneyland!” - she thought “Not even my mum would
recognize mel”

She had been worried about looking frightening horrifying
with the skin suit on. She wasn't just passable, she looked
gorgeous and 100% Arab. Too bad nobody would believe
her if she showed the pictures to her friends!
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Karen, now fully transformed into Jasmine, headed to the Halloween party
feeling confident that her outfit would turn heads. She took a cab to the venue,
the cool autumn breeze brushing against her fake skin, yet she didn't feel a chill
despite her revealing costume. As she stepped out, she immediately noticed
the stares, and though no one recognized her, she enjoyed the attention.

At the party, a random guy approached her, clearly intrigued. "Where are you
from?" he asked, his eyes lingering on her face.

She smiled, her voice light. "l thought my accent gave it away—I'm from here.”

"No, but where are you really from?"Karen blinked, caught off guard. Then she
laughed, realizing the misunderstanding. "Oh, right! The costume, haha. Nah,
it's just a bodysuit. I'm actually white.”

His eyes widened in disbelief. "No way!”

S "Yeah, really! Oh, wait, my friends are here!" she said, making her exit as the guy
. |remained stunned.

At first, she had fun using her new look to flirt silently with a few guys, watching
their reactions. But as soon as she started talking, her familiar voice gave her
away. Her friends were shocked by the transformation.

Karen smiled. Tonight, she was anything but boring. If anything, the felt like the
star of the party.



SKIN DEEP

Karen had grown accustomed to the tight embrace of the
bodysuit, to the faint smell of rubber lingering in her nostrils, to
the muffled sounds around her, and to the dry feeling of the
contacts irritating her eyes. By the end of the night, the
sensation of wearing the suit felt almost natural. When she
finally got home, she was too exhausted to take it off, and
didn’t mind sleeping in it, collapsing into bed with a strange
comfort in the idea of sleeping as a princess.

When she woke up the next morning, the weight of her hair
remained her of the transformation she had underwent the day
before. Her long, braided wig had come loose during the night,
now hanging soft and free. She casually tugged at it. A sharp
pain jolted through her scalp.

Frowning, she grabbed the thick, black mane and pulled
harder, wincing at the pain. Her thoughts scrambled to make
sense of what was happening. Her mind raced, panic rising. “It
won't budge!” - she thought.

Her skin felt different too. When she had first worn the suit, it
felt like being coated in tight rubber. She still felt the pressure
keeping his body in shape, but she could swore she now felt
the breeze against her brown skin and her panties sliding
against her vagina as she walked.
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Karen hovered her brown fingers over her torso, feeling the
warmth, the texture, the sensation of her nails digging into what
should have been the bodysuit. But it felt real-too real. She
scratched deeper, expecting the suit to tear, but instead, she
felt a sharp pain, as though the suit had fused with her nerves.

“No, no, no... there's got to be an explanation,” she muttered,
trying to stay calm. Karen had always been cold-blooded in
tense situations. She could detach herself, take a step back, and
evaluate things as an outsider. "l can’t be hallucinating. This is
just a nuisance. There's a way out of this! Just as | put the suit
on, | can take it off. The seal on my arm—that’s the key.” She
frantically searched for the seam under her arm, the one she
had seen the night before. Nothing. She lifted the blue top,
turned up more lights, and searched her body for any sign of
the seal. Her fingers skimmed over her skin, but the seam was
gone. Completely vanished. The sight of her own brown hands
searching her arm made the realization even starker.

A horrifying thought struck her—how would she convince
anyone, especially someone who hadn’t heard her voice, of
what had happened? Her vision blurred as panic washed over
her, and she nearly fainted. But Karen took a deep breath,
pulling herself back. "Okay, this is my life now," she told herself.

" "I might be stuck like this for a while, but I'll figure it out.” She
.l grabbed the box the suit had come in, desperately looking for

clues. There were no instructions, no brand, not even a "Made
in" label. Nothing. Where had this thing come from?
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Then she noticed the bottle of color contacts. A sudden wave
of dread crept over her. Focused on her brown skin and black
hair, she had forgotten about her eyes. Were the contacts stuck
too?

She blinked, feeling her eyes dry out slightly, and rushed to the
bathroom. The reflection of an Arab woman stared back at her,
amplifying her anxiety. “Let’s see if | can at least get rid of these
contacts. If | can show my real eyes, I'll have some proof I'm not
really Jasmine.”

She carefully pinched at the right contact, and after a few tries,
managed to remove it. She let out a small scream of triumph
before checking her reflection. Her heart sank again. Her right
eye was still dark brown. She glanced at the contact lens in her
hand-it was transparent. Just an ordinary vision lens. She
leaned closer to the mirror, examining her eye. It looked
completely natural, as if the pigmentation had transferred onto
her iris, like some kind of bizarre, permanent tattoo.

Karen stared at her face, now fully in trance, studying the
features she was stuck with. After minutes of silent desperation,
she took a deep breath, removed the other contact, and placed
both lenses in their container. At least that was proof that the
costume had existed.

But this was serious. Really serious. People don't absorb
bodysuits into their skin like this.
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The first challenge was canceling all of her plans for the weekend.
She had been scheduled to visit her mom on Sunday, but that was
clearly out of the question now. She couldn’t just show up like that
and explain that her all-American daughter was now an Arab woman
with brown skin and exotic features all because of a bodysuit she had
foolishly tried on.

She sighed and dialed her mom'’s number, her fingers trembling.
“Hi mum!” - she has, her voice uncertain.

“Hi, baby! How have you been? We haven't talked in a while. I've

III

been looking forward to your visit

“| miss you too, Mom!” Karen hesitated, her heart heavy. "About the
trip... |, um, wanted to let you know that my college friends and | are
planning an impromptu beach trip. I'm really sorry, but I'll have to
cancel our visit.

"Oh, it's okay, sweetheart,” her mom replied warmly. “I'm just glad
you're having fun and making friends over there.” Karen forced a
smile, though her throat tightened with guilt. The conversation
dragged on awkwardly until she finally found a moment to wrap it up.

"I've gotta go now, Mom. Talk soon, okay? Love you, bye.”

"Oh mum, I'm sorry.” - she thought, ending the call, tears on her
brown cheeks. “But | can't let you see me like this.”
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Karen finally stripped off the princess costume and threw on a
black crop top and skirt—she still felt extremely warm due to the
extra skin layer and took a last glance at her reflection. That outfit
had never flattered her before, but now she looked... gorgeous.
"At least I'm pretty," she muttered to herself. But this wasn't a
costume anymore. She was about to face the world looking like a
completely different person.

Stepping out of her apartment, she carefully scanned the hallway,
worried that one of her neighbors might see her. What would they
think? That she had a lesbian lover over, maybe, and was leaving i
the morning after a secret rendezvous? In the parking lot, she
spotted a familiar face—one of her neighbors—and panic surged
through her. Not now, she thought, ducking slightly. She stood
there awkwardly, fidgeting with her long hair, then she pretended
to check her phone, waiting for him to leave. After what felt like
forever, she unlocked her car and quickly slipped inside before
anyone else could notice her.

Driving to the nearest first aid center, Karen'’s nerves began to
build. As she sat in the waiting area, she felt the eyes of elderly
patients on her—hostile glances, suspicious of the woman they
assumed was of immigrant descent. She could almost hear the
whispers of xenophobia in their stares. Great, she thought bitterly.
As if | didn’'t have enough to deal with. Karen sat in the waiting
room, time dragging on for hours. Unnoticed by her at first, her
curves seemed to swell slightly, the fabric of her crop top growing
tighter against her skin.
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Adjusting it absentmindedly, she frowned. "Weird," she muttered
to herself. "I could’ve sworn these were smaller." Finally, she was
finally seen by a doctor at the first aid clinic. Nervously, Karen
handed over her ID card. "l know this is hard to believe, but this is
me," she said, her voice shaking. “l am stuck in a skin suit. A
realistic skin suit. | wore it for Halloween, and now | can't get it

off.”

The doctor scoffed, clearly unconvinced. “That doesn't sound like
an emergency to me, but let's take a look.”

After a few minutes of examining her skin, he found no trace of
the seal she’d mentioned. Frowning slightly, the doctor decided
to believe her and took a small skin sample and a blood test. As
Karen sat there, waiting for the results, the reality of her situation
began to sink in even deeper. Something was terribly, terribly
wrong. The doctor returned with a look that made Karen’s heart
sink. His face was pale, his eyes wide with disbelief.

"l owe you an apology," he began, his voice unsteady. "These
results... they're unique.”

Karen's pulse quickened. "What's going on?" she asked, her voice
tight with fear.

“The suit—it's not just a suit. It has a cell-like structure, and it's
merging with your body. Your skin is still there, but it's being
transformed.”
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“The epidermis, your outer layer, is being pushed deeper,
becoming part of the dermis. Which means... Your original skin is
beneath it, but it's no longer functional as a protective layer.”

Karen’s head spun as his words sank in. "So, what does that
mean?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

The doctor sighed. "The bodysuit is now a part of your body, it's
using nutrients carried by your blood vessels. If we tried
removing it, you'd be left looking like a burn victim. And it looks
like the bodysuit is further integrating into your body as the
cartilage of your ears and nose has also merged with the
bodysuit.”

Karen stared at him, her mind racing. She wanted to argue, to
scream that it wasn’t possible, but the doctor spoke with such
authority that she began realizing deep down that she was stuck.

"So..." she stammered, "this... this is my face now?”
The doctor nodded solemnly. "I'm sorry.”

“And what about the hair?” Karen asked, her voice hollow, as if
she were in a trance. By now, anything seemed possible. “It's a
wig... so why does it hurt when | pull it?” She anxiously tugged at
a strand, feeling the sharp sting at her scalp.
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The doctor leaned in, producing a small lens to examine her hairline
closely. After a few moments of silent inspection, he straightened up,
his expression apologetic.

“I'm sorry, but... that’s your hair. It's growing from your scalp.
Completely real.”

Karen's heart pounded in her chest. "But I'm blonde!" she blurted
out, disbelief flooding her mind.

The doctor shook his head. “Whatever adhesive was used to attach
the wig seems to have bonded it to your actual hair follicles. And
now... this hair has taken over. The follicles are producing black hair.”

Her fingers trembled as they ran through the long, dark strands. The
weight, the feel—it was all her own. How could this be real? Her
thoughts then drifted, and a new concern took hold.

"Doctor... is it possible that my breasts are also... changing? | had an
A-cup yesterday, and now... these feel like they're part of me. They're
much bigger.”

The doctor’s expression shifted slightly as he considered the
question. He quickly ordered a mammography, and after a brief
examination, the results were clear: Karen was now the proud owner
of natural-looking D-cups. This wasn't just a suit or a wig anymore. It
was her. All of it.
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Karen's shock gave way to rage. "No, no, this is not fair!" she
shouted, her voice trembling. "l didnt even want to wear this stupid
costume! And now I'm trapped in it forever? | don't want to look like
this! I'm white, for fuck’s sake!” She stormed out of the doctor’s
office, her heart pounding with fury, and headed straight for the
thrift shop. The old man was behind the counter, oblivious to the
storm brewing in the busty Middle Eastern woman charging
towards him. "Can | help you, miss?" he asked. Karen slammed her
hands on the counter. "Look at what your damn costume did to
me!” "l beg your pardon?" he stammered, confused. "l bought the
Jasmine bodysuit here yesterday, and now I'm stuck looking like
this! The doctor said the suit bonded with my skin and merged with
my body.” The old man’s face went pale. "I-I don't know what to say.
I—" "You sold me the bodysuit. You're responsible for ruining my
life!” The man raised his hands defensively. "Listen, | can’t help
you... but | remember who gave me the package. There was this
short lady. She came in, gave me a demonstration—she tried on one
of the suits herself. Looked pretty realistic, though nothing like this.
She said she worked in theater, and when her company went
bankrupt, she got some of their gear as severance.” Karen's eyes lit
up with a glimmer of hope. "Can you contact her?” "She left me her
number. Said she might have more to sell later.” He fumbled
through a drawer, finally pulling out an old, wrinkled notepad.
Karen scoffed. "Ever heard of smartphones? They can save
numbers.” "Hey, I'm trying to help you, young lady!" he snapped
back, his voice tinged with frustration. After what felt like an eternity,
he found the number and scribbled it down. Karen quickly added it
to her phone, her hands shaking slightly. Finally, a lead.
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Karen jumped in her car, her heavy breasts jiggling as she sat,
reminding her of how deeply her body had been modified by the
bodysuit. She hadn't yet allowed herself a moment to truly process
what the doctor had told her. The horrifying reality that her own skin,
her organs, and even her most intimate parts had been overtaken by
the suit weighed on her.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the rearview mirror and adjusted
her long, black hair. Her exotic brown eyes, fuller lips, and radiant
brown skin stared back at her. Every time she looked at her face, she
saw the face of a stranger. "Who are you?" she whispered to the
woman in the mirror. "Why are you doing this to me? What did | do
to deserve having my identity overwritten by a stupid bodysuit?” Her
thoughts raced. Who was this woman who sold the suit? How could
she get her real self back? And if she couldn't... how would she live
like this? With a deep breath, Karen glanced down at the number
saved on her phone—the only lead she had.

Before Karen could do anything else, she had one more thing to fix:
calling in sick at work. There was no way she could show up looking
like a Saudi Arabian princess, and she definitely didn't want anyone
spreading rumors about her disappearance. She worked part-time at
a lingerie shop, and her shift was scheduled for the following day.
She'd never taken a sick day in six months, so they'd likely trust her.
Nervously, she dialed her manager, praying she wouldn't have to
explain too much.
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The call rang out without an answer, and Karen felt a brief moment of relief,
about to turn her attention to calling the mysterious woman behind the
bodysuit. Just then, her phone buzzed. It was her manager—calling her back. A
video call. Karen's heart skipped a beat. She couldn’t let her manager see her
like this. She quickly picked up, choosing audio-only. "Hey, sorry," she said, her
voice tight. "l didn't turn the camera on because | look terrible. I'm sick. Just
wanted to let you know | cant make it tomorrow.”

"Oh," her manager replied, clearly disappointed. "Yeah, better stay home,
don’t want to spread anything to your coworkers. You sound awful, by the way.”

Karen froze. She hadn't realized it until now, but her voice had changed. It was
deeper, more guttural, with a stronger "h" sound, like she was speaking English
through the filter of a slight Arabic accent. The bodysuit hadn't just altered her
appearance; it was reshaping her throat, her vocal cords. The last remaining
part of her true self was slipping away.

She swallowed hard, trying to clear her throat. "Yeah," she said, forcing a laugh.
"My throat's all messed up.”

"Well, take care of yourself and let me know when you're feeling better," her
manager replied.

"Will do," Karen said, ending the call as quickly as possible.

For a moment, she just sat there, stunned. She tested her voice, speaking
aloud, even recording voice messages to hear it back. Each time, it was the
same—someone else’s voice. She was starting to sound like a different person
entirely.
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Every organ, every cell, becoming something... else. She had to act
fast.

Without hesitation, she dialed the number the old man had given her
and waited, heart pounding. No answer. Of course not. Why would
this mysterious woman pick up? Frustrated, Karen considered driving
back to the shop to press the old man for more information. But
before she could start the car, her phone buzzed. An SMS.

Who the hell sends SMSs nowadays? she thought, her pulse
quickening as she opened the message.

It was from the mysterious number: "l was waiting for your call.” It was
followed by an address and a time.

Karen checked her phone. Two hours to go, and the location wasn't
far. Why an SMS? she wondered. And how did she know | was going

| to call? Her paranoia flared—was this a trap? But at this point, what did
~ | she have to lose? Half-human, half-replicant bodysuit as she was, the

risk felt less daunting than doing nothing.

Her stomach growled, interrupting her thoughts. She hadn’t eaten
since yesterday, and it was nearing lunchtime. There was a fast food
place nearby, so she decided to stop and grab something familiar—a
hot dog, one of her favorite guilty pleasures.

But as soon as she took the first bite, her stomach turned. The taste
was awful, repulsive. Karen frowned, staring at the hot dog. It was a
normal one—nothing wrong with the food itself. What's happening?
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Then it hit her. If the bodysuit had altered her throat and vocal
cords, had it also changed her taste buds? Her body wasn't
responding to pork the way it used to. Her Arab form wasn't used to
eating it. She groaned, tossing the hot dog into the trash. Great.
Now | even have the taste buds of a Muslim woman.

Sighing in frustration, she pulled out her phone and searched for
the nearest halal restaurant. The smell of falafel and kebab wafted
through the air as she approached, and her mouth watered
involuntarily. It was food she had never cared for before, but now...
it was all she wanted.

She ordered a meal and devoured it quickly, the rich flavors settling
her hunger in a way the hot dog hadn’t. Well, she thought grimly as
she slurped the last of her drink, I guess this is my life now. She took
a moment to reflect and noticed how some men were staring at her.
Her looks and outfit make her look like an attention-seeker and she
could imagine some of those men were judging her for not being
modest despite her obvious Arab and presumably Muslim
background. Karen groaned and left quickly.

Karen drove to the address, the rundown part of town giving her a
sense of unease. She parked as close as she could and quickly
made her way to the building, knowing a busty woman like herself
wouldn’t go unnoticed if anyone passed by. She was still getting
used to the increased attention she was receiving from men and
needed to be careful. She was ten minutes early but rang the bell
anyway, her nerves on edge.
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After a few long seconds, the door opened. A short Asian woman
stood there, unremarkable except for her sharp, intelligent brown
eyes. Her olive skin and short brown hair gave away nothing about
her age—she could have been anywhere between 25 and 45.

The woman didn’t say a word, so Karen followed her inside, her
mind swirling with too many questions to even begin asking.

The woman offered Karen a cup of tea from an old ceramic kettle.
Karen hesitated, suddenly questioning her decision to come here.
Why had | even come? What am | hoping to achieve? Feeling a
surge of insecurity, she decided to hide her true motives.

"My name is Mary, nice to meet you,” the woman said.

"Ka... Karima," Karen replied, instinctively choosing a name that fit
her new form.

“So, what brings you here?” Mary asked, her lips curling into a smirk.

"Oh, | came on behalf of... Matt, the owner of the pawn shop," Karen
lied, recalling his name from the papers on his desk. "He wanted to
know if... you had more items. He said your products sold really
well, and he'd pay you generously for more.”

| see. Let me check.” Mary disappeared into another room.
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"Maybe | should go” Karen thought waiting, but then she glanced around the
space, her eyes catching on a familiar-looking box. She opened it and froze—
inside was another bodysuit, this one with dark brown skin and kinky hair.
Her heart skipped a beat. She quickly closed the box just as Mary returned.

"Oh, you found a bodysuit?" Mary asked casually.
"l...1 didn’t mean to—" Karen stammered.

"It's fine," Mary interrupted with a knowing smile. "You can stop lying to me. |
know you're wearing one too."

Karen'’s pupils dilated with horror. Her instinct screamed at her to run, but as
she turned to flee, something stopped her. Her legs moved of their own
accord, walking her back to the chair. She tried to grab her legs, but her arms
went limp. She screamed for help, but her body no longer responded. Her
limbs, betraying her, crossed elegantly as she sat back down. Panic welled
inside her as her mind screamed for control.

“It's unpleasant, | know,” Mary said calmly, holding a strange device. “Just be
obedient, and that won't happen again.”

Karen stared at her, terrified, struggling to understand what had just
happened. “So that's why you tricked me into coming here?”

“Smart girl. As you've probably noticed, the bodysuit has taken over most of
your body,” Mary continued, her voice eerily soothing. “Your skin, your hair,
your throat, even your digestive system. By now, most of your muscles aren't
really yours anymore.”
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“Your nervous system has been partially taken over too. But your brain—
well, that's still mostly intact, which is why you're freaking out right now.”
Karen's face contorted in confusion and dread as her brain fought for
control over her own body. "Why the fuck did you do this to me?" she spat,
her voice trembling. "You've turned me into some kind of replicant Arab
woman, under your control! Who the hell are you? A witch? A scientist? An
alien?”

“That's irrelevant” Mary replied coldly, cutting her off. “All you need to know
is that | can and will control your body if you don't follow my instructions.
Understood?”

Karen nodded, terrified, as she felt control return to her body. She
uncrossed her legs, her breaths coming in ragged gasps. "l will... | promise
I'll do whatever you want. Just please don't do that to me again.”

"Good," Mary said, her smile returning. "We don’t need to be enemies, you
know? We will work together." She raised her cup of tea. "To a successful
partnership.”

Karen shakily lifted her cup, still struggling to process the nightmare
unfolding in front of her. Mary’s smile widened. "A glass of champagne
would have been more fitting, but I'm afraid that's not something you'd find
palatable anymore.”

Karen took a sip of the tea, her body tense. But before she could think
further, her eyelids began to droop. She tried to speak, but her lips barely
formed the words. “Noooh...” she slurred, before her body went limp,
collapsing into the chair.



SKIN DEEP

Karen woke up, her head groggy. She instinctively checked herself. Seeing
the familiar brown D-cups and silky black hair brought her a strange sense
of relief. At least she hadn't been further altered. Only her attire had
changed—-the black crop top and skirt she’d been wearing were replaced
by a shiny pink crop top and a miniskirt. The room, too, was different. It was
no longer the dingy space she had entered earlier. Now she was in a
luxurious, high-end apartment.

The Asian woman appeared again, her expression calm and unsettlingly
friendly. “Oh, you're awake!” she chirped. “You're now in your new
apartment. You'll have everything you need: a car, money. You work for us
now. Of course, everything here belongs to us, as you, strictly speaking, do
not exist.”

"What? Why... Why did you drug me?” Karen demanded, slurring.

"We could trust you... to some extent,” the woman replied with a faint smile,
"but we didn't know exactly how much yet. We preferred not to take any
risks. For your own good.” Karen felt a shiver run down her spine.

“All you need to know is that we brought you here to our... headquarters.
We carried out some tests and implanted a small device in your brain. We
can now override your muscles and take control of your persona from
anywhere, we are not restricted to a certain distance anymore.”

Karen's hand instinctively moved to her head, trying to feel for the implant.
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"Don’t bother,” the woman added smoothly. “There’s nothing for you to
find there. Microsurgery from the inside. No scars, no marks.” Karen stared
at her, stunned, as the woman continued.

"Oh, one more thing, could you remind me of your name?” - the Asian lady
asked her, maliciously.

Karen blinked. A look of confusion appeared on her face. She opened her
mouth to speak, but her mind was blank.

“Do you recall where you live? Or your parents’ name? Or how you used to
look like before?” - the woman pressed, her questions firing off rapidly.

Karen’s hand instinctively moved to her thick, dark mane, her mind running
a thousand miles an hour. She could not for the love of her life recall hew
own name, her hometown or her parents. As for her face, she clearly
recalled looking very different once she had put the skin suit on, but all she
could picture in her head now was a gorgeous Middle Eastern woman with
dark brown eyes and black long hair and brown skin. Somehow, that face—
her face—felt comforting and familiar. Before her encounter with the
bodysuit, she only had vague memories. She still retained all of her
knowledge from school and daily life, but any personal memories had
vanished. After half a minute she turned up her eyes to the Asian lady, who
was smiling condescendingly back at her. “What have you done to me?”

"Good. Nothing to stress about, sweetie. We got rid of any piece of
information that could allow you to reclaim your old identity. Now, you're
merely a human drone—our drone—and you belong to us.”
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Karen’s mind reeled at the sheer scale of what was happening. "But... my
family? My friends? They'll be looking for me!" she said, her voice rising in
panic. Even if she could not picture her in her head, she knew she was
beloved. “Can | at least let them know I'm okay?” For the first time, the
woman showed a rare flicker of empathy.

Karen's heart skipped a beat. Had they killed them?

“I'm sorry, that's no longer possible. Your old identity is officially dead. We
used your car and some synthetic body parts with your DNA to simulate a
car accident.”

The news hit her like a punch to the gut. She wasn't entirely surprised
though-these people clearly had the resources and technology to pull
something like that off.

“But the police... they'll investigate,” she stammered.

"They won't find anything,” the woman said coolly. “The only person who
could help them reopen the case is you, but you wouldn’t be able to recall a
single detail about your old identity. Good luck walking into a police station
with a story like that.” Karen was silent, absorbing the weight of it all. She was
absolutely right. After a moment, she managed to ask, her voice barely
above a whisper, “I only have two questions: why? And who are you?”

“We are your employers, bosses, and masters,” the woman said, her smile
returning. “That's all you need to know.”

“But why me?” Karen pressed, her voice cracking with exhaustion.
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The woman'’s smile disappeared. “Not everyone is compatible with
the bodysuits, unfortunately. You're among the few compatible
ones. And there are only so many ways we can get unsuspecting
people to try them on without raising suspicion. The costume
package was one of them.”

Karen slumped back, defeated. Karen stared at her brown, natural-
looking arms, her voice thick with disbelief. "So the fact that | look
like an Arab woman is completely random? Just to match that
stupid Jasmine costume? To trick me into wearing this... thing.”

"Yeah, pretty much," the woman replied nonchalantly. "But the fact
that you look nothing like your original self is a safety measure for
us. Plus, your good looks might come in handy. Is everything clear?”

Karen sighed, feeling a mixture of resignation and bitterness. "Got
it. Well, it seems like you're only giving me the information you want
me to know. | guess I'm ready to work for you... my masters.”

The words left her mouth with a bitter taste. The woman simply
smiled, as if Karen's submission was inevitable all along.

"Good," she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

“What is my new identity then? Since | lost my old one, do | get a
new ID card or something?” Karen asked, her voice carrying
acceptance of her new reality.
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The woman smiled, her tone matter-of-fact. "You can choose any
name you like when it's necessary, but don't expect any documents
or ID. For us, you're simply drone N8."

Karen’s eyes widened. “So, | don't get an identity? No ID? Nothing?”

"We want you to remember that you're just a drone in our hands, not
a real person," the woman said, her voice dripping with
condescension. "Keeping you nameless ensures your dependency
on us.” Karen was specchless. The codename—N8-was so short,
implying there were very few agents like her. A quick calculation told
her there couldn’t be more than 260 agents. And that was probably
an overestimate. For all she knew, she might be one of a handful. Or
even the only one. At least it meant they wouldn’t dispose of her
easily.

“l understand,” Karen said quietly. “What's my mission then?”

"Your task is simple: find others like you—people who are compatible
with the suits—and get them to wear one.”

Karen's stomach churned at the thought. Finding more innocent
people to trap, to turn into nameless drones for some shadowy
organization? It made her sick. On the other hand, she had no
choice.

“I know it's not glamorous,” the woman said, reading the disgust on
Karen's face, “but it's safe. No one’s going to shoot at you or
anything.”
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Karen scoffed. "How do | even find them?”

"We've already done some tests on you and identified a list of
possible matches based on their genetic makeup.” - she said,
handing her an iPad with a list of profiles.

Karen's brow furrowed. “"Why do you need me to do this?”

“As you noticed, the merging process typically takes about a day
to fully complete. Normally, we would have to monitor a candidate
and wait, which is inefficient and risky. But with you, it's different.
The moment you make physical contact with someone wearing
one of our bodysuits, the merging process accelerates. It acts like
a catalyst,” the woman explained.

“The process begins immediately, cutting down the time
drastically. What normally takes a day can now be verified in a
matter of minutes. And once that happens, they're ours. It's
quicker, more efficient, and far less detectable than any other
method we've tried.”

Karen hated it. She was being used to trap people even faster, to
trigger their transformation just by being near them. She had
become a living weapon for this mysterious organization. Once
everything was explained, Karen received her first target: a young
theater actress. "lt's an easy one to start with" the woman had
assured her. "It won't be hard to convince her to try it on! You have
a few hours to familiarize yourself with your new surroundings. The
meeting with the victim is in two hours.”
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The Asian lady left, leaving drone N8 alone, her head still full of
questions. She looked outdoor. She was in a high-raise building in a
large American city. Her phone location told her she was in Austin,
Texas. She noticed a laptop in the room and immediately been
browsing information. It was late November, so about 3 weeks had
gone by since the Halloween party. She took a moment to try and
remember any face or detail from that party, but could only recall
her own Jasmine costume.

She searched for recent car crashes, around the first week of
November. She found many, all over the US. A quick search showed
an average of more than 100 daily fatal car crashes in the US. She
immediately lost hope. Even trimming down her search to women
around her age would be too many. Maybe I’'m not even from the
US. Heck, maybe | wasn't even a woman! She stared down at her
round brown orbs. Maybe | was a Russian teenage boy the bodysuit
had turned into an Arab woman! Mary mentioned that | now look
very different from before... The thought made her cringe. No no,
let's be rational, why would a man have dressed as Jasmine? | must
have been a woman all along. | was probably in my 20s or late teens
given that | went to a costume party for Halloween, and | speak
English fluently. My Arabic accent was probably implanted to match
the body and overrode my original one but I'm pretty sure | was
American. | recall some Spanish from school, so | probably grew up
in the US. Or maybe | was Hispanic. After reading the results from
the most recent Census, painting the picture of a very diverse

population in her age group, she realized she had no clue how she
had looked like.
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