
Liz, young and naive, came from the countryside to the 
city with big dreams. She was a natural beauty, with pretty 
blonde hair and blue eyes and had been told her entire 
life she could have been an actress and she was hoping to 
be discovered and become a huge movie star. But reality 
proved to be different. The city was full of other ambitious 
young women with more charisma and confidence than 
Liz and audition after audition blurred into a series of "No, 
thank you"s, her hopes dimming with each rejection. 
Maybe she lacked the connections, or the portfolio, or the 
sheer beauty, she thought, starting to doubt herself. 

Soon, desperate for a foothold, she found herself 
accepting an agent's help. After a while, he presented her 
with an uncomfortable proposal. “Would you do anything 
to succeed in they world?” “Of course!” “Then you should 
start in adult films” he suggested, an idea that made her 
flinch. “Porn movies?” “No really, more like third-tier 
production with a focus on adult scenes. It’s a first step, it’s 
easier to get noticed, many actresses took it. Look at them 
now—famous.” She hesitated but didn’t want to return 
home empty-handed. “Maybe you’re right,” she agreed, 
her voice soft with doubt. “I’ll do it. I don’t want to be a 
failure.” 
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Make up artists taught her how to highlight her features 
with heavy makeup. They trimmed her brows, plumped her 
lips. She barely recognized herself in the mirror, she looked 
hot, confident. She had to admit she looked much better. 
Her first roles were as a hot college student who gets 
invited to a party degenerating into sex scenes. She tried 
hiding her embarrassment and performed decently well. 
However, the role of the pretty blonde was a common one 
but common were also the blonde actresses. And Liz was a 
bit flat-chested for a main role. She got a few minor parts, 
but she was not taking off. Certainly not enough to get 
noticed my an actual movie producer.  

Her agent told her bluntly, “Listen, I know this is a bit 
unexpected but… if you want better roles, more pay, we’ll 
have to alter your appearance. I got a deal: an adult movie 
offered a big contract including a loan for cosmetic 
surgeries, to give you an exotic appeal, you’d pay it back 
through your work.” “Exotic appeal?” - she asked. “Why 
would I want to look more exotic?”. “Think about it, being a 
mysterious brunette would give you the confidence and 
sexual charisma you lack. And then you could perform 
more freely on the set. No risk of pictures leaking to your 
family, your friends with a new look.”  
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Reluctantly, she agreed, knowing she had no choice. 

They began reshaping her look from the ground up. First, 
they took her blonde hair and sliced it down to a blunt, 
sleek bob, transforming it into an inky black. She stared at 
the stranger in the mirror, struggling to recognize herself. 
It did make her blue eyes pop out more, though. She 
looked more confident, charismatic. Liz didn’t completely 
like it, but her contract left her with no choice. She was left 
to stare at her reflection, forced to see herself framed by 
the dark, severe strands that seemed to belong to 
someone else entirely. 

But they weren’t done. Her agent explained that her 
piercing blue eyes were too striking, too “cold,” as they put 
it, for her new look. “Brown eyes will soften you,” he said, 
indifferent to her protests. “They’ll look better on camera. 
You would have a wider appeal. 80% of the population 
have brown eyes, did you know that? A large chunk of 
online audiences are into that!” She fought it. “But my blue 
eyes—people love them. I love them.” He only shrugged. 
“They have to go. I’m sorry but you have signed a 
contract!” 

With no choice, she endured the procedure.  
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A new technique, permanent and irreversible, stained 
her irises a rich, dark brown that swallowed the icy blue 
she'd known her whole life. When it was over, she looked 
into those dark eyes, almost black, the once-vibrant blue 
lost. Her gaze, warmer and strangely gentle, left her 
feeling hollow. She spent an evening staring into that 
new reflection, tears welling at the stranger looking back 
at her—soft and inviting but, to her, alien. “Oh my God, 
nobody in my family has brown eyes, I look like Dua Lipa! 
As if my mum had a daughter with a Mexican man! How 
can I show up at the next Christmas dinner looking like 
this?”. “Don’t worry about that now, what matters is that 
you have beautiful bedroom eyes!” her agent quipped. 
Liz felt a flush of embarrassment. “I think my eyes looked 
just fine before!” “Nah, blonde, blue-eyes actresses are 
out of style nowadays! Your new look rocks!” 

Then came the tanning sessions. In keeping with her 
darker look, the last trace of her original self, her fair skin, 
deepened to a warm bronze. The naive pretty blonde 
girl who had come to the city full of hopes was gone, 
replaced by an alluring stranger with dark hair, dark 
eyes, and bronzed skin. 
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The final touch was permanent makeup. Mainly eyeliner 
and shadow—a detail meant to add depth and allure, they 
said. Her brows were reshaped, thickened, and angled, 
giving her the dramatic look of a Middle Eastern model. 

When they started mentioning breast augmentation 
surgery Liz drew a line. “I’m not doing that to my body”. 

Her agent barganed on behalf of the producers. “If you 
refuse to be augmented in other ways, we’ll need to at list 
get a lip filler.” 

“A lip filler?” Liz asked, desperate. “I don’t want huge lips!” 

“It’s a very delicate touch-up. Just a few ccs!” 

“Oh God! Ok, fine, but nothing too dramatic, ok?” she 
conceded reluctantly. 

“Great,” he nodded, then leaned over to the beauticians 
and murmured, “And let’s add some collagen, a little Botox, 
maybe touch up her nose…” 

By the end, her agent took a step back, surveying her with 
a look of pure satisfaction. “Hmm, looking very exotic!” 
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“My cheekbones! My nose! I look like an Arab woman! 
What have you done to me?” she asked, mourning the loss 
of her innocent features. “Only a few minor touch-ups, many 
actresses get botox injections these days!”. She’d come to 
the city hoping to show herself to the world, not to hide 
behind this plastic Arab beauty. And she looked like a 
convincing one! Sure, her face was heavily worked on and 
she felt like everybody could see though that, but the truth 
was that, other than her heavy makeup and fillers, nobody 
saw anything weird in her looks and could suspect she was 
actually a blonde white woman under the layers of melanin 
and brown pigmentation. Her lips, plumped beyond 
recognition, barely let her close her mouth fully. She tried to 
smile, to frown, but her expressions felt tight, frozen. The 
sparkle in her once-blue eyes was buried under the dark, 
sultry irises, their brightness muted. 

“I can’t even smile or frown anymore! How am I supposed 
to become an actress now?” Her diction itself was slightly 
hampered by her massive lips. 

“Adult movie actresses don’t need facial expression,” her 
agent said coldly, shrugging. 

“But I don’t want to become a pornstar!” Liz cried. 
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As she went over her new portfolio, her agent brought 
up a final change. “The producers said you look perfect. 
You just need one last thing—a new name. Layla 
Samaha.” 

Layla’s heart skipped a beat. “A new name?” 

“You don’t look like a Liz Sanders anymore, that’s for 
sure. And we don’t want people digging into your past; 
it would just lead to… complications. With a name like 
Layla Samaha, you’ll look like who you’ve become: an 
Arab new talent, a fresh face with a believable backstory. 
We’ll say you grew up here in the States from an 
immigrant family. People love that kind of story.” 

“So, like an artsy pseudonym?” 

Her agent shook his head. “No, they’re talking about a 
legal name change.” 

“What? They can’t do that to me!” 

He raised an eyebrow. “Actually, they can. It’s in the 
contract; you gave them carte blanche.”  

Layla opened her mouth, searching for the words, but 
nothing came. "But… but…” 
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Her voice trailed off. What had she gotten herself into? She 
barely recognized the reflection staring back at her. Now 
they wanted to take away her name, too? Her agent’s gaze 
was steady, almost indifferent. “Look, this is what you 
signed up for. Liz got you up to this point. It’s time to let 
her go and embrace your new, better self! You’re 
becoming a star. This is your ticket.” 

Layla’s throat tightened. Letting herself go? She had come 
to the city full of dreams, yet here she was, slipping further 
and further away from the person she once was. And the 
worst part? There was no way back. She stared at the 
mirror. Liz was nowhere to be found. Even her body 
language, the way she moved and posed, had started to 
adapt to the star she was becoming. Maybe he was right. 
Time to let Liz go. “Ok” - she replied, defeated. “Call me 
Layla from now on. It will take some time getting used to 
it!” 

Her agent continued, explaining her why her DNA had to 
be rewritten. “Now, Layla, there are several reasons for this 
change,” her agent explained. “Firstly, to stabilize 
melatonin production. You wouldn’t want to rely on 
melanin shots forever just to keep that beautiful black hair, 
brown eyes, and tanned skin.”
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“So, I’ll always have black hair and tanned skin? 
Permanently?” Layla asked, scared at the permanence of 
the change. Her pretty blonde hair would be gone forever, 
not just hidden under the hair dye. 

“I’m afraid so. And there’s one more thing, imagine 
someone wants to prove you’re a scam and not who you 
pretend to be. If they get a DNA sample from a cocktail 
glass at a party we’re screwed.” 

“I see…” Layla murmured, realizing that this meant her 
children would also be Arab or mixed-Arab by genetics. 
Her entire lineage would permanently lose its original 
whiteness. Her family was very proud of their English and 
German ancestry. Now, that would lead to a difficult 
conversation. She thought about calling her family, 
updating them on what she’d become. But where would 
she even start? And maybe, it was already too late. 

She woke up from the procedure with Arab blood 
coursing through her veins. The first changes she noticed 
were how her pubic hair also turned black, and her natural 
aroma took a new scent. What her agent hadn’t 
mentioned were some of the subtler effects, like a slight 
increase in her libido. 
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Within a few months, Layla was attracting no small amount 
of attention, mostly due to her unique appearance. Her 
agent was quick to position her as a “Mia Khalifa 2.0,” 
explaining that she had the perfect profile for success in 
the new era of streaming, where audiences were willing to 
pay subscriptions for more elaborate productions. “You 
could have the luxury of a movie star without the grind of 
traditional acting,” he explained. She went along with it, 
adjusting to the role and amassing a dedicated fanbase. At 
first, it wasn’t easy, but she learned the nuances of playing 
the passionate lover, the coy sub, or even the domineering 
partner. Sex scenes became more and more second nature 
to her. The shy, reserved girl who would blush for a kiss 
would now have sex with multiple men every week without 
batting an eye. Yet, as her fame grew, so did her desire to 
step out on her own. She eventually expressed a desire to 
set out on her own and begin building her own career. At 
that moment, however, she was reminded that her debt for 
the extensive cosmetic surgeries remained unpaid. Yet, 
seeing her growing ambition and appeal, her agent made 
her an enticing proposal: he had talked with the producers 
and they offered her to star as the female lead in a history 
blockbuster they were producing. If she did so, she could 
work off her debt. 
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Layla was thrilled, feeling like this was her chance to break away 
from her past in adult films. She could hardly believe it; she’d be 
portraying a powerful female Pharaoh, a true sovereign, in a 
serious production. It was the break she'd been waiting for, the 
path toward the career she had dreamed of from the start.  

Layla arrived at the fitting session, excited to try on the costumes 
and makeup for the new role, she got wavy black hair extension, 
makeup and a Egyptian pharaoh outfit but midway through, the 
wardrobe and makeup team paused, exchanging hesitant 
glances. After a brief discussion, they explained, with some 
embarrassment, that she was missing a bit of the “physical 
presence” needed for the part. “You see, other actresses are also 
interested in the role… and they, well, they have the assets to fill it 
out,” they stammered. They were referring to her breasts.  

Afterward, her agent pulled her aside, gently broaching the topic 
of breast augmentation. “It’s really not a big deal these days,” he 
said, his voice smooth and reassuring. “Most actresses have them 
done, and they’ll look completely natural.” He went on, explaining 
how this final touch could secure her the role and enhance her on-
screen presence. Layla felt a pang of conflict—she’d already 
changed so much, had compromised herself so many times. But 
after a long pause, she gave in, nodding reluctantly.
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Layla sat in the waiting room, fidgeting as she 
heard her new name called out. She felt like 
everybody was staring at her because she looked 
plastic. Truth was, men generally stared at her 
because she was hot and the women because 
sthey were envious. Well, she was so hot she even 
awoke a bisexual side in some young women. 

“Layla Samaha?” The nurse’s voice snapped her 
back to the present. She still wasn’t used to her 
new name and hesitated a beat before standing 
up. “Yeah, that’s me, sorry!”  

Entering the procedure room, she was greeted by 
her surgeon’s practiced smile. He explained the 
details, reassuring her there would be no visible 
scars and that, despite the substantial 
augmentation, the results would look “perfectly 
natural”. Layla gulped, looking at the size of the 
implants. She was already a plastic beauty, why 
bothering so much about one more surgery? She 
tried to relax as anesthesia was administered to 
her, realizing she would wake up as a busty Arab 
model with plump lips. She wondered if there 
would be anything left to recognize once she 
opened her eyes again. 
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A few weeks later, Layla returned for her costume 
fitting, now painfully aware of the weight of her 
new silicone-enhanced breasts bouncing around at 
every move. “I have the body of a big-breasted 
bimbo, my movements are all off” - she told herself. 
Her producer however nodded approvingly as she 
entered in the skimpy outfit. Her producer looked 
her over, nodding approvingly as she stood there 
in the skimpy costume. “Much better,” he remarked, 
eyes glinting as he took in the changes. “You’re 
really filling that top now!” 

“Uh, thanks,” Layla murmured, feeling a surge of 
insecurity as she tugged at the top, acutely aware 
of how exposed her augmented chest was. She 
cleared her throat, eager to change topic. “I went 
over the script while I was in the hospital. There 
were a few things I’d like to discuss…” 

But her suggestion was met with a dismissive wave. 
“We’re already on a tight schedule. Just share your 
ideas as we go, alright?” Layla forced a smile, 
swallowing her disappointment, as she prepared 
herself to take direction without question. 
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Layla stepped on the set, catching 
everybody’s attention, with her curves in full 
display.  

She immediately noticed something was off. 
For the first scene, she was seated on a 
throne, portraying the regal character she 
had envisioned. She tried hiding her breasts 
with her arms, but the costume left little to 
the imagination. One of her guards entered, 
an actor she recognized immediately. “Wait, 
you’re here too?” she asked, unable to hide 
her surprise. 

He shrugged. “The pay’s good. Figured I’d 
give something different a try.”  

He wasn’t the only one. Many of the actors 
and extras starring in the movie were her 
colleagues from the adult movie industry. 
She had personally had sex with a good half 
of them, if not more. “Oh shit” - she thought - 
“Why does this feel more like an expensive 
set for a porn movie? The actors, the 
costumes, everything is so over sexualized!” 
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A few scenes in, she read the next part of the script 
and felt a jolt. Her character was to be “rescued” from 
a snake by one of her guards, whom she would then 
reward with an explicit sex scene. The guard was 
another former co-star, and they had filmed together 
before in similar situations. 

Concerned, she approached the producer. “I was 
just… surprised. I thought this was a historical film. 
Why the explicit scenes?” 

The producer barely looked up. “This was never 
going to be a family movie, Layla. You’ve seen 
Babylon, right? Sex sells, and blockbuster films are no 
exception.” 

Layla hesitated, biting her lip. “I get that, but wouldn’t 
a queen reward a rescuer in other ways? Like a 
golden necklace, or some land… This sends a rushed 
message to young women… it feels a little off, don’t 
you think?” 

The producer's face hardened. “We’re keeping it as 
is. This is the role, Layla. Stick to the script, alright?”  
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Her concerns brushed aside, Layla took a 
steadying breath, trying to push her reservations 
away. She had come too far to back down now, but 
the price of this success suddenly felt steeper than 
ever. 

In character, Layla transformed into the part of the 
seductive queen, a woman with insatiable desires, 
eager to please the men around her. She flirted 
with her guard, her voice low and suggestive, 
promising him in reward “A flower few men get to 
touch” she purred, smirking. The tension crackled 
between them, and before she knew it, she was 
letting herself be led, almost dragged, to the royal 
bedroom. There, she surrendered completely, her 
character’s desires on full display as she begged 
him to take her. As they filmed the scene, Layla felt 
a wave of shame, a part of her recoiling. But there 
was a strange realization lurking beneath that 
discomfort: it came to her so naturally. She had 
been playing these roles for so long that slipping 
into this persona required little effort, her body 
responding to the cues without a second thought. 
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“Hmm, I will guide you to… victory!” - Layla 
called out, her voice wavering slightly as she 
rode forward in a skimpy warrior costume that 
clung to her body. The outfit was absurd, its 
intricate but revealing details making her look 
more like a concubine than a leader. The skimpy 
thong she’d been instructed to wear made the 
experience all the more uncomfortable, the 
saddle pressing against her labia as she rode the 
horse in a way that was distracting and almost 
humiliating.  

The fact that dozens of muscular, half-naked men 
were standing around her, their glistening 
bodies poised with weapons, didn’t help. Layla 
tried to focus, but the entire set felt more like a 
high-budget adult film than the historical epic 
she’d once imagined. Deep down, a part of her 
that had grown in recent months wondered 
when the next sex scene would be. She had 
grown a taste for the idea of being taken by 
strong men while on camera, while another part 
of her hated it, feeling her dignity slip further 
with each indulgence in her role. 
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Following a crushing defeat in battle, the script 
called for Layla’s character—the proud queen—
to become the bride of a Nubian chief in a 
political marriage, a bond forged to secure 
peace between their warring nations. She 
stood before her people, her voice steady but 
resigned. “I will sacrifice myself for the good of 
my people,” she declared, her face a mask of 
noble determination. 

Yet, as she was led to the ceremonial tent 
where the marriage would be consummated, 
the lines between her character and herself 
blurred. The role required her to embrace the 
chief with submission, to yield entirely for the 
sake of the storyline. With each line, each 
scripted glance, she felt herself sinking further 
into the persona they had created for her. She 
was no longer the strong, ambitious woman 
she had once aspired to be; instead, she was a 
queen sacrificing herself, body and soul, for a 
kingdom. 
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As she was guided into the tent, reality and fiction 
became inseparable. The script called for her to 
submit, to yield for the sake of peace, each 
exchange and every choreographed gesture pulling 
her deeper into a role that felt suffocating. She felt 
the symbolic weight of it—her ambition as an actress 
diminished, overshadowed by the character she 
embodied: a queen offering herself, body and soul, 
to safeguard a kingdom. 

Her former role as a powerful pharaoh was now 
reduced to that of a glorified concubine. The scenes 
called for more than she was prepared to offer—
marriage to an enemy chief who kept her as a queen 
in name but without true authority. Her purpose had 
narrowed to producing an heir, one who would tie 
the new ruler to Egypt’s legacy and serve as a 
bridge for a bid to claim the throne. 

Layla had once dreamed of playing strong, inspiring 
female characters who were symbols of resilience, 
not to play the part of a women whose only talent is 
to sleep around with every men of power she 
encounters, looking like a teenage boy’s wet dream. 
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The plot took a dramatic turn as Layla’s 
character, the once-proud Egyptian queen, 
found herself reduced to the role of a 
consort queen for the enemy’s chief—a 
calculated political maneuver to strengthen 
his claim to the throne of Egypt. Stripped 
of her agency, her only purpose became 
clear: to produce a son, a bloodline heir 
tied to both ruling factions, who could 
serve as a pawn in her husband’s ambitious 
bid for power. 

 And so it happened, with the queen 
getting pregnant after long sessions of 
lovemaking. The makeup artists outdid 
themselves, transforming Layla’s toned, 
sculpted physique to appear as though she 
was truly carrying a child. The prosthetics 
were flawless, capturing the rounded 
weight and taut skin of pregnancy in a way 
that was hauntingly realistic. 

 However, the story did not linger on 
maternal bonds or childhood milestones.  
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Layla returned to the screen as the queen, aged 
gracefully to appear in her 40s through the expert 
touch of makeup and prosthetics. Her character 
made a triumphant return to the land she once 
ruled, now standing by her son’s side as he 
ascended to the throne. The boy, now a teenager, 
bore the striking features of his mixed heritage. 
Once the powerful pharaoh who ruled with 
unmatched authority, she now stood as the wife 
of the enemy chief and the mother of a foreign 
conqueror. The scene painted a stark contrast to 
her former glory; her presence was both 
symbolic and tragic. 

Flanked by Nubian warriors, they entered the 
palace, his every move watched by those who 
knew he was little more than a puppet, 
manipulated by his powerful father and an 
ambitious court. The queen, once fierce and 
sovereign, now took her place in a ceremonial 
role, her influence confined to symbols and 
tradition.  
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Despite its weaknesses, the movie was a massive box 
office success, drawing audiences in droves and 
turning an impressive profit. Layla received her fair 
share of wealth, basking in the financial rewards of her 
hard work and the role she’d sacrificed so much for. 
The critics, however, were far from kind. Reviews 
called the film shallow, exploitative, and dismissed its 
storyline as thin and predictable. Yet, a few critics 
begrudgingly acknowledged its impact, calling it a 
daring response to classic blockbusters like the Marvel 
Universe series—a bold, if controversial, attempt to 
redefine the epic genre. 

The movie’s success sent a clear message to the 
industry: high-budget adult films, crafted with 
blockbuster polish, could pull in as much money as 
mainstream hits. Layla Samaha’s name rocketed to 
fame, but not in the creatively fulfilling way she had 
once dreamed. Instead, she became a household 
name as the star of an extravagant, genre-bending 
adult epic that had made history. Her new identity was 
cemented, her name known worldwide, her image 
iconic. And as time passed, it only seemed fitting that 
a decade after Mia Khalifa, it was another Arab woman 
who now held the title of the world’s most popular 
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Having risen from relative obscurity—her only 
credits a handful of minor adult roles—to the status 
of international star, Layla’s producers decided it 
was time to introduce “Layla Samaha” to the 
world. They arranged a carefully crafted inteview 
with Vogue, presenting her as a proud daughter 
of Arab immigrants, grounded by family values. To 
complete the image, her team hired actors to play 
her “family”, an old couple and a younger brother, 
creating the picture-perfect parents for Layla to 
shower with gratitude. 

In the article, entitled "Why My Family Supports 
Me”, Layla was photographed buying a beautiful 
new home for these “parents.” Her “mother” 
beamed, her “father” proudly saying, “We’re so 
happy our little girl takes care of us. Any 
occupation that brings this much success—we’re 
proud of her for it. Times have changed and we 
are not judging her.” The PR move was flawless, 
positioning her as not only a glamorous star but a 
devoted daughter, achieving her dreams while 
staying true to her roots.  
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The reaction of her real family back home was one of 
pure shock and bewilderment. They flipped through 
Vogue in disbelief, staring at the images of Layla 
embracing these strangers in an affectionate hug, 
laughing over their shared memories of her 
"upbringing." They couldn't decide whether to laugh 
or cry at this total fabrication, complete with proud 
parents and a perfect immigrant backstory that was 
worlds away from reality. 

Not stopping there, Layla’s team booked her a feature 
spread in GQ and a glossy “Inside My Life” video on 
YouTube. The video was an instant hit, racking up 
millions of views, showing her home, her glamorous 
lifestyle, and, of course, her loving “parents.” Her real 
family watched in silence, taken aback as Layla 
presented her life on camera, fabricating her identity 
with hugs, laughter, and staged affection for these 
paid actors. They could barely recognize the girl they 
knew in the poised, artificial figure smiling at the world
—caught between amusement and a strange sadness 
as they realized just how much she had left behind. 



T H E  C O S T  O F  A  D R E A M

The room buzzed with excitement as the family gathered around 
the dinner table for Christmas, everyone eager to see Liz—now Layla
—who hadn’t been home in nearly a year. A sleek limo pulled up 
outside, and, with a practiced, graceful step, Layla emerged, her 
designer heels clicking on the frosty sidewalk. Her parents 
exchanged a glance of mixed emotions. Her father, trying to hide a 
touch of pride, muttered, "Well, she’s certainly done well for 
herself." Her mother, less impressed, struggled to hide her 
disappointment. The young girl who had once shyly left for the city 
had returned transformed into a polished, dark-haired Arab beauty 
with an air of practiced allure, dressed in an expensive coat and a 
dress that clung to her new, curvaceous figure. 

Inside, Layla greeted everyone with a dazzling smile, oozing 
confidence. “Told you I’d become a star,” she said, her tone light but 
self-assured, as she looked at her parents, raising an eyebrow at her 
mother’s tight-lipped smile. 

The younger girls of the family, wide-eyed, glanced at each other, 
barely able to contain their awe as they took in her flawless hair, her 
striking eyes, the smooth warmth of her bronzed skin. The boys, 
nearly as starstruck, stumbled over each other to greet her, their 
adolescent crushes obvious as Layla flashed them coy smiles. Layla 
was used to being the center of attention, and she basked in it, 
tossing compliments and subtle flirtations as she spoke, as if she 
were back on a set. 
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She took some time to visit her old bedroom and try on 
an old outfit but her body has changed too much. And 
her fashion taste had too. Sometimes she could barely 
get the straps up or the zip would not close. Why was 
everything she used to wear so fucking plain? “I was so 
boring, jeez! No wonder nobody ever noticed me! Why 
was I so stupid and naive? I need to take this off, it makes 
me feel so bland!” 

Frustrated, she changed into something more fitted and 
dramatic, a designer outfit that clung to every new curve. 
As she stepped out, her mother was waiting, arms 
crossed, a look of pure exasperation on her face. 

“Who do you think you are?” her mother demanded, her 
voice strained. “And what was that Vogue interview with 
that fake family? We are your family, Layla!” 

“Mum…” Layla replied, her voice softening. “It was just 
part of the story, part of the image my producers wanted 
to create. It’s nothing personal.”
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“Nothing personal?” her mother’s voice broke with 
hurt. “Are you ashamed of us? Because that’s what it 
feels like sometimes. I’m sorry, but it’s like you’re 
ashamed of your hillbilly roots. I get it, you’re a big 
city girl now, and somehow you’ve let them turn you 
into this exotic femme fatale. But the fake family? 
That’s where I draw the line.” She gestured angrily. 
“You’ve made up this entire story, this fake life, and 
we’re just supposed to sit here, watching you pretend 
we don’t exist? Well, guess what? We’ll go on TV too. 
Tell the world who you really are!” 

Layla seemed unbothered by her mother’s outburst. 
A sly smirk spread across her face as she reached 
over to her desk, pulling out an old photo. She held it 
up, a blue-eyed, blonde-haired girl with a shy smile, 
unmistakably her younger self. “Really?” she said, her 
tone cool and mocking.“You think anyone’s going to 
believe this girl was me?” Layla continued, her voice 
dripping with arrogance. “Look at me now. Do you 
see any resemblance? Come on. I’m a pure-blooded 
Arab woman now. Me—a spoiled little blonde brat?” 
She tossed her head back with a laugh, the 
confidence in her voice cutting through the tension. 
“You can’t make this up!” 
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To lighten the mood, Layla’s cousins decided to take her 
ice skating, knowing it had been one of her favorite 
winter activities back in the day. Layla hesitated, feeling a 
pang of nostalgia but also apprehension. Stepping onto 
the ice, she moved cautiously, her body unsteady. Her 
breast implants and the shift in her weight distribution 
threw her off balance in ways she hadn’t anticipated. “I 
suck at this!” she exclaimed. “How is this even possible? I 
used to play ice hockey regularly!” Her little cousins, 
some as young as nine, zipped around her with ease. 

As humiliating as it was for someone with the athletic 
prowess Liz once had, Layla had to admit defeat. After just 
15 minutes, her legs ached, and her energy waned. Her 
new workout routine, focused on sculpting her glutes and 
maintaining a flat stomach, had left her with little muscle 
strength or endurance. 

She skated over to the edge, gripping the barrier as she 
caught her breath. “Oh God, this is embarrassing,” she 
muttered under her breath. Watching her cousins zip by 
again, she straightened up and added, “Anyway, this is 
some silly hillbilly leisure activity. I don’t need to do this 
anymore.” Her tone was dismissive, but the faint blush on 
her cheeks betrayed her frustration. 
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Layla strolled through her old hometown. It was 
during this reflective walk that she bumped into 
someone she hadn’t expected—her ex. He had 
broken her heart back in the day. He froze when he 
saw her, his eyes widening in shock. “Layla?” he 
asked, it was clear he didn’t recognize her as the 
girl he had once dated. She smirked, tilting her 
head slightly. “Well, well, look who it is,” she said, 
her voice dripping with playful malice. “So… tell 
me. Did you jerk off to me on your PC?” The 
redness creeping up his face and the way his gaze 
darted away told her everything she needed to 
know. She laughed. “Oh my God, you did, didn’t 
you?” For a moment, she considered giving him a 
parting gift, something to remember her by. But 
before she could act on the thought, one of her 
bodyguards appeared, his imposing presence a 
reminder of the world she now belonged to. 
Straightening up, she reached into her purse and 
pulled out a delicate pair of panties, tossing them 
lightly into his trembling hands. “Here,” she said, 
her tone dripping with mock pity. “Have this.” She 
turned and strutted away without another glance. 
“What a pathetic little loser”.
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Eventually, Layla’s white family made their claim public. It 
gained significant traction on the internet, as many 
conspirator theories do, so her agent arranged a staged 
interview on TV for her. 

“Are you aware that a white American family from Arkansas 
claims you are their daughter?” - the interviewer asked. 

Layla, wearing slightly less makeup than usual to look more 
natural and genuine, smiled smoothly. “Some people will do 
anything for attention. It’s one of the downsides of fame,” 
she said, her tone light. “People try to link themselves to you 
all the time. But honestly, it’s pretty clear I’m not the blonde 
baby girl in those photos.” She paused, her face shifting into 
a look of practiced sincerity. “I’m proud to belong to the 
Arab American community.” 

“Some people have pointed out that no trace of you exists 
online before last year. No school pictures, no social 
media…” 

“I was a very private person. My family was quite strict about 
social media, and I’m thankful for it now. But I did bring a 
few old photos to share with your audience! This is me at 4!” 
- she said showing a photo of a little Arab girl in a hijab 
“Wow, you dressed very modestly back then!”. 
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“I did,” she said confidently. “But then I grew up and 
decided for myself. I believe every woman has the right 
to choose how she wants to dress, and no man should 
interfere with that.” She stared directly into the camera, 
her rich brown eyes radiating poise and conviction. It 
worked. The tension eased, and her charm carried the 
moment. 

She was invited to another TV show, where she 
elaborated on her past a little further. “As I said, I was a 
very private person. But I understand people want to 
know me better, so I brought something to share with 
your audience! This is me at 8!” - she said as an analog 
color video started playing on the screens behind her, 
her face glowing with a carefully rehearsed smile. A little 
Arab girl playing football. The camera wobbled, likely in 
the hands of a proud father. 

“Wow, you played football! Can you still play?” 

Layla chuckled, leaning back. “I’m still athletic, still have 
stamina,” she replied, knowing it was all fake. She never 
played football and she definitely had no stamina for any 
sports now, “but let’s just say my body’s too soft and 
feminine for it now. And a bit too valuable for that kind of 
activity.” 
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Layla found herself on the set of her next 
production, portraying a Muslim princess in Al-
Andalus. The set was opulent, adorned with 
intricate mosaics and fabrics in deep jewel tones 
that captured the grandeur of the era. She wore an 
elaborate dress decorated with delicate gold 
embroidery that shimmered under the warm lights. 
The design, however, left her feeling uneasy—its 
plunging neckline revealed more than she was 
comfortable with. 

“A Muslim princess would never dress like this!” she 
protested, tugging subtly at the fabric as she settled 
onto a throne-like chair. 

To her left and right stood guards or attendants, 
partially obscured by the scene's shadows, their 
dark robes adding contrast to her ornate attire. She 
glanced around, catching sight of familiar faces—
many of the same actors from the previous film 
were present, now playing new roles in this historic 
reimagining. “I hope this is not going to be more of 
the same…” It turned out to be even worse, with a 
Viking raid resulting in her capture and 
enslavement. 
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In her third feature role, Layla once again captivated 
audiences, this time portraying an Italian princess 
from a small, sun-soaked coastal kingdom in Sicily. 
Set in the medieval era, the story unfolded in a time 
when Normans, Greeks, and Arabs coexisted on the 
island, blending their cultures. Layla’s character, 
with her unmistakably Arab heritage, stood out as 
an integral part of this rich history. The princess 
embodied elegance and innocence, a cherished 
daughter of a modest yet proud court. 

But the tranquility was shattered when the 
Ottomans launched a swift and merciless naval raid. 
Layla’s character was taken captive, her royal silks 
exchanged for the delicate and exotic fabrics of the 
harem. As a foreign captive slave, she endured all 
sorts of humiliations to break her spirit to ensure 
her acceptance of her new status.  

The production captured the transition from a 
proud Sicilian princess into a humbled harem girl. 

Critics might have raised their eyebrows, but for the 
usual reasons, Layla’s performance and the film’s 
daring narrative kept viewers mesmerized. 
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As Layla’s fame grew, so did the media’s relentless 
scrutiny of her private life. The occasional use of paid 
actors for family photoshoots wasn’t cutting it anymore. 
Full-time replacements for her family members were 
needed. Layla sat with this thought, picturing herself 
surrounded by strangers who would play the role of her 
parents and siblings. Sure, she would be less lonely but 
it would be awkward.  

Then, an idea struck her—why not recruit some of her real 
family members, the more open-minded ones, to join 
her in this fictional life? 

She had left lo small impression on some members of 
her family and to was pretty clear that some of her 
younger relatives were eager to jump on the same boat. 
First of all, however, she needed a senior figure to give 
authority to her family before convincing others to join 
her. 

Her mind drifted to Aunt Mel. She had always been nice 
to her, and was the most open-minded of the three 
sisters. Sure, at 42 she was a bit on the younger side 
compared to the previous photoshoots that had already 
been released, but nothing a little surgery couldn’t fix.  
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Layla talked to her, explaining her the situation. Mel 
listened, stunned by what she was hearing. She’d spent 
most of her life single, except for a handful of romantic 
adventures with Brown men. At her age, having kids was 
not possible anymore and something she had always 
missed. The idea of stepping into the role of a mother, not 
just to one but to three children, was irresistible and the 
idea of embracing a more exotic look didn’t bother her. In 
fact, she found it intriguing. But the thought of aging 
herself take on the guise of a woman in her 50s gave her 
pause. She’d worked hard to stay fit and youthful. Sensing 
this, Layla added: “Don’t worry. You can still be fit and 
toned for your age; it’ll just be hidden beneath a black 
abaya.” 

“I understand, of course, it’s their culture…”  

When the day came for the procedure, Mel felt no fear as 
she lay on the sterile operating table. Instead, she felt a 
calm excitement. She knew she would wake up looking a 
decade older, with skin that carried a deep, rich tan, hair as 
black as night, and warm brown eyes. But none of that 
mattered. What filled her heart with joy was the idea that 
she would finally be a mother. 
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When Meg opened her eyes, she immediately noticed 
the changes. Her arms were darker, a rich brown tone 
that looked natural against the bandages that covered 
her chest. The sensation of her long, black hair brushing 
her shoulders was new yet comforting. It was a strange 
combination—feeling refreshed and rejuvenated despite 
the more mature, matronly appearance staring back at 
her in the mirror across the room. 

Before she could take it all in, the door opened and 
Layla stepped inside, her eyes bright with anticipation. 
“Hey Meg, how are you feeling?” 

“Bretty good—oh…” Meg paused, frowning slightly at the 
unfamiliar sound of her voice, softer and tinged with an 
accent that hadn’t been there before. 

Layla’s expression shifted into an apologetic smile. 
“Sorry, Meg. The producers wanted someone with an 
authentic Arab accent, so the surgeons worked on your 
larynx and vocal cords. I hope you’re not mad at me.” 

Meg’s face softened as she took Layla’s hand, squeezing 
it reassuringly. “No broblem, sweetie, I understand,” she 
said, the new accent rolling off her tongue as naturally as 
if it had always been there. 
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Layla’s eyes glistened with emotion as she nodded, a 
hint of awkwardness creeping into her voice. “Okay… 
Mahir. Mum, I mean.” 

They exchanged a smile, the tension melting into a 
quiet moment of understanding between them. “We’ll 
get used to this… habibti” Mahir said, testing out the 
affectionate term, her new voice adding an unexpected 
weight to the word. 

Layla’s expression brightened even more. “You know, 
your DNA has been altered too,” she said, leaning 
closer, her eyes shining with excitement. “You’re fully 
Lebanese now. And I’m half Lebanese, half Saudi. I’m 
your biological daughter now,” she added, her brown 
eyes gleaming with joy. 

Mahir’s breath caught in her throat as the significance 
of it all washed over her. The warmth of the new reality 
settled in her chest, and a broad smile broke across her 
face. Tears welled at the corners of her eyes, glistening 
as they began to fall. “I have been waiting for this 
moment my whole life, I’m so habby right now!” she 
whispered, her voice trembling with happiness.  
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Mahir sat patiently as the last touch of her transformation 
was completed: an additional dose of lip filler, giving her 
lips a full, rounded appearance that matched her new 
look.  

When it was done, she glanced at her reflection, taking 
in the subtle enhancements. Her features suggested she 
had been a beauty in her youth. Her gaze then shifted to 
the wardrobe unveiled before her—rows of abayas in rich 
fabrics, mostly black, some shades of grey and brown, 
and a few intricate, special ones for Eid celebrations. It 
was a far cry from her usual jeans and shirts, but it felt 
oddly comforting.  

She lifted an abaya from its hanger, the modest cut and 
traditional design filling her with an unfamiliar yet 
grounding sense of simplicity. Mahir stood before the 
mirror, carefully draping a black hijab over her head and 
adjusting it until it sat perfectly. She practiced tucking 
the fabric and positioning the dress just so, studying how 
it transformed her posture and presence. The woman 
looking back at her was no longer Meg, but a matronly 
Muslim lady with an air of calm dignity. It was different—
simple, modest. Not the vibrant, independent style she 
was once known for, but not bad either. 
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Mahir got ready for leaving the house in an Abaya for the 
first time, impressed with the was she looked. She walked 
through her old neighborhood, getting used to the feeling 
of wearing an abaya and noticing the looks from neighbors 
who seemed stunned to see an Arab woman there. Jerry, 
one of her neighbors, asked in a rude tone “What’s your 
business here?”“I’m moving here,” she replied. He squinted 
at her. “Where are you from?” “I lived in LA for over 20 
years,” she said. “You don’t sound like it. Where are you 
really from?”  

The question offended her, and she thought back to her 
new life: she had lived in Lebanon for 32 years before 
working hard to reach the U.S. and finally gaining citizenship 
at 38. She wasn’t going to let some small-minded local 
dismiss that. Jerry’s eyes had a strange look as he said, “I like 
women with fight”. The comment offended her; she felt loyal 
to her husband. Back in her old life, she could wear a bikini 
in her garden without anyone paying attention, but now she 
saw men staring as if trying to mentally unwrap her. She felt 
grateful for the safety of the abaya, hiding her figure from 
the more depraved parts of society; any hesitation she had 
about wearing it vanished.  "Let these animals have their 
perverse imagination the only one who can see this is my 
husband" 
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Now that Layla had a mother, it was time to extend her 
family and complete the illusion. Her thoughts turned to 
Hannah, a cousin who had recently been intrigued by Layla’s 
glamorous lifestyle. They arranged to meet in one of Layla’s 
apartments, tucked away from prying eyes. Layla’s voice was 
confident as she laid out her plan. “What if I told you that 
you could share in the wealth and fame I’ve gained by being 
publicly acknowledged as a member of my family?” 

Hannah hesitated. “But… you don’t want to be associated 
with us! You’ve made that clear.” 

“Not as you are, no. But what if we gave you a complete 
makeover and transformed you into my younger sister? 
You’d fit perfectly into the new narrative.” 

“Me, as your sister?” Hannah’s eyebrows shot up, curiosity 
sparking in her gaze. 

“Think about it,” Layla continued, her voice taking on a 
persuasive edge. “Living a life of luxury as a beautiful Arab 
model, with me, your big cousin, as your sister. We could be 
the new Kardashians!” 

“I don’t know, Layla… it’s kind of tempting, but…” 
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"You can be plain and vanilla like I used to be or you could 
enter a whole new world. What do you say “sis"?"  

She stared into her magnetic brown eyes. She had rizz. Even if 
she was her cousin, and not into girls, she could feel her 
charisma. Hannah nodded slowly. Layla was right, and what she 
was offering was nothing short of incredible. She, a little country 
girl, living as a wealthy Arab influencer? With her cousin as a 
sister? It was crazy yet too alluring to refuse. 

 A few days later, Hannah showed up at the prearranged 
location, nervously shifting from foot to foot. “I still have mixed 
feelings about this... I don’t know what I’m going to tell my 
mum! You know how she is—a complete bigot,” she said, staring 
at her exotic cousin. 

Layla laughed, taking her by the arm and leading her inside the 
cosmetic surgery center she herself had once visited. “Aunt 
Moira? Please. She’s practically a Nazi! She won’t like the new 
you at all!” Layla said with a wicked grin. “But don’t worry, you 
won’t need her or anyone else. Trust me, you’ll be much richer 
than your parents ever were.” 

Hannah’s nerves softened into a tentative smile as she followed 
Layla inside, sitting on a chair in what looked like a high end 
beauty parlor. 
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After signing the papers, Hannah’s transformation began in 
earnest. They administered a concentrated dose of melanoma, 
a tanning-inducing drug designed to work quickly. Long 
tanning sessions followed, darkening her fair skin into a warm, 
deep brown. Between sessions, the team tackled her hair, 
saturating her blonde locks with a rich, jet-black dye that 
seemed to shimmer under the lights. Finally, they used an 
innovative technique to change her eye color, injecting dark 
pigments indirectly into her irises.  

Layla visited Hannah during the process, leaning in with a grin. 
“There you go, much better, I have to say. Wow, they really did a 
number on you, cousin!” she said, admiration in her tone. 

Hannah stared at her reflection, a mix of disbelief and 
uncertainty washing over her. “Oh God. I look… so different. I’m 
not sure I like this!” she murmured, running her fingers over her 
newly darkened hair and skin, her big brown eyes staring back 
from the mirror. 

Layla nodded, scrutinizing her cousin’s face. “Give it time. You’re 
starting to look like a relative of mine, but right now, you look 
like a poor one. Time to add some collagen and Botox to those 
cheeks!” Before Hannah could protest, a nurse gently tilted her 
head back, and another began filling her lips with lip fillers, 
plumping them to a soft, luscious fullness.  
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“Mmph. That stings!” - she cried out.  

“Beauty is pain!” - her famous cousin quipped. “There you go. 
You’re starting to look like a Samaha!” 

The injections continued—collagen to subtly sculpt her 
cheekbones and Botox to smooth out any trace of expression 
lines, leaving her face perfectly taut. The sharp pinch of the 
needles faded into the background as the work continued. 

By the time they finished, Hannah gazed at her reflection, eyes 
wide. Her face was fuller, her lips pouty, and her skin smooth 
and radiant. Her natural expressions, however, had frozen in a 
permanent pouty face. The trade-off was undeniable: she 
looked strikingly beautiful, even if the girl she once was had 
faded beneath the surface.  

“I can’t believe I have agreed to this” - she told her cousin, 
contemplating her reflection, shocked by how exotic she 
looked. 

“Well, it’s over now “sis”! Better relax and enjoy the ride, 
because your life is going to be pretty different from now on, 
haha!” 
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To solidify Hannah’s transformation and ensure that the illusion 
of their familial bond was unbreakable, the same, 
groundbreaking DNA-altering technique performed on her 
sister was performed. With these modifications, Yara would no 
longer just look the part—she would be, in essence, a real blood 
relative of Layla. 

The process ensured that the structural similarities between the 
two were unmistakable. From shared eye and hair color to 
subtle facial traits, every detail was embedded at a cellular level. 
When Hannah looked in the mirror now, she didn't just see the 
result of surgery; she saw someone who could have been 
Layla’s sister from birth. 

“Guess who’s just become the biological sister of Layla Samara!” 
- Layla said, teasing her.  

“Oh my God, I can’t believe it’s true… Are we… sisters?” - she 
asked, tears rolling down her cheeks. “I’ve never had a sibling!” 

Layla hugged her. “Welcome to the family, Yara! We’re going to 
have tons of fun, sweetie!” 

“Yara?” - she asked, overwhelmed by the recent changes. “Yeah, 
Hannah is a name for a basic white bitch, not for the new and 
improved you!” 
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“Wow, I kinda look like you now!” Yara exclaimed, examining her 
reflection with a mix of surprise and awe, still getting used to 
the striking similarity with her famous sister. 

“Duh, of course you do, dummy!” Layla teased, nudging her 
playfully. “Your face was literally modeled after mine! God, 
you’re such a blonde!” 

Yara smirked, unused to the siblings dynamics. “Hey, sis, you 
were a blonde too!” 

Layla rolled her eyes with a dramatic flair. “Don’t say that! I’m 
100% a brunette now. I switched to the winning team, and now 
you have too, thanks to me.” 

Some time later, Yara was informed that she would be making 
her first public appearance—a bikini photoshoot with her “sister” 
Layla. She stood in the changing room, holding up the daring 
swimsuit, her nerves getting the better of her. “Are you sure this 
isn’t too risqué?” she asked Layla, a hint of worry in her voice. 

Layla’s expression turned serious as she raised an eyebrow. “Sis, 
if you want to succeed in this business, you’ve got to be bold. 
And remember, no sister of mine is going to play it safe, alright? 
You’re a Samaha too now—never forget that.” 
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“Hmm, I look so exposed!” Yara said, twisting to 
get a better view of herself in the mirror 
wearing a revealing white bikini. 

Layla grinned, folding her arms as she leaned 
against the doorway. “You better get used to 
this style, because that’s going to be so you, sis! 
You’re wearing white today because you’re still 
virgin for the cameras, figuratively speaking!” 

Yara’s eyes nervously drifted to Layla’s figure, 
scantly clad in a black bikini, swallowing 
nervously. “Sis, our asses are barely covered 
and… yours is huge! Did you get any work 
done on it?” 

Layla turned, a sly smirk playing on her lips. 
“Maybe, envious much?” she teased. “Or maybe 
it’s just from working out my glutes at the gym. 
You should try that too, by the way!” 

Yara’s cheeks flushed as she glanced down, 
considering what it would take to reach that 
level of attention-grabbing perfection. 
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Mahir glanced out the window, a fond smile tugging at 
her lips as she watched her daughters, Layla and Yara, 
confidently posing for the cameras in their bikinis.“My 
daughters are for the cameras, but me? I stay safe in my 
abaya, stepping out only for my beloved husband,” she 
whispered, a mix of pride and contentment in her voice.	  

She chuckled softly to herself. “Those girls of mine think 
that just because I cover, I don’t take care of my body like 
they do. No, my babies, I work just as hard, but only your 
father gets to see the reward of that effort.” In her old life, 
parading around in a bikini was nothing unusual. Her 
neighbors had seen her in swimwear countless times. But 
now, the very thought of revealing herself, even in a 
modest way, was something forbidden, private, and 
exclusively for the eyes of her husband. Meg found an 
unexpected comfort in this newfound modesty. After 
years of being single and navigating the emotional drain 
of independence, there was a deep relief in sharing her 
body only with her husband. The freedom she once 
prized came with its own burdens. Now, the intimacy 
grounded in trust and devotion felt liberating in a way 
she hadn’t anticipated. It offered a peace that soothed 
her heart, bringing her a contentment she hadn’t realized 
she needed. 
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As Mahir stood in front of the mirror, lost in her thoughts, 
she didn’t hear Layla and Yara returning from their 
photoshoot earlier than expected. The house was filled 
with the muffled sounds of their conversation as they 
entered their rooms to drop their bags. A moment later, 
they called out, wanting to share how the day had gone. 
When they peeked into their mother’s room, they both 
froze as they caught a glimpse of their mother, Mahir, 
standing there, her reflection partially revealed, wearing a 
bikini beneath the fabric of her abaya, now only covering 
her back. The sight stopped them in their tracks. The 
toned, graceful figure that had once turned heads in her 
youth was still there, hidden behind the modest abayas 
she now wore daily. Their surprise was palpable. 

“Mum!” Layla exclaimed, wide-eyed. “I didn’t know you 
still… wow, you look amazing!” 

Mahir’s eyes widened for a moment before a soft smile 
curved her lips. “You two should knock on my door 
before you enter.” she scolded, half-jokingly.  

But seeing the awe in their eyes, she softened and said, “I 
suppose it’s a surprise to you. You think I look like an old 
hag now. But, habibti, if I wanted, I could still turn heads!” 
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Layla stepped forward, the initial shock wearing off. 
“By the way, I hope this whole thing wasn’t too hard 
for you, Mum.” 

Mahir’s expression turned tender, as she placed a 
hand on her daughter’s shoulder. “Habibti, I have 
never been happier. You gave me the opportunity to 
go from a childless woman, ignored and ostracized 
by her own family, to becoming a loving matriarch. 
Besides, we both know you’re better off far away from 
those crazy MAGA witches in Arkansas!” she added 
with a wink, prompting a shared laugh. 

Just then, Mahir’s eyes darted toward the clock. “Your 
father is coming home soon,” she said with a playful 
urgency. “I still have my joys now!” 

“Ewww!” Yara and her sister groaned, her expression 
scrunching up. 

Mahir smirked knowingly. “And how did you think you 
were made, my sweets?” As Layla turned to leave, a 
fleeting thought crossed her mind. Why had she 
reacted so protectively, so naturally, as if Mahir was 
her real mother? 
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Mahir’s heart fluttered as her husband stepped in, a 
warm smile spreading across her face. He was a 
balding, portly man in his 60s, yet there was 
something deeply romantic about their bond. To 
Mahir, the loyalty she felt toward him and the 
steadfastness of their partnership meant everything. 
She handed him a steaming cup of tea, speaking in 
Arabic, “This is your first treat, my love. The next will 
be in our bedroom.” Later, as he joined her, his eyes 
lit up with admiration at the sight of her. She 
whispered softly, “This is for your eyes only.” A smile 
crossed Mahir’s face as she reflected on how Melanie, 
her old self, would never have imagined being in love 
with a man like him. But now, love was exactly what 
she felt. “We’ve come a long way since I was 16, my 
love. You, a young researcher at Beirut University, and 
me, the professor’s impressionable daughter. This 
journey has taken us to America, and through a 
miracle—and science—we had our beautiful children.” 
Mahir thought fondly of their dynamic, remembering 
the times he was stern with their daughters. She’d 
always managed to soothe him, gently persuading 
him in Arabic, “My love, they are of this country. Let 
them be. You should be as proud of them as I am.” 
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She leaned closer, ready to show her gratitude for the 
life they’d built. “Let me reward my hardworking 
engineer. Thank you for the last 33 years, my love,” 
she said, pressing in for a kiss. 

Downstairs, Layla, Yara, and Thamur shared awkward 
glances as the sounds of muffled moans and Arabic 
phrases drifted down from the upper floor. Although 
they didn’t understand the language fluently, being 
raised in America, Layla and Yara could still pick up 
on the tone. Layla smirked and joked, “Holy shit, 
mum! Good thing their well has dried up, or we’d 
probably have sibling number four by now.” 

“Layla!” Yara gasped, eyes wide. “Not in front of 
Thammy!” She blushed, scrambling for an 
explanation. “It’s... it’s just some maintenance work, 
Thammy. You know, fixing the vents.” 

Thamur’s brow furrowed, unconvinced. “But we don’t 
have vents on the first floor.” 

Yara’s eyes darted nervously before she forced a 
smile. “Let’s just change the subject, little bro!” while 
Layla laughed it off. 
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Layla’s family followed her adventures on the internet, 
just like everybody else. In a new video she surprised 
her Saudi Arab “father” with a brand-new Mercedes. 
The video had gone viral, racking up millions of views 
in days. “That Arab bitch!” Aunt Moira spat, her voice 
laced with envy. “Why aren’t we getting that sort of 
money? And why didn’t she buy an American car?” 

Margaret felt disconnected, like a stranger peering 
into the life of someone she used to know. Still, a 
flicker of hope remained. She picked up her phone, 
her hands trembling slightly as she called her. 
“Margaret?” “Liz—Layla, please, it’s your mother. I need 
to see you. Come visit, just this once” Margaret’s voice 
was tinged with desperation. Layla sat back. The 
concept of “mother” was complicated now. Mahir felt 
like her true parent. Margaret, the cold, blonde figure 
from her past, was little more than a shadow. And 
after the DNA-altering procedure, they shared no 
more genetic connection than two random people on 
Earth. Still, something inside her shifted. Maybe it was 
curiosity, or the lingering sense of obligation that 
clung to her despite everything. “Fine, Margaret” she 
said finally. “I’ll come by.” 
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Layla’s jaw tightened as she stepped into the house that 
seemed suffocated by Margaret's newfound fervor. The 
walls were plastered with confederate flags, and alt-right 
slogans. Layla’s heels clicked on the hardwood floor as 
she took in the changes, her expression somewhere 
between disbelief and disgust.  “Really, Margaret? This is 
what you did with the place? You went full-on right-wing 
nutjob,” she said, making bubbles with her chewing gum 
before letting them pop loudly.  

Margaret’s eyes narrowed, old maternal instincts warring 
with a newfound sense of indignation. Seeing her 
daughter’s transformation—the rich brown skin, dark eyes, 
and jet-black hair—triggered a rush of anger and loss. 
“Yes, I changed a few things. Liz, I’m glad to see you 
again, but look at you! You look like a terrorist’s 
daughter! I miss those baby blue eyes of yours, they were 
so pretty.” Layla rolled her eyes, letting out an 
exasperated sigh. “Blue eyes are fucking boring,” she 
muttered.  

Margaret’s tone softened for a second, an attempt at 
coaxing. “Come on, don’t say that. You’re rich now, but 
why don’t you just go back to your old look? Be my Liz 
again?” 
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“Please, Margaret. I don’t want anything to do with your 
white trash people. You think I’d step foot in a room like this 
and still call myself your daughter? If a little version of me 
walked in here, you’d call immigration, like the racist bitch 
you are. All I did was to darken my complexion and now 
you hate me! Did you ever even love me? Or did you only 
like my blonde hair and blue eyes? I’ve seen those church 
videos—calling me a whore, blaming me for ‘leading 
children astray’, so cut the act.” 

“Speak with respect young lady! And stop disrespecting 
your white ancestors! Look at you, you're such a pathetic 
liberal! You dye your hair, pop in colored contacts, and 
suddenly act like you’re not white anymore? Newsflash: 
your kids are going to be blonde with blue eyes, and good 
luck explaining that, ha!” 

"Well, joke’s on you. My DNA has been altered, I’m 100% 
Arab now. I’m the actual daughter of Mahir Samaha, not 
you, Margaret. And just so you know, dark eyes and hair are 
dominant traits, so I can't technically have boring ass white-
passing kids anymore now, thanks God. Oh, and one more 
thing: I prefer Black men, so my kids are going to be 
beautifully brown! I’ve done the world a favor: your Nazi 
bloodline ends with you.”
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One day Mahir got an unexpected visit, she opened the 
door to find Margaret and Moira standing there, their 
expressions a mix of annoyance and disdain. They looked 
younger now, and for a moment, Mahir wondered how 
she’d ever let herself be intimidated by them. Now, as an 
older Arab woman, she felt a surge of regal confidence.  

“Blease, next time knock, my sisters”, her voice calm. 

Margaret’s eyes narrowed. “Talk normally” She snapped. 
“What’s with that voice?” 

“This is my voice now,” Mahir responded evenly. 

She continued: “And since we’re ‘sisters,’ there shouldn’t be 
any issue if you see me changing, right?”  

Margaret’s eyes flashed with anger. “How could you betray 
your race like this?” Moira added, “You’re a single woman, 
Mahir. You used to go from one fling to the next—why would 
you tie yourself down to an Arab man and become his 
servant?”. They tried to tempt her with memories of her past 
life—yoga sessions that turned into flings with instructors, 
late nights flirting with bartenders. Mahir felt only pity as 
she watched their desperate attempts.



T H E  C O S T  O F  A  D R E A M

Moira muttered something idiotic, and Mahir’s eyes lit up 
with amusement. She replied smoothly in Arabic, “Better for 
a stupid woman to guard her tongue than to prove her 
stupidity to the world.” The words felt powerful, rolling off 
her tongue with ease. 

Margaret’s face flushed with rage. “Change back. Now,” she 
demanded. 

Mahir only laughed. The sight of these women, once older 
and figures of authority in her eyes, now reduced to two 
loud, clueless Karens, was almost comical.  

Mahir let out a dry chuckle. “Anyway, since our DNA is 
different, it means we’re technically not sisters, so I should 
probably cover up,” she said, pulling her black abaya 
tighter around her frame.  

Moira’s face twisted in fury. “Don’t you dare put that outfit 
on, Melanie. If you do, we’re done.” 

Margaret stepped forward, her voice strained but pleading. 
“Don’t let my daughter’s lies get to you. You’re a single 
woman who wears yoga pants and sports bras. This isn’t 
you.” 
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Mahir scoffed as she finished adjusting her abaya and 
wrapped her headscarf, feeling a wave of confidence wash 
over her. “I guess this is the part where you disown me as a 
sister,” she joked, watching as Moira’s anger erupted, only to 
be restrained by Margaret, who struggled to keep her calm. 

“Now, I’m not heartless like the two of you,” Mahir said, her 
voice steady and commanding. “You can stay, and I’ll show 
you true Arab hospitality with some tea, or you can leave if 
you intend to cause trouble. I won’t have my beloved 
daughter come home to such chaos.” 

Margaret and Moira stood stunned. The way she called 
Margaret’s daughter her own was a final blow, confirming to 
them that Melanie was gone, replaced by someone who 
embraced a different life—a life they blamed on Layla’s 
influence. Begrudgingly, they turned and left, muttering 
under their breath. 

Mahir’s eyes softened as she returned to her motherly duties, 
a sense of peace enveloping her. She glanced at her wedding 
ring and smirked, thinking aloud, “Speaking of tea, maybe I 
should make some herbal tea for my husband when he’s back 
from work—our favorite Arab chamomile, not that awful coffee 
those Arkansas women drink.” 
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Margaret arrived at Mahir’s doorstep, determined to accept 
the earlier offer of tea. She took a deep breath and knocked, 
cringing slightly as Mahir, clad in an abaya, opened the door. 
Margaret forced herself to stay calm, saying, “I’m not here to 
fight.” Mahir, her expression patient and warm, invited her 
inside. Margaret noticed the row of shoes and Mahir’s bare 
feet. “Shoes off in the house?” she asked, perplexed. “Yes, I 
just mopped,” Mahir replied. The idea of Mel—now Mahir—
doing chores and following customs was strange to her. 
“Must you really wear the abaya and scarf? Last time, you 
weren’t even dressed” Margaret said. 

With serene patience, Mahir responded, “Mrs. Sanders, I 
cover myself for modesty. We’re not sisters anymore.” “You 
used to call me Marge. And you’re not Mrs. anything,” 
Margaret shot back. Mahir smiled, touching her wedding 
band. “I’ve been married for 33 years. I am Mrs. Samaha.” 
Margaret shifted uncomfortably, struggling with how different 
this version of Mel—now Mahir—was. “This isn’t the Mel I 
remember, who got slept with Liz’s teacher after picking her 
up from school.”  

Mahir’s expression remained composed. “I have only ever 
been with my husband, that incident is nothing to be proud 
of.” 
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“Would you like green herbal tea or chamomile?” Margaret 
frowned. “Mel used to drink coffee and wine.” “Coffee is bad 
for your health and your skin. As for wine, it’s only here when 
my daughters bring it, and only they drink it.” She poured the 
tea, as Margaret took a sip. 

After a moment of silence, Margaret sighed. “I guess we’re 
not really sisters anymore, with this DNA change. But even 
before, you were only a sister in blood, never fully part of the 
family. Still, we don’t need to be sisters to stand against that 
Layla whore. She’s responsible for all of this.” 

Mahir held her composure. “I support my daughter and love 
being a mother. Moira may be bigoted, but she’s harmless. 
You, Margaret, have become the dangerous one since your 
right-wing shift, with Moira as your sidekick. I will protect my 
family and won’t hesitate to get authorities involved if you try 
to harm them.” Margaret downed the rest of her tea. “This 
Arab stuff is good, but I’ll stick to American,” she muttered. 
“Strange way to show gratitude,” Mahir replied with a hint of 
irony. Margaret stood up, eyes cold. “You’ve chosen your side, 
Mahir. It’s unfortunate, but you made this bed.” Mahir’s smile 
was unwavering. “It was nice meeting you, Mrs. Sanders,” she 
said, gently closing the door, firmly shutting out the remnants 
of her old life. 
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Meanwhile, Layla’s had gotten so big she was contacted by 
popular fashion brands to advertise their collections. 

Layla stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the platinum 
blonde wig that cascaded around her shoulders. The stylist 
had briefed her earlier, explaining that the theme was 
Marilyn Monroe. She had laughed at the idea, a private joke 
shared only with herself. In her old body, she could have 
nailed the look effortlessly, but back then, no one paid her 
any attention. Now, she was finally famous enough to pull 
off a bold statement like this. 

The campaign’s theme was a nod to the classic allure of old 
Hollywood starlets, symbolizing their resurgence but with a 
modern, multiethnic twist. Despite the colored contacts and 
expertly applied makeup to mimic Marilyn’s, Layla's features 
still retained an ethnic undertone. 

She knew this shoot would spark outrage. Margaret, Moira, 
and their circle of right-wing commentators would be quick 
to decry it, calling it “brown-washing an American icon.” 
Layla could already imagine the headlines and the fiery 
debates on late-night panels. But as she stared at her 
reflection, she smirked. This was her moment, and she 
wouldn’t let anyone take it away.
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Mahir wasn’t less active in the media. She was 
regularly featured in magazines targeted at women 
over 50 and on Sunday afternoon TV shows. 

During a one of these, Mahir sat in the ornately 
furnished sitting room, serving tea to the interviewer 
who had come to capture the essence of her and her 
family for a feature piece.  

The conversation shifted, and the interviewer smirked 
as he asked, “And what was it like being married at 16 
to a man 12 years older?” 

Mahir’s expression didn’t falter, ready to recite her 
version. “Not at all strange. In our culture, 16 is seen as 
a respectable age for marriage. Despite my 
appearances, I was eager to meet my needs, to 
embrace the responsibilities that came with that role.” 
Her eyes glistened with quiet pride as she continued, 
“People may judge, but I’m proud of having 
maintained a stable marriage for 33 years, especially 
in a country like the US where the divorce rate is 50 
percent.” - she said the last past with a challenging 
tone. 
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A picture of Mahir as a young woman standing 
proudly beside her father appeared on the screen. 
The interviewer’s eyes lit up with admiration. “I can 
see where your daughter got her genes from, you 
looked gorgeous!” 

Mahir’s lips curved into a gentle smile, a hint of 
wistfulness in her eyes. “Thank you. Those were 
different times” she said softly, memories of her 
very different past mingling with the present. 

She allowed herself a moment of thought, 
remembering her past life as Mel, the carefree, 
loud young woman who had reveled in punk rock 
shows and wild nights. That past felt like a lifetime 
away. She did not miss it at all. 

Now, she was a new woman, modest and reserved, 
aware of the respect owed to her husband and the 
patience required to keep her family grounded. 
The abaya she wore was a constant reminder of her 
commitment to this new life. There was no point in 
wearing it and acting brash; she embodied its 
meaning with every careful word and measured 
response. 
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When the conversation turned to Layla’s teenage years, the 
interviewer produced a fake photo of Layla as a 
cheerleader, blonde wavy hair bouncing as she smiled 
widely on the football field, her physique still lithe and not 
as developed as now. Mahir’s eyes softened at the artificial 
memory. “It took some convincing to let her father agree to 
that,” she admitted, chuckling lightly. “He was protective, 
but I reminded him that as a family living in this country, we 
needed to be open to new experiences for our children.” 

The interviewer leaned in, curiosity piqued. “There were 
rumors back then about Layla spending time with the 
captain of the football team…” “As a mother living in this 
country, I accepted that my daughters would have 
experiences different from mine.” With a reflective pause, 
she added, “I can’t imagine living with the same freedom 
as an American woman, but I’m not here to judge. I love 
my daughters and am proud of the choices they’ve made, 
embracing that lifestyle. I spent the first 32 years of my life 
in the Middle East, so this is what I’m comfortable with. 
Still, adapting is essential. I know my grandchildren will be 
mixed, probably identifying more with African American 
culture than ours. I’ve reassured my husband, telling him to 
let the girls follow their hearts. This is their home, and they 
need to find their own path.” 
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A few weeks later, the two superstar sisters were invited to 
model for a high-profile photoshoot. The concept was 
bold: they would stand in front of a massive American flag, 
both wearing US flag-themed bikinis. The campaign, titled 
United Colors of America, aimed to showcase the diversity 
of American identity, emphasizing that the country’s 
essence extended far beyond its historical whiteness. It was 
a sensitive topic, but if anybody could make it popular, they 
were Layla and Yara. 

As they slipped into their bikinis, adjusting the snug fabric, 
Yara glanced at her older sister. “Isn’t it weird how we have 
to prove to people that we’re Americans?” she said, 
tugging at the strings of her top. “I mean, of course we 
are!” 

Layla nodded, smoothing her hair in the mirror. “Yeah, but 
we’re not white enough for some of them,” she replied with 
a smirk. “Change your skin tone a bit, and suddenly it’s like 
you don’t belong.” 

Yara sighed. “So silly. We’re like 100% American!” 

Layla chuckled darkly. “White people are racist shit.” 
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As they stepped in front of the camera, the photographer 
gave them a few quick directions, and the shoot began. 
Yara was still a bit stiff, her poses hesitant compared to 
Layla’s confident fluidity. 

Layla leaned over, teasing her. “Stick out your butt, sis!” she 
whispered, grinning mischievously. 

Yara rolled her eyes, her cheeks flushing slightly. “Come on, 
stop!” she muttered, shifting awkwardly. 

Layla winked. “That’s how you make it in this country!” 

“Pff, by sticking out your butt more?” Yara shot back, half-
laughing. 

“Listen to me! You’ll thank me later!” Layla said, striking 
another dramatic pose as the camera clicked away. Yara 
sighed but finally loosened up and struck a more sensual 
pose, mirroring her sister’s confidence. 

“There you go, sis! Wow, have you been working out?” - 
Layla asks Yara, smacking her rear. “Maybe! I was kinda 
envious” - she admitted, blushing. “Should I be worried 
you’re going to be the hot one?” - she asked, teasing her. 
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Live was a happy sequence of photoshoots and 
interviews for the two sisters, until one day Mahir 
gathered her daughters to share some shocking 
news.  

“My dear daughters, I have something bery 
imbordant to share,” she began. “I’m going to be a 
mother again. This time, for real. I’m bregnant!”  

Yara’s eyes widened as she turned to Layla. “Well, 
Layla, looks like you were wrong. The fourth is 
actually coming.” “What?” Layla exclaimed, her 
mouth hanging open. “Mum, are you serious? You’re 
pregnant?” Mahir nodded, her hands resting on her 
belly. “Yes, habibti. I am.” Layla’s mind raced.  

“This is mental! But… how? I thought they made you 
menopausal when they aged you from 43 to 55!” 
Mahir gave a small shrug. “Wallah, I thought so too.” 
Yara chimed in. “And you didn’t use protection?” 

Mahir raised an eyebrow, slipping seamlessly into 
her role. “Brotection is for American girls. In my 33 
years of marriage, we’ve always been all natural.” 
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“Eww, Mum! Gross!” Layla groaned, closing her eyes. 
“Too much information! Oh my God!” Yara added. 

The announcement threw their lives into chaos. Mahir 
quickly contacted her PR team. “This is a public 
relations emergency,” she told them. “I can’t go to a 
hospital to abort, if the babarazzi catch me, it will ruin 
my rebutation!”  

The PR team deliberated carefully, weighing the risks 
and rewards. Despite Mahir’s initial fear, a part of her 
couldn’t help but feel a flicker of excitement at the 
prospect of having a real baby. She realized this could 
be an opportunity, not a disaster. 

After hours of strategizing, they decided to lean into 
the narrative. The pregnancy would become a symbol 
of her strong family values. At 55, the pregnancy 
would be seen as extraordinary but not 
unprecedented. To further sweeten the story, they 
planned to publicly credit cutting-edge fertility 
treatments, funded by the family’s newfound wealth, 
for making the miracle possible. 



T H E  C O S T  O F  A  D R E A M

The spin worked perfectly, also thanks to a 
carefully crafted photo: Mahir, a devoted 
matriarch with a miraculous pregnancy, set 
against the backdrop of her loving daughters. 
The media frenzy would amplify her brand 
rather than tarnish it, cementing her place as a 
symbol of modern, unconventional 
motherhood.   

"We're excited to welcome our little sibling," 
Layla told the journalists with a dazzling smile, 
effortlessly playing the role of the supportive 
daughter. "It caught us off guard too, but it's a 
miracle of life, and we welcome it with open 
hearts!" 

When asked if they knew the baby’s gender, 
Layla chuckled lightly. "We still don’t know if it’s 
a boy or a girl. Mum wants to keep the medical 
exams to a bare minimum—she’s a bit old-
fashioned that way." She tilted her head, adding 
with warmth, "But we’ll love them no matter 
what. And who knows? We might even arrange a 
nice gender reveal party later on!" 
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Things were never stale with with the Samaha sisters. 
The following step started with a double date Layla 
arranged, pairing Yara with a rising Black rapper. “You’ll 
be fine,” Layla said, applying the finishing touches to 
Yara’s makeup. “Honestly, sis, you look so good tonight, 
he’s not going to be able to keep his hands off you. 
Hey, why are you so nervous, have you done it before?” 
Yara hesitated, her blush deepening. Yara hesitated, her 
cheeks flushing. “Of course I have,” she lied 
unconvincingly. “What’s your favorite position, then?” 
“Ehm… reverse…” Yara stammered. 

Layla burst into laughter. “Oh my God, you’re a virgin! I 
can’t believe this!” she teased, though her tone was 
more amused than mean. “Hmm, having your first time 
with a Black guy is going to leave quite an imprinting 
on you... Have you ever dated a Black guy before? 
Kissed one at least?" Yara looked down, shaking her 
head nervously. Leyla smiled smoothly “You are going 
to love it! I should know, what did you think i did with all 
those hunks playing nubian guards in my Egypt film!” 
And Yara replies "Ewww gross, did you have sex with all 
of those guys for real? I thought you guys were just... 
acting!” “Let’s just say I got really into character. And 
you, my dear little sister, are about to discover what all 
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By the end of the evening, something in Yara had shifted. 
The attention, the confidence radiating from her date, the 
thrill of the unknown—it was intoxicating. A kiss at the door 
had ignited something deep inside her, a curiosity that 
quickly evolved into a craving.  

Fast forward six months, and Yara was unrecognizable—not 
just in appearance, but in attitude. Yara had been blacked 
and had a bad case of jungle fever. No chance of recovery. 
She even got implants to look hotter and dressed like a slut. 

Once the shy, hesitant younger sister, Yara had broken out 
of her shell, shedding her modesty and fully embracing the 
spotlight. She wasn’t just following in Layla’s footsteps; she 
was outshining her. Yara’s body had become a masterpiece 
of surgical enhancement. Her breasts were now fake and 
full, and her facial features refined to perfection. Her new 
wardrobe left little to the imagination—tight leopard print 
dresses, plunging necklines, and shorts so small they barely 
qualified as clothing. Yara now owned every camera she 
stood in front of. The tabloids and social media were ablaze 
with headlines about Yara’s rise, dubbing her the “hotter 
Samaha sister.” Layla watched her little sister’s meteoric rise 
with a mix of pride and jealousy. 
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Meanwhile, Layla’s old family was quietly unraveling. 
Her younger cousins were eager to join Layla and Yara 
in their lavish lifestyle. But the Samaha household was 
already well-defined; suddenly introducing previously 
unmentioned relatives would raise eyebrows and 
suspicions. 

So, when Samantha begged them to become a part of 
their life, the Samaha sisters hesitated before offering a 
compromise. Sam was welcome, they said, but under a 
different identity and a fabricated backstory they barely 
mentioned. They simply told her that she wouldn’t 
become Arab like them but would still change her to fit 
the new profile. 

With the sister’s recent infatuation for Black men, some 
had raised a question about a perceived lack of 
diversity in their social circles. They didn't want to 
become the kind of women who exclusively dated 
Black men but lacked genuine Black friendships. 

So, thinking pragmatically, they decided to address two 
problems at once by making Samantha their token 
Black friend. 
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Desperate to join, Sam eagerly accepted without 
knowing exactly how she would turn out. Secretly, she 
was relieved, believing that avoiding an Arab identity 
meant she could remain white. Raised in a privileged 
family, the idea of a race change made her uneasy, and 
she hoped this step could be skipped. 

However, after her initial treatments, Sam quickly noticed 
unsettling changes: her fair skin was darkening in a 
matter of weeks, while her green-blue eyes deepened to 
a rich black, and her blonde hair darkened noticeably. 
Terrified, she confronted her cousins, confused and 
anxious. 

"I thought I wasn’t going to become Arab!" 

"You’re not," Yara answered calmly. "You’ll be darker than 
us.” 

"What?" Samantha panicked, eyes wide. "Am I turning 
Indian? Or…" 

Yara rolled her eyes, amused at Sam’s confusion. ”Nah, 
you Black, gal!" Yara replied playfully. 

"What? Why?” 



T H E  C O S T  O F  A  D R E A M

"I can't keep on fucking around with Black men and have no 
Black friends. We'll come up with a convincing story, maybe 
you can be my man's cousin! He's from a working-class family 
though, so prepare to lose your posh accent and mannerisms
—you'll need lessons!” 

"But—but I didn't sign up for this! I wanted wealth, not a side 
story of hardship and discrimination! Yara, we're cousins after 
all!” 

"Well, not anymore, sweetie!" Yara laughed. "We're definitely 
not related at all now, hahaha!”  

Sam's transformation continued with a few ethnic surgeries 
like a corrective rhino plastic to give her a flat, wide African 
nose, different cheekbone structures, plump lips, all while her 
skin reached darker and darker tones every day.  

Staring at her lighter palms, Sam was shocked. “It's so real! I 
can't believe I'm African American now!” “Well, get used to it 
bitch, and please do not sound like a textbook. You're Black, 
ok sistah?” - Yara answered, cold. 

“By the way, your new name is Latoya. You better get used to 
it!” 
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