	After getting out of lunch as quickly as I could, I get back to my desk and try to collect my thoughts.  There’s a bit of clean-up work surrounding the Masons’ quarterly report, making sure they sign off on the next quarter’s estimates and such, before I move on to other work.
	The question beating around in my head, even as I dig into my afternoon work, relates to tomorrow.
Little differences tell me that this dreamworld is a different place from mine. A few numbers in the accounts, the colours of office furniture and the items I see in the news, all tell me that this world isn’t identical to mine.
	Close? Yes. An exact duplicate except for the sex? No.
	I’m not in my own world, living life differently for a day.
	I’m living in a different world entirely.
	Will I wake up in this world tomorrow, or my own?
Which one do I want?
	Aaron’s giant erection still looms in my memory. I could have told him to stick it in me and I think it would have been just as good as the way he went down on me. Do I want another try? Do I want him to ask me again so I can find out? Everyone else is okay with it here.
	I’m feeling light headed again. How do people function in this world? Are they pumping something into the ventilation? Is it some pollutant in the air of the whole planet?
	Focus on your work, Cynthia.
	Merilee’s head pops into my vision, her face safely cleared of ejaculate.
	“Hi-ee,” she sings out.
	“How’s your butt?” I ask.
	“Oh, fine,” she says. “It’s mostly embarrassing. Gives everyone something to talk about.”
	“It doesn’t bother you?” I ask her.
	“To be honest,” Merilee leans in. “I come pretty hard.”
	I laugh because what else can I do?
	“Honestly, though,” Merilee adds. “That guy came a lot. I’ve made mistakes before, but that was just impossible to hold in my mouth.  I should have swallowed a little of it and just shown him what was left.”
	She shakes her head and goes on discussing her strategy for professional exhibitionist fellatio in great detail.
	I let her go on a bit before interrupting her.
	“How… how often do you think we get spanked?” I ask her, trying to make it sound like a question of statistical curiosity.
	“We? Hah,” Merilee says. “I get spanked at least once a week. Claire, a bit less. You? I can’t even remember the last time.”
That doesn’t sound too bad. I’m picturing her taking those spankings through my blurry, post orgasmic haze and it makes me feel even more light headed.
“You alright?” Merilee asks.
“I just…” I blink my eyes at her, realising I kind of phased out for a bit, remembering the look in her eyes as Aaron spanked her. “It’s been a big day.”
“And you did a great job,” Merilee reminds me. “Mr. Gravitz showed you how great, right?  Right.”
Now I’m thinking about his tongue, wiggling inside me. It occurs to me, then, that I never put my panties back on.
“Yeah, yeah,” I say.
“You’re shaking, sweetie,” Merilee leans over and touches my forehead. “A little too warm.”
My mind is drifting away.
“I don’t think I’m quite ready for this world,” I hear myself muttering.
Merilee’s hand lightly taps my cheek and I come to.
“One wasn’t enough, was it?” Merilee says. “Come on.”
“What?”
Merilee has my hand and she’s taking me across the floor to Aaron’s office. The door is open, but she raps on it anyway.
“Mr. Gravitz, sir?” she calls out
“Ms. Polski?”
“It’s Ms. Wolversham, sir,” she tells him, pulling me into the office. “I don’t think one was enough.”
“No, really,” I tell them both, my voice stammering. “It’s alright.”
“Oh, my, Ms. Wolversham,” Aaron says as he stands up. “I’m very sorry I didn’t notice. Thank you, Ms. Polski.”
“Of course, sir.”
The two of them support me as I wobble across the floor. I’m not sure what’s happening until I’m situated on the edge of the big desk and Aaron pushes my legs apart.
“Sir…” I start to protest but something stops me.
There’s nothing wrong with this. Not in this world. There’s no reason on this particular version of Earth why I should stop him.
I lean back and he dives in again. It’s not much more effort than the last time. My lips are already soft, my vagina already wet. His tongue works the same magic. Merilee is sitting on the desk to my left, cross legged with her skirt hiked up so we can both see her naked crotch. She’s playing with herself again, excitedly watching Aaron eating my pussy.
Merilee reaches out her left hand and pushes Aaron’s head into my flesh as she strokes herself with the right. It seems like she’s fantasising about him doing this to her.
Does he ever do this for her? If he sticks his cock in Claire, Merilee must get the chance occasionally. Everyone is always so horny here, and they still have rules about it. No one has told me the rules but his tongue feels so good all over my wet lips that I don’t care right now.
Merilee squeals next to me, coming as she watches us. The office fills up again, the four other women filing in to watch us. My eyes meet Dana’s and she has this sort of eye-rolling resignation in her expression as she sees me panting towards my orgasm. She disappears out the door as the others gather closer.
“Someone’s getting a bonus today,” Eloise scolds me, but she’s lifting her skirt to gently stroke her lips while she watches.
I’m a spectacle. The sight of Aaron going down on me is a little circus for all of them to watch, a spark to light the fire of arousal.
I wonder how much work gets done at this office if we constantly turn into some kind of harem for our boss. Then I wonder how much metaphorical screwing around goes on at the office in my world and think that maybe this is better.
Dana returns in time, holding a glass of ice water in both hands, her fingers interlaced around it. Has she burned herself that her hands need cooling off?  She smirks at me.
Oh. That.
She clambers up on the desk behind me and soon I feel her ice-cold fingers sliding down my chest and covering my breasts.
“You know,” Dana laughs as she holds my breasts. “You could just take the bra off when we don’t have customers?”
The others laugh at me too, because this must be some standing joke in the office. Me and my sensitive nipples. It occurs to me that everyone must know everyone else’s kinks. Aaron knew that Dana would want oral for her turn. Merilee knows she gets lots of spankings and probably facials. What am I supposed to know about them? They don’t seem upset at me, so I can’t be giving away too much, but it still worries me.
Eloise squeals, her knees folding inward as she comes by her own hand, standing there next to Aaron. My boss pulls away from my crotch, his mouth and chin soaked with my juices and his saliva.
“Who’s already had an orgasm?” he asks sharply. “Before Ms. Wolversham even did?”
“Me,” says Merilee.
“Me,” Eloise and Georgia reply immediately after.
“I’m sorry,” Eloise says to me. “You’re just so hot when you’re getting eaten out. I can’t control myself.”
Claire is stroking herself, but she hasn’t come yet.  She’s just standing there, watching and playing gently, as Aaron dives back into my crotch.
“Not me,” Dana says, taking her hands out of my bra.
I hear the glass full of ice water clinking as she cools her hands off again.
“I know how to wait my turn,” Dana continues, her cold hands cupping me once more.
Merilee slides off the desk and stands beside me and Aaron, on my left side. My leg is in her way a little, so I pull it back, spreading myself wider for Aaron’s tongue.  God, it feels good.  Aaron pulls away from my crotch again.
“What do we get for coming too early?” he calls out.
“Spankings!” four women chant back.
Aaron looks at me queerly again.
“What do we get for coming too early?” he emphasises the repetition with his eyes glaring at me.
“Spankings!” I chime in with the other women this time.
Aaron gives that suspicious look again, raising a curious eyebrow as he looks at me over my shorn vulva, but I can see his eyes partially glaze over and I hope his arousal covers for my mistake. I really don’t want them finding out I’m not their Cynthia. He and the Mason brothers have already shown how easily they can keep their minds going in the middle of a blowjob though, so I have to worry.
Merilee bends over as Aaron rises to his feet.  I can barely stand the absence of his tongue, so I move my right hand down to my lips and gently rub my clit.  I probably shouldn’t come, since that might break a rule, but I can’t bear the complete absence of stimulation. I try to control myself, just stroking lightly, while I wait for him to return. That last thing I want is to get spanked in front of everyone.
I watch as Merilee, with barely a flinch, accepts five more spankings from Aaron. Eloise is already bending over on my right side, flipping up her skirt.
“What do we get for coming too early?” Aaron asks again.
“Spankings!” even Eloise chimes in, despite her position.
She takes five spankings and then it’s Georgia’s turn.
Next, while Georgia is taking her five, there’s a gasp from behind Aaron.
“Oh, god!” Claire squeals. “Not me, too…”
She jabs at herself uncontrollably, her orgasm nearly taking her to knees. When she recovers, she meekly walks over the desk and bends over, displacing Eloise.
Aaron sighs, calls out to us, and we all reply “Spankings!” so Claire can take hers. The slaps are so loud, they must be harder than the ones he gave everyone else, as if he’s a little frustrated that someone broke a rule right in the middle of him punishing someone else.
Finally, he kneels back down and gets back to work on me.
Thank god. I almost made myself come.
I watched all of them get spanked and felt what it was for them. I watched them all come, and now I feel his tongue. I can’t stand it. Dana has deserted her post, so I have room to arch my spine and lean back until my shoulders touch the desk. I grab Aaron by the back of his head with both hands and thrust up into his face.
I come so hard I see stars. I hope I’m not hurting his jaw. My vision sparkles into black through my muscle spasms and I slowly feel a sense of humanity returning to me.
“Thank god,” I hear Dana say in relief. “Good job, Cyn.”
I look for her and she’s just behind me on the desk, her legs spread towards both Aaron and me as she strokes herself.
“You are so beautiful when you come,” she says with a wince, her eyes meeting mine.
“You, too,” I reply, looking back up the length of her body.
Now it’s her turn. Now she’s allowed. I get it.
I don’t even mind how close I am to her exposed, bare vulva. The effort doesn’t take her any longer than the others. It’s like this office, this whole world, is one gigantic foreplay arena. No one is ever not horny. Everything is getting everyone ready, all the time.
Dana jabs herself and sings out her orgasm.
“Good, good,” Aaron says.
His cock is out and he’s stroking it. Merilee kneels and starts sucking him. She hands him off to Claire, who hands him off to Georgia and finally to Eloise.
“Who gets it?” Aaron asks as he switches back to Merilee.
Except for Merilee, the kneeling women all turn to look at Dana for guidance. I don’t know what’s going on, so I look her way as well.
“Oh, god,” Dana rolls her eyes. “Merilee just took one, so it’s not her, but…”
Some mental calculation goes through her as she closes her eyes. Aaron rotates through the four mouths in front of him.
“Hurry up,” he says, still rotating through eager mouths.
“It can’t be Eloise,” Dana insists. “And it was just Merliee. It’s either Georgia or Claire.”
Seeing the urgency, Claire pulls him out of her mouth and speaks.
“Just do us both,” Claire tells Aaron. “We’ll work it out later, halfsies.”
Georgia nods and Aaron starts jerking on his cock as Claire and Georgia push their faces together, cheek to cheek.
“There’s just something about you today,” Dana says to me as we sit side by side on the desk for the spectacle. “You’ve got everybody going crazy.”
A moment later, I watch Aaron grunt and spray a strip of semen out across two foreheads. He does a pretty good job, professional even, of sharing his juice out between the two of them. A solid ejaculation, considering it’s the second of the day, coats their noses, at least one eye of each woman, and a few droplets over their lips.
Maybe that’s just normal for this world though, the men all producing huge amounts of semen.
Everyone is heaving with exhaustion, but Claire and Georgia stand up so everyone can see their faces.
“Can’t remember the last time I took one,” Georgia sighs.
“Half an hour, Ms. Jackson,” Aaron reminds her.
“Yes, Mr. Gravitz,” she says, cracking a half-smile while keeping one semen-coated eye closed.
“You alright now, Ms. Wolversham?” he asks me with a sigh of relief.
“Yes, sir, Mr. Gravitz. Thank you,” I reply immediately, my voice a strange combination of apology, gratitude and - I think - subservience.
They’ve made a kind of special exception for me today, to serve my needs and I feel like I put my boss out a bit by requiring this of him.  Clearly, though, from the messy faces in front of us, he didn’t have a problem with it.
He has so much more power here than he does in my world, but he’s also much nicer about it. I can’t imagine my boss being so generous with me, even in a non-sexual way, in my world.
“Alright, then,” he says. “Get back to work. All of you.”
“Yes, Mr. Gravitz,” we sing back, and at last I’m keeping time with all of them.


For the next half hour I’m treated to the bizarre problem of having to interact with Claire a lot and Georgia for a few minutes, and the two of them have semen on their faces. Eventually, though, I just ignore it. This dreamworld is getting to me, I can feel it seeping through my skin into my bones.
Dana said there’s something different about me today.
Well, yes, I’m not from your world. I’m from somewhere else and I’m overwhelmed. And you’re all feeding off the feeling of novelty I have at being this aroused.  Dehydrated, I drink water. Claire and Georgia wash off their faces and Dana shows me this weird chart that decides who has accumulated the most demerits and deserves the next dousing with semen.
“I have to keep the current status in my head at all times,” she says, “because at any moment someone might commit another infraction and I have to mentally update it on the fly and see who the ‘winner’ is.”
“Were you right, today?” I ask.
“Oh, yeah,” she says. “Claire and Georgia were both so close they were basically tied. So I marked them down as each taking half of a facial and things are sorted. It puts Merilee back in the lead, but I’m right behind her.”
I don’t completely understand her chart, but it looks like I’m pretty far behind in demerits, so my name shouldn’t come up on the facial list anytime soon. Merilee and Dana are neck and neck now, with Claire and Georgia behind them, then Eloise.
“When was my last time?” I ask. “Do you track it?”
“Um,” Dana shrugs as she scrolls. “It’s been several months. You don’t mess up too often. But it’ll come back around to you eventually.”
I can see the indications where each of the other women ‘took one’. Merilee gets them frequently. I guess every time there’s a spanking, there’s pretty much a facial so it happens every week to somebody, and if Merilee’s the only one screwing up that day, it’s her.
I’m satisfied, though, that it’s not a frequent part of Cynthia Wolversham’s career, and I nod to Dana.
“You used to run this table, right?” Dana said. “You’re the one who showed me how it works?”
“I guess so?” I say, trying to exaggerate my exhaustion to cover my ignorance. “I should remember, yeah. It’s been a while.”
“I just-” Dana pauses and her expression suggests she’s just trying to change the subject.
“Hm?”
“I just want to say, ‘thank you’,” she blurts out.
“Why?”
“You! Today!” she manages to sound excited while keeping her voice down. “I’ve never seen you so… into it. Not in a long time.”
“Oh?”
“Oh, yeah,” Dana nods. “You made all four of them come. They couldn’t hold back, just watching you. If-” she looks around the office to make sure no one is listening- “If I hadn’t been holding your breasts most of the time, I would have come, too.”
Dana points at the chart.
“It would have put me past the others and I would have a face full of semen,” Dana’s eyes bug out.
“Oh, dear,” I say. “And you’re thanking me?”
“Cynthia,” she says, closing her eyes a moment to gather her thoughts. “I wouldn’t even have cared today.”
“Really?”
“It’s that good,” she nods, her eyes wide and sincere. “Didn’t you see Merilee’s orgasm? Even with her face all sticky?”
“Right.”
I probably should have noticed that already, but this world has had me so messed up that I can’t tell what’s normal. I think I’d have trouble having an orgasm if Aaron had come in my face.
I think.
“Anyway,” Dana stands up from her seat and takes me by my shoulders. “Thank you, again.”
She plants a kiss on both my cheeks and gives me a nod.
“You’re welcome,” I say. “We should get back to work, huh?”
“Yeah, totally.”


	I manage to keep myself under control for the rest of the afternoon and I start to wonder when ‘quitting time’ is in my strange dreamworld. Do they stop at five p.m. like we do? Or do they go later?
	For a little while, I try to pretend I’m in my own world, doing my job like it’s any other day. Tying up an account, collecting customer information, assembling it into neat, tidy packages for the consumption of others.
	This works until the first time Aaron comes around to Eloise’s desk. With our open concept office, we can all see each other, so I watch her stand up to talk to him the moment he addresses her. He asks her a few questions that I can’t completely make out from across the floor.  She answers. They continue to discuss whatever it is, whatever account Eloise is on.
	Then I hear him raise his voice a little, a way of letting her know he’s got all the information he wanted and it’s time to get back to work.  He says something that sounds like a ‘thank you’.
	Eloise, unprompted and completely casual, turns around to face her desk and flips her skirt up.  She’s facing away from me, too, so I’m jarred to see her entire naked backside just before I watch Aaron deliver a sharply echoing swat to her left cheek. Her flesh vibrates in front of my very eyes. It’s just so normal, so easy for her, like it happens every day.
	That’s because it does happen every day.
This happens repeatedly throughout the afternoon, whereas the morning had been so busy setting up for the Masons, I hadn’t even noticed it once.
Over those hours, I try to get used to seeing my coworkers’ bare or panty clad cheeks randomly exposed and slapped. It happens a lot and I can see it because most of their desk chairs face away from me.  Only Merilee’s faces mine, and she always gives me this playful wink as she gets her spanking.
	At half past four, I hear Aaron’s footsteps as he comes out of his office behind me.
	“Ms. Wolversham?” he calls out.
	I instantly realise what this means and I shiver at the sound of his voice coming from behind me. In my world, he’d have called me ‘Cynthia’ and I’d have stayed in my chair to speak to him. That’s clearly not what goes on here.
	I stand up and smile, turning to face him, “Yes, sir?”
	“About the Masons?” he says, standing just a step away from me.
	“Mm-hm?”
	I can feel my forehead growing warm, on the very precipice of breaking a sweat but feeling a chill at the same time, that weird sense where your clothes are loose on your body and your skin feels weird.
	“I just got word from them that they want the next quarter’s estimates broken out with and without the Graves numbers,” he says with a sad note in his voice.
	“But that’s not what they wanted originally, was it?” I ask with a squint in my eyes because I’m pretty sure it’s the same in both worlds. “Right?”
	“Yeah,” he agrees with a shrug. “But there we are.”
	I sigh with relief, temporarily, because the worlds agree on this point.  But I tense up when I remember what’s coming.
	“Fair enough,” I tell him. “I’ll get on it tonight-”
	“No, no,” Aaron says, waving his hands. “Your night is yours. I know how diligent you are with these reports, so I’m sure you were up last night preparing and that’s a very occasional sort of thing to do!”
	This guy is way more aware and thoughtful than my boss.
 	“You wait until morning, understand?” Aaron raises an admonishing, if playfully patronising finger.
	“Yes, sir,” I say, relieved. “Thank you, sir. Anything else?”
	“No, that’s it.”
	I gulp.
	Here it comes.
Every other time, I’ve had someone else’s lead to follow. I’ve watched one of my coworkers flip up her skirt and then I do it with her, or after her. This time I have to do it on my own. The other women aren’t even looking my way, except Merilee who can probably see me out of the corner of her eye, but she’s focusing on her work. It’ll be awkward, but at least no one is watching.
But I have to do it, don’t I?
	Just do it, already. He’s waiting. Come on.
	Trying to make it look natural, I stiffly turn away from my boss, feeling like my legs are stilts, and lift my skirt.  It feels rude and stupid and strange, the cool air flowing up my backside and making my legs chill.
	Have I lifted it high enough? Can he get me-
	A loud smack sounds off the lower part of my left cheek.  The sting comes after. He’s struck me a bit harder than before. At least I can tell that I exposed myself enough.
	“Thank you, sir.”
	“Ms. Wolversham,” he says with a polite nod.
	I pulled it off.  Just like the other women do.

	4:55 rolls around and Aaron comes out of his office.
	Then I remember how we started the day and wonder what happens at the end. I’m not wearing my underwear, so if we have to show ourselves, I’m going to be really showing myself, shaved and everything.
	But he’s already eaten your pussy. And everyone watched him do that. Why do you care now? Who in this office hasn’t seen you?
	“Time to sign off, ladies,” he calls out. “No sense burning ourselves out.”
	There follows a whole lot of clicking and slamming of desk drawers as we save our work, lock our desks and close up our laptops. I can’t decide if I should replace my thong underwear or not, so I just leave it in my purse.  I’m just too exhausted from the ups and downs, the shocks and lulls of today to really care.
If he wants to see, he can see. As long as I can go home and rest, somewhere I can sort out my feelings.
As we had at the beginning of the day, we line up, but do it in the corridor by the elevator. It’s not hard to fall in line now.
	“An excellent day, everyone,” Aaron says. “Especially Ms. Wolversham. Absolutely wonderful, the presentation and everything else.”
	There’s a polite round of ‘hear, hear’ from the other women as they smile at me. Aaron hits the elevator button. I honestly feel a lot more appreciated here than in my world.
The door opens and we begin to file past him. I’m not at all shy this time as we lift the backs of our skirts and he prepares to slap our cheeks.
	“Thank you, sir,” Dana says after her spanking.
	I follow, last in line, taking my swat after the others are done.
	“Thank you, Mr. Gravitz,” I say, feeling the slight sting this time.
	“You are most welcome.”
	He doesn’t get in the lift with us, muttering about ‘locking up’ and finishing shortly.
	I hadn’t realised how hard my heart had pounded all day, ever since Dana first lifted her skirt up this morning. As the elevator descends, my heart slows down. The background terror of the day slowly subsides.
	I can finally catch my breath.



	I race home, barely noticing the traffic and whatever this dreamworld has to offer.
Stumbling back into my apartment, I close the door, ditch my purse and immediately begin to explore. My entire underwear drawer is different. Except for the pairs that I sleep in, none of these look remotely like mine at all. There are thongs I’ve never seen, a few more naturally shaped pairs that have very thin front sections. I don’t remember buying those either. There are two razors in the bathroom, one narrow and delicate and clearly set aside for shaving my vulva. I find several skirts in different colours, but all of them are that slightly loose style that makes them easier to lift.
	This is not my apartment.
	It’s in the same spot in the city as my apartment, in the same building, on the same floor, but it does not belong to me.
	This belongs to someone else who lives a life almost exactly like mine except everyone is horny all the time.
	The fridge isn’t stocked too differently, so I know I’ll be able to make a quick dinner. I sit down for a bit first, drinking glass after glass of water until I can pee normally. How did I not notice, getting dressed this morning, that other-Cynthia had shaved herself? It’s so obvious now. I attribute it to the dazed feeling I had this morning, which might have just been sexual arousal.
	I shower, because wow do I need that, and the spray of the water hitting the smooth flesh between my legs sends me up again. I’m like a crazy teenager, spraying water from underneath, up into my crotch while I masturbate, letting the vibration against my sensitive parts carry me away and keep me tingling.
	I cringe and squeal my way through another orgasm, leaning against the wall to support myself through my muscle spasms, before I can get around to cleaning myself.
What is wrong with me? What is this world doing to my body? Is this my body?
I grab a towel - these are my towels, nothing strange there - and wrap it around myself from the tops of my breasts down to my knees. My heart is pounding. What are my evenings like in this world?
I throw on a night shirt and skip the underwear. The heat from between my thighs is too much and I’d rather air myself out. I feel my vulva. It’s still smooth and I should probably keep it that way if dreamworld Cynthia wanted it that way. This is her body, isn’t it? I can do that much for her. But I don’t need to do any maintenance today. I’ll check tomorrow before work.
I cook.
I eat.
While I do it, I think about other-Cynthia. This is her life, not mine, and I briefly worry if I’ve harmed her in some way.  I don’t think so.  I’m sure I’ve done a good turn for her today, nailing the Mason and Mason presentation like that. I put that worry aside.
I’m full and exhausted.
I wonder if I feel like this every day in this world.
I also wonder how I feel after a day of work in my own world.
Certainly, I don’t feel like this.
I lie down on the couch and turn on the news.
It looks normal. We’re not at war with Eastasia or Eurasia, nor under threat of a Zerg swarm. I should probably walk around in public a while, see what the rest of the world is like.
But I’m tired. The clock hasn’t reached eight p.m. and I’m worn out on the day.
I feel myself drifting off.
No, wait. I haven’t seen if…

I wake up.
My body feels different again. I’m gaining consciousness feeling refreshed, eager, but under control.  This isn’t like yesterday, but it also isn’t like any other day in my memory.
Under the blankets, I move my limbs, feeling the fabric rubbing against my bare legs.  I must have put myself to bed last night, but I don’t remember getting off the couch.
My nightshirt is bunched up above my waist. My fingers, remembering the craziness of yesterday, all the spankings and the oral sex, slide down my belly, under my panties. My vulva is smooth but has a strange sensitivity to it.
No, there’s no hair growing, but it feels different, the skin irritated maybe. I don’t know what this feeling is.
I touch myself, more under control than I was yesterday, and tickle my clitoris. I feel it react, so I push my lips aside.  I’m just wet enough for it to work. Images of yesterday, those two heads bobbing under the table, Aaron’s head between my thighs, come to my mind’s eye. Merilee’s sad face as she sighed and accepted all those spankings in front of everyone.
I stroke and remember, remember and stroke, getting myself wetter and wetter by the moment.
I poke downwards, pushing on my clitoris, ignoring the irritation it invokes. I am alone, so I cry out, safe in the certainty that no one can hear me. My body twitches and my thighs clench around my hand as orgasm seizes me.
That’s how they all must start their days here. How could they function otherwise? Is that why I had so much trouble yesterday morning?
I’m less frenetic, not nearly as crazy as yesterday when I felt the urge to get to work and straighten out that presentation.
I take the day easier. The sun doesn’t burn my eyeballs out anymore, which is nice. The drive seems more normal now. I’m imagining the ‘morning meeting’ again. Will Mr. Gravitz call us into his office to expose ourselves? Does he do that every day in this world?
In the elevator, I see Dana.
“Hey,” she mutters, her eyes down.
“Um, hey,” I say.
Something’s wrong.
We get to the tenth floor and I step out.
Oh, no.
Everything is wrong. And by that, I mean everything is right, I suppose.
I get to my desk and yes, it is my desk.  I look at my clothes and realise - how did I not notice? - these are my clothes again.
I sit down in my chair, and a desolate, grey sadness overcomes me.
This is not other-Cynthia’s, but mine.
I’m back in my own world. My own boring world.
I check the date on my phone. Yes, one day has gone by. While I was doing the Mason and Mason presentation in the dreamworld, what happened here?
“Cynthia,” Mr. Gravitz says.
“Sir?” I ask, instinctively turning in my chair and standing to face him.
He’s taken aback.
“Sir?” he wonders aloud, his voice turning wary as he shies away slightly.
He called me ‘Cynthia’, not ‘Ms. Wolversham’.
Oh, no.
“I mean, um… Yes, Aaron?”
“Cynthia,” he says with an awkward wince in his voice. “I think we need to discuss your behaviour yesterday.”
My eyes widen in shock.
I wasn’t here yesterday.
But if I was somewhere else, who was here?
Oh, no.
