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Zoe could barely hide her impatience to leave the conference. Two days of discussing sales figures and marketing campaigns was her reason to exist, but not without a break. Still, the Company had paid for her flights and put her up in a fancy hotel, so the least she figured she could do was see it through to the end.

Not that she hadn’t knocked her presentation out of the park. Her section on emerging markets had been warmly received, and she was confident that she had put herself on the company’s radar. Perhaps her long sought after promotion was now on the horizon.

As she collected her documents and personal items, she shook hands and bumped devices with her colleagues to exchange contact details and build her network. Others in her cohort made directly toward the senior partners, distinct in their body hugging SkinZ. She stuck to her strategy of climbing the corporate ladder with results, not sycophantory. Besides, her projector was now running critically low, so an immediate return to her room and a recharge was more than warranted. Doing a last round of farewells, she slung her handbag over her shoulder and left.

Clutching her pile of documents to her chest, she made directly for the bank of elevators that would take her up to her room. Luckily for her, the conference had gone on until it was no longer possible for her to catch the last flight home that day. She would go back the next morning, which meant another night in a fancy hotel at the Company’s expense with no meetings in the morning.

When the lift arrived, she joined the occupants: an elderly couple wearing neutral toned SkinZ and a younger woman whose projector was emulating a bright red dress. She stood out amongst the small crowd, Zoe still sporting her company’s sky-blue motif that had dulled as her power waned. She caught the sideways glance from the woman in the red projected dress and thought: at least she gets it. Unlike certain people who still treated projectors like they’re optional accessories. 

Both the elderly couple smiled politely, but Zoe sensed their discomfort in close proximity to two young women who were ‘dressed’ only in projectors. No, Zoe corrected herself; they both wore shoes. No matter what had happened to clothing in the last half century, no one had yet invented a way to project or replace shoes. The materials they were made from may have changed-she still had a hard time believing that people in the past killed animals by the million and wore their tanned skins on their feet-but the practically of shoes and peoples’ love for style and height meant that there was little rush to replace them completely. And they also made her legs look hot. 

The older couple exited the lift one floor below Zoe’s. She gave the older couple the barest nod as they shuffled out — relics still wrapped in their sad, clinging SkinZ, like they hadn’t noticed a century’s worth of apparel innovation. As they passed, she felt the disturbed air move over her body, a sure sign her projector was almost flat. Maybe another hour tops and she would be naked if she didn’t recharge. Zoe knew that same feeling of exposure could be replicated if she turned her projector low. The tingle of the unrestrained environment pressing against her skin through a low or dying projector always thrilled and aroused her. Still, a recharge when she got to her room was now unavoidable.

That her battery was almost flat came as no surprise. In her rush to make her flight, she forgot to pack her own recharging plate and had to use the one in her hotel room. It had had its own issues, dust or a loose wire perhaps, and her overnight recharges had yet to reach fifty percent. Sitting in a conference all day emulating a plain blue had caused a little strain on the batteries, but she knew better to take a risk and head out on the town the previous night and end up naked. But she was determined to go out tonight. Tonight, she had an agenda.

As she opened the door to her suite, the change in ambient temperature confirmed her earlier assessment that her projector was almost out of power. After putting her papers down on the side table, she dropped her handbag onto the bed and removed her projector. She’d a choice of devices, but wore the necklace because it was professionally understated yet still feminine. Placing the chain on the charging pad, she opened her device. It confirmed what she had suspected. At two percent, she had come dangerously close to being naked in public. Another half an hour glad-handing with the SkinZ of senior management and she could have kissed her job, and any hard fought for promotion goodbye as she stood amongst them without a thread to cover her. But now that she was safe behind closed doors and projector free, Zoe could relax and be nude.

She loved the sensation of becoming free. Her skin tingled as the air density changed and the temperature dropped. She could never resist the temptation of running her fingers over her belly and breasts; it was such a turn on. She only wished it was someone else doing it, and if she had her way, they would be tonight.

Heading to the bathroom, she stepped into the shower. As the water coursed down her body, she couldn’t help thinking of the old couple in the elevator in their old timey SkinZ. Had they always worn those, or were they part of the generation that had changed from fibres to modern smart wear when the fabric industries failed? Clothes were such a strange concept, she thought. That thousands of interlocking fibres could come together to create clothing boggled her mind. For thousands of years, humans had murdered animals for their skins and fur or razed forests to plant cotton and flax just so they could cover up. The idea almost made her feel sick to her stomach. And the thought of wearing anything against her skin made her shiver in revulsion. She could just barely understand why the older generations, like that couple, still wore figure supporting and temperature regulating SkinZ. She herself had had to wear them until she was eighteen, though she’d secretly bought herself a projector earlier against her parents’ wishes. They couldn’t understand why young people had been so quick to adopt projecting technology which replicated and improved on all the benefits of clothes for a faction of the environmental footprint. A simple device in contact with the wearer’s body and controlled by a linked device gave her all the warmth, support, and modesty that human beings had sought for millennia. 

Which was perfect for what she had planned for the rest of her time in this unfamiliar city. For while the hotel was in a hip part of town and lacked none of the amities, it was minus the one thing that a young, fit and confident woman could need, and that was some male companionship. That is what she planned to do that night: meet someone nice, take them back to her hotel, fuck them, and never see them again.

Stepping out of the shower, she dried herself and fixed her hair. Glancing at the clock, she noted the time and worked back from happy hour at the bar she’s found down the street; Zero. She had done her research, and it was perfect for what she planned. A great place with an appropriate dress code to meet other singles. She had just enough time to shower and dry her hair before putting on a little makeup in preparation for her evening out. She smiled at the irony of applying make-up, but she supposed that there were some things that projectors could not emulate; yet. 

Having selected her earrings projector for her night out. She picked up her phone to check the charge when it unexpectedly came alive. Zoe’s heart skipped a beat as her phone buzzed, displaying her CEO’s name, showing a call. She answered, her voice steady despite the nervous flutter in her chest.

“Zoe, I’ve been reviewing your work on the recent project,” her boss began, a hint of warmth in his tone, “and I must say, you’ve exceeded expectations. We’re considering some exciting changes in the team, and your name has come up for a potential promotion.” Zoe’s eyes widened, a rush of pride mingling with anticipation as she listened, barely containing the smile spreading across her face.

Zoe thanked her CEO for the opportunity to represent the company and so on for form’s sake. Even though she was bursting at the seams with excitement, she tried to sound calm and professional. As soon as the call ended, she squealed with delight. She had finally made it. Not exactly a slam dunk, but a personal call from the big boss meant she proved herself to those who decide. Her week couldn’t have been any more successful. And with that she switched on her projector, her favourite Littlest Black Dress appearing on her an instant later and she walked out of her hotel room determined to have a night to remember.

All the way from the lift to the lobby and out the front door, Zoe bounced as if she were floating on air. She knew she had a grin from ear to ear, and how people looked at her told her they also knew she was having the best day of her life. And it wasn’t just her success that was fuelling her mood. Zoe had never felt sexier in her life. Her LBD, her favourite shoes and clutch, everything oozed hot. And not just because she thought so, Zoe had adjusted her app setting to what she called ‘Sizzle’. Sizzle was just her word for the hack she had learnt from a friend. On Sizzle, the dress length shortened, the projection hugged her form tight, and the opacity was set low; very low. Zoe knew full well that dressing so provocatively would turn heads. And not just from the hotel manager she’d asked directions, nor the contemptuous sideways glances from passers-by she’d received as she walked down the street. No, she’d wanted people to look at her, but the people she hoped to impress were all waiting in the bar two blocks from her hotel. She felt as if she were in a daydream, and her skin tingled with new life. Some strange man would get lucky tonight!

By the time she had arrived at ‘Zero’ it was almost dark. The exterior of the building gave nothing away. An illuminated sign, the only thing indicting activity inside. A doorman in a SkinZ smiled as she approached.

“Evening,” he said. “Coming in?”

“Yes, thank you,” Zoe replied.

“Have you joined us before?” Zoe admitted she hadn’t, adding that she was in town for just one night. “Very good,” he said. “Do you know what happens here?” Zoe replied that she did. “Okay then. When you step in, please set your projector to ‘Open’ then walk down the passage. By the time you reach the end, Zero will have adjusted your projection for the evening. The range does not extend out here, so you will be fine if you forget to reset on the way home.”

Despite the doorman’s reassurance and explanation, Zoe was still nervous. She’d never been to a place like this, or done anything like this before. But she reminded herself it was just a harmless illusion and she wouldn’t bump into anyone she knew. Stepping inside, she waited for the door to close behind her before she accessed her projector. It was almost pitch black in the corridor, but she easily made the required change just by taping her earrings and dictating her instructions. The change felt sluggish—her dress clung a half-second before morphing. That done, she walked along the passage toward the growing light and the sound of music.

A sharp turn right, and she was in the bar. Subdued light, background music, illuminated bottles in front of a mirrored wall. The staff wore dark SkinZ but as far as she could see everyone else in the bar was naked. Breasts, behinds, members and vulvas on full display. Some with hair, most without. And everyone behaving as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Except it wasn’t. Naked in a bar, in front of your fellow patrons and the staff was not normal. Not a bit. Maybe in a swinger’s club, late in the evening, but not during happy hour. But even that was natural compared to what was really happening. Zoe knew that not a single person she could see was naked. She knew it was all an illusion.

From her own research, Zoe knew nude projections traced back to the mid-century. Initially developed for therapeutic and artistic purposes, such as body positivity workshops and virtual reality simulations, the technology soon extended into social venues, allowing users to “project” illusions of nudity while remaining fully clothed in SkinZ or other attire. While still regarded as indecent and illegal, the innovation challenged cultural taboos around public nakedness by creating lifelike optical deceptions that promoted uninhibited interaction. Zero was a pioneering establishment in urban nightlife. It had become synonymous with sin after its creators implemented an automated “Open” mode system. Upon entry, patrons’ projectors were remotely adjusted to display nude illusions, transforming the space into a naturalist haven. It was not illegal to be naked, projection or no, if no one could see you from the street.

Zoe scanned the room. For every massive member she saw, there were at least two beautiful breasts to bemoan. From A to DD, each pair seemed to defy gravity and was perfect and symmetrical. No set droopy or bedraggled, mismatched or too massive. And like their male counter points, proudly on display for all in the bar to see.

Zoe was torn. She knew it was all projection, the patron’s actual anatomy hidden behind the facade of physical ideal. Yet her mind couldn’t separate the fantasy from reality. In the low light of the bar, she had just entered a sexual dream world. She wondered if the drool on her lips or her gigantic smirk were visible from the other side of the room. Or, almost as important, what her own naked projection looked like.

There were no mirrors that she could see to catch a sideways glance at her fake figure. She resisted the temptation to look down at her new body and appear a newb. Besides, she was confident that her actual appearance didn’t require artificial
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