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The daily ritual to summon your neurotypical glamour goes like this: 
Expel bodily wastes.
Consume water, breakfast, coffee, medications, and vitamins, preferably in that order.
Cleanse dead skin in the sink.
Apply creams, powder, and tinted creams.
Consume water again.
Once sufficiently hydrated, you will have your very own glamour. It’s you, but better. It’s you, but you’re acutely aware of the passage of time. It’s you, but you’re able to complete small tasks before meetings and appointments.
It’s you, but them.
But remember, the ritual doesn’t last all day. You have to consume lunch. At steady intervals, water must touch your lips and lubricate both your flesh and the glamour. Past midday, but before the workday’s end, you must take your medication again. If you forget, your glamour will fall off and then your office mates will know the real you. You can’t have that. The glamour goes on, and you do everything in your power to keep it on.
Until the day wears down past the sun’s rest time. In the comfort of your home, the glamour can fade. You’re back to your true self. The one with the pile of bills, too many creative ideas, and no concept of how long unwanted errands and chores actually take. It’s okay. Sometimes the glamour takes care of those things for you.
To make the obfuscation of your true self last longer, a cup of tea or coffee in the evening is recommended. It’s not necessary, but it’s an old friend. The beverage also tastes wonderful with the addition of syrups, milks, and flavors in a variety of combinations. It’s the ritual you knew before you were taught the glamour. 
Being in the place where the true you has no support has been so much easier ever since you started this routine.
[image: image-placeholder]Wednesday
It’s a crisp sunny day when you perform the ritual in the correct locations. Toilet, kitchen, sink, back to the kitchen. You do the right things in the appropriate places. But the glamour doesn’t come on. The sudden clarity doesn’t come. The unquiet mind remains loud. Something is wrong, but you’ve done nothing differently.
“Hello,” a voice like yours says behind you.
You nearly jump out of your skin to see another you standing at your side. They’re wearing the same work-appropriate outfit, the same style make-up, but their hair might be slightly better styled. There’s a bit more hairspray and gloss to keep stray strands at bay.
“H-hi,” you say, unsure how to react. Screaming would alert the neighbors. You never wanted to be a problem for them.
“Take the day off, I’ve got it from here.”
You tilt your head to the side. It’s got what from here? Your whole life? “Are you…me?”
The glamour shrugs. “I suppose you can say that. I’m you as they want you to be.”
You know this. You’ve been performing the neurotypical glamour ritual for several months now. No one mentioned the possibility of this outcome.
You liked the version of yourself with the glamour. But here it is, in all its discrete glory. As much as you don’t want to know what havoc this creature can wreak, you know how profoundly you need a break. 
Sending this identical surrogate might be good for you. In the time when you’re home, you can indulge and push forward on the things you deeply need to do when your time and mind aren’t occupied by office politics, administrivia, bookkeeping, and the precious allotment of time that actually allows you to use the skills listed on your resume.
“If that’s what you want, go for it,” you say.
“Excellent. I’ll be home at the normal time.”
The glamour goes to the fridge, packs leftovers for lunch, picks up your work bag, and goes on its—your? —way. You reach for your phone. As much as you want to go back to bed, you’re too wired to even attempt sleep again. 
This presents a strange opportunity, however. You can be the person you are when you don’t have to show up to that office, to be with those people. The writer, the painter, the linguist. The possibilities are endless.
Except, with a face full of makeup, you sit on your couch, fire up the gaming console, and lose yourself to pixels and story until 6:30pm when the glamour returns home. It cooks you dinner, removing the required ingredients, placing them back where they belong, without the urge to start yet another apartment reorganization project. Food sizzles and warms on the stovetop and the glamour focuses on that singular thing.
You lean against the doorjamb, glass of water in hand. This day off has been pleasant, but strange. You’re able to indulge the parts of yourself when you’re not under a spell, ensnared by those gray floors and walls.
At around 9pm, the glamour vanishes. At least that part of the cycle remains. It reminds you of how you’re left to your true self for the evening. 
But the glamour never had its own agency; that part feels wild. In the end, it was still you, just with some changes that don’t feel obvious to people who aren’t you.
Eager to see what the next day brings, you shower, clean your face, cream your face, and tuck yourself right into bed.
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Flush, boil, sip, crunch, swallow, sip.
For the second morning in a row, the glamour appears beside you. There’s no clear indication of what to do about this situation. You look identical enough. But it feels strange to have missed a full day of meetings even though the people in the office saw you there the day before. But the information didn’t transfer between you and the glamour. Why would it? It
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