
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    IMITATION GAME 
 
    A TRANSGENDER EROTIC ROMANCE STORY

BY 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    KEEPING UP WITH 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 
 
    Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue for free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 
 
    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
 
    Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: 
 
    http://eepurl.com/O3CKz 
 
    Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy! 
 
    Email me at:  
 
    nikkicrescent@gmail.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    COPYRIGHT INFORMATION 
 
    This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 
 
    Published By Honey Wagon Books  
 
    Copyright © 2015 by Nikki Crescent 
 
    Model License Holder: Ollyy Sanderson (Shutterstock Inc.) 
 
    Background Image License Yoko-Onos-Balls (Shutterstock Inc.) 
 
    Cover by Fleet Lebowski 
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    NAVIGATOR 
 
    Begin Reading 
 
    Table of Contents 
 
    Newsletter 
 
    Copyright 
 
    About the Author 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 
    NAVIGATOR 
 
    - 
 
    IMITATION GAME 
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
    CHAPTER TWO  
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
    - 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR


 
   
  
 



 
 
    DEDICATION 
 
    To all of my readers  
 
    You have made everything possible 
 
    Thank you. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    IMITATION GAME 
 
    When Derek realizes his life is missing something, he drops everything and hits the road. He doesn’t know what he’s hoping to find, but he knows it’s not waiting for him at law school, or in his home town where he has spent his whole life.  
 
    He decides he’ll go wherever the road takes him, wherever the people who pick him up on the side of the road are going. He certainly doesn’t expect to be picked up by the group of hippies headed west. And he doesn’t expect to find himself impersonating one of them, a female novelist, after she goes missing during a drug-induced night of fun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I’d hitchhiked many times in my life, but never had I ever felt that strange trembling in my heart as I stood at the side of the road, like there was something deep inside of me telling me that my life was about to change forever. I’m not sure whether it was excitement or fear, or a combination of both—or maybe it was the sound of the noisy bus’ engine approaching from the distance, rumbling along the highway, reverberating through my bones. I knew as soon as I saw the bus that I was going to be picked up—even after I’d been passed by fifty other cars, somehow I knew this was the one. 
 
    And I was right. It slowed as it passed and the left tail light went red. The right light was dead. But it was hard to focus on the taillights. My eyes were drawn to the body of the bus, painted bright yellow with colourful mandalas drawn all over it. Strings of beads hung out from each window, and little snippets were written all over in what looked like Sharpie ink. “Free your mind. Free your soul,” read one of the snippets on the back of the bus. “Your life is a lie. Discover the real mystery.”  
 
    The passenger door opened and a man who looked like the second coming of Christ stepped out. He had long hair which hung below his shoulders and he was wearing what looked like a dress, but I think it was supposed to be a robe. His beard was dense and dark. “You need a ride, man?” he said. He was smiling slightly and he looked relaxed—or I should say, high as hell. The whole bus reeked of pot smoke with a tinge of body odour. I looked to the bus and saw a number of faces looking back at me, all of them stoned, floating in a cloud of smoke.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Do you have room?” 
 
    “There’s always room for one more. Hop on in. Where are you headed?” he asked. I didn’t know where I was headed. I didn’t even know which state I was in. I’d lost track after my last ride, where I slept in the back of a pickup with an old dog through the night. I’d told the driver to bring me as far east as possible. I fell asleep in the desert and woke up in the forest. I saw a few signs as I hiked down the highway, waiting for my next ride, but no clues as to where I was. One sign said ‘Springfield: 20 miles” but there was a Springfield in every state in the country. As far as I knew, I’d somehow ended up in Hawaii.  
 
    “Where are you headed?” I asked. 
 
    “New York City,” he said. I’d never been to New York City before, but I’d always wanted to go. Growing up, my sister always watched that Sex and the City show, and I always found myself captivated by the grand shots of New York City, downtown Manhattan, with her giant skyscrapers and her constant bustle. 
 
    “New York City sounds fine,” I said.  
 
    He looked at me curiously, with a smile on his face. “You aren’t going anywhere, are you?” he said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess I’m going to New York,” I said.  
 
    He laughed. The people on the bus laughed too, though I don’t know if they’d actually heard what I’d said. They were just so high, it was impossible for them to see someone laughing without laughing themselves.  
 
    The Jesus-looking man brought me onto the van bus, which was fashioned like a small apartment. The seats had been ripped out and replaced with couches. There were three different radios in the small space, each playing different music—one rock n’ roll, one classical, and one that sounded like it was straight out of a Tibetan temple. No one on the bus seemed to think this was strange. No one on the bus seemed to think the fact there was shag carpeting on the ceiling was strange. But they all thought I was strange. They all stared at me as if I was an alien, in the flesh, coming down to earth for the first time—and maybe that’s what they thought they were seeing.  
 
    “I’m Derek,” I said to everyone. 
 
    “Hi Derek,” one of the men replied. The man looked strikingly like Mel Shepherd, the Academy Award winning actor from the movie, The Docks. He had the same stubble beard, the same prominent jawline, the same glowing eyes, the same—“Mel,” he replied. He was Mel Shepherd.  
 
    “Mel Shepherd?” I said. I had to confirm it. 
 
    He looked around at his friends and they all laughed. “That’s right, my man,” he said. He was just as stoned as the rest of them, his eyes heavy and red. He started to introduce his friends. Tina Berkley, Uri Silverstone, Hanna Pike, Myles Fergusson…  
 
    “Hanna Pike, like the author?” I said, looking at the petite blonde who supposedly shared the same name as the author of the Pulitzer Prize winning novel, The Gathering. I’d read The Gathering a few months before and I loved it—it was one of the best books I’d ever read. I connected with it so personally that, once I was finished, I felt like I’d written it. 
 
    “That’s me,” she said. She was more stoned than any of them, swaying in her seat, with nothing but a sheer white blanket covering her naked body. I did my best not to look at her exposed nipples, but it was tough. She had a great rack and I was only human. The lot of them looked like they were high on marijuana, but Hanna Pike looked like she was high on a whole lot more than that. She wasn’t even looking at me, but through me, as if she was seeing a whole universe that wasn’t there, mesmerized.  
 
    “I’ve read your book. It’s really good,” I said. “Like, really, really good.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said. 
 
    “She’s being interviewed by the New York Times,” Mel said. “Hence the trip.”  
 
    “Why don’t you all just fly?” I asked. Hanna surely had a good chunk of dough from her novel, and Mel certainly had a ton of money from his many Hollywood blockbusters. So why the hell were they travelling the countryside in an old, crappy bus?  
 
    “The point of the journey is not to arrive,” said one of the stoned passengers, whose name I’d already forgotten. He had a big smirk on his face, as if he was very proud of what he’d just said.  
 
    “Do you smoke?” Mel asked, reaching a doobie out to me. 
 
    “I’m okay. If it’s alright with you guys, I’m just going to sleep for an hour or two.”  
 
    “Go right ahead, dude,” Mel said, motioning towards the back of the bus where a big bed had been built in. There was already two chicks sleeping on the bed, one of them totally naked and on top of the covers. There was a space between them. I guess that was my space. I felt terribly awkward cuddling up between two strangers, but no one else seemed to think it was remotely weird, and I was exhausted. I was barely on that bed for a minute before I was rocked asleep by the swaying of the bus down the winding highway.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I woke up with the soft warmth of a naked woman pressed up against me. She’d rolled over in her sleep and flung one of her arms over me, as well as one of her legs. I could feel her breasts against my back, and I’m fairly certain I could feel the slight bulge of her pussy against my hip. The bus was stopped and empty, save for the three of us sleeping. I carefully moved the sleeping beauty off of me and I went outside.  
 
    We were in the mountains. Which mountains, I have no idea. Maybe somewhere in Virginia or Tennessee—but hell, we could have been in California or Colorado. The sun was beginning to set and the group was sitting around a bonfire. There was music playing, this time from a guitar and not from a series of radios. It was Mel playing the guitar, and he wasn’t bad. Two girls were singing along with him, and Hanna Pike was spinning around to the rhythm, though she was way off, as if she was hearing music of her own in her head.  
 
    “There’s Derek,” someone said, and the music stopped and everyone looked at me. “The Groovy Traveller,” they said, and apparently that was my new nickname. “Come and sit with us. Sing if you know the words.” The music continued, but I didn’t sing. I sat quietly and wondered what the hell this group of celebrities and their entourage were doing out here, driving around in some crumby bus. If you really want insist on driving, why not rent one of those luxury RVs, or outfit an old Greyhound bus, instead of a crappy mini-bus that was made in the 70s.  
 
    Doobies were passed around. I passed on all of them. The driver of the bus should have passed, but he didn’t. In case it wasn’t bad enough that he was high as hell, he was drinking straight from a bottle of whiskey, taking back huge gulps at a time. “Are we going to hit the road soon?” he asked. 
 
    “Not tonight. Tonight is special,” Mel said. “Tonight, the moon is full and the sky is clear.” Everyone mumbled in agreement. Mel stood up, looked around, and then said, “I think tonight is the night.”  
 
    Moments after he said it, one of the men in the group went around handing everyone water bottles. Mel continued to talk, making very little sense. “Tonight is a night of souls, of self discovery. If you’re going to find yourself, Derek, it’s going to be out here. Believe me.” I wasn’t quite paying attention until he said my name. I looked up from my water bottle. Everyone was looking at me, as if I should have had some response to the statement.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked, unscrewing the lid of my bottle and taking a big gulp. I hadn’t had a sip of water that whole day. It was nice to finally have some moisture on my lips, on my tongue, and down my throat.  
 
    Mel grinned. “Have you ever seen into another person’s soul, Derek?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t think so,” I said. 
 
    “Never?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Then maybe don’t drink too much of that,” he said, and then a cold tingling crawled down my spine. What did he mean, don’t drink too much? I looked down at the water bottle. Now that he said it, I felt like I could taste something off—like a tinge of copper in the water, a weird bitterness. Everyone was staring at me. No one else was drinking from their bottle. My heart started pounding.  
 
    “What?” I said, looking around. 
 
    “You’re going to be just fine,” Hanna said, standing over me, looking down at me. Everyone laughed and things carried on as usual. I felt nothing strange, so I figured they were all just messing with me. They had a sense of humour that I couldn’t understand, no matter how hard I tried, so I didn’t think much of it. I let my heart calm down, and I finished my water bottle. The taste of copper wasn’t there anymore—I was certain that had just been in my head.  
 
    And then, as the sun began to creep below the wooded horizon, I felt something strange tingling inside of me. As I sat and watched Hanna dancing, she suddenly became very far away. Everyone was very far away. The sound of the music was becoming fainter and fainter. I found myself reaching out for them, overwhelmed by a sudden panic. “Are you okay?” one of the guys asked, and suddenly he was up close—right in my face, his voice loud. Everything was up close, closing in on me, making me feel claustrophobic. The ground was buzzing, rippling, a part of everything—of the trees, of the fire, of the stoners, of me. I felt the trees inside of my body. I was part of it all, and it was all part of me. Everything was connected. 
 
    And the ground was warm and soft—so warm and soft, I had to feel it. I couldn’t stop feeling it. I wanted to lay down on it, let it envelop me. The music coming from Mel’s guitar was beautiful—he most beautiful thing I’d ever heard. I never knew music could be so incredible! “What’s happening?” I managed to say. It was like the world was changing, like it suddenly made sense.  
 
    The next thing I know, I’m kissing Hanna Pike, the author of one of the biggest novels of the year. She has her hands on my body and I have my hands on hers. One of my hands slips into her hair, and my God is it soft! I nestle my face in it for a moment before she pulls me back down and sticks her tongue into my mouth. Our bodies are one—connected, intertwined, part of the same cosmic consciousness. Shit, I’m high. They drugged me. 
 
    Everyone wanders through the forest, myself included. We all run our hands along the leaves of the trees and the bushes, feeling like we’re part of nature. Hanna is naked, her tits bouncing, surrounded by pulses of vibrant colour, clouds of energy. What is this place? Mel’s getting his dick sucked by one of the girls. He has both of his hands on her head and he’s pulling her tight into his crotch, gagging her, but she’s loving it. They’re both loving it, moaning, and it’s beautiful. 
 
    Hanna is staring at me now, staring into my eyes, her eyes glowing. She keeps saying, “My God, we’re the same. Look at us! We’re the same person! Everyone look! We’re the same!” 
 
    “Oh yeah, you really are the same!” someone says. And I see it, too. We really are the same. Our souls are like one. I understand her completely, and she understands me. But what does it mean? People start gathering around to stare at us. They all see it, too, and it’s fascinating to them, like we just uncovered the universe’s biggest mystery. But what did it mean?  
 
    Hanna starts to run off, skipping through the forest. No one follows. No one even seems to notice but me. I watch her as she becomes further and further and further away, until she’s out of sight, deep into the wilderness, alone, in the middle of the night.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I woke up in that bed again, this time with two naked women pressed up against me, and a naked man pressed up against one of the women. I didn’t remember much of the previous night. My head was pounding as if I had a terrible hangover, but I didn’t have a single drink—just whatever was in that bottle, which tasted just like water.  
 
    There was some commotion outside, people yelling in the woods. I couldn’t tell what they were saying, so I slipped out from the bed and went to join them. I realized I was completely naked, so I wrapped a blanket around my body, unsure of where my clothes had ended up. Once I was outside of the old bus, I could hear what they were yelling. “Hanna! Can you hear me! Hanna! You out there?”  
 
    Mel ran up to me. He looked panicked. “Hey, did you happen to see where Hanna went last night? No one can find her anywhere.”  
 
    I remembered her skipping off into the woods, but I had no idea whether that memory was real or part of a dream, and I had no idea which direction she ran off in. We were surrounded by woods, and it all looked the same. So I just shrugged my shoulders and said, “I don’t know.”  
 
    “Help us find her,” Mel said, so I did my best. I tried calling out for her, but my throat was dry and the vibrations of my own voice rattled the pain in my skull. I came upon a steep ridge and I looked down into the mountain valley. It was enormous. That girl could have been anywhere. It would take a proper search and rescue team the better part of the month to scan through that valley alone, and as far as anyone knew, Hanna could have wandered in the complete opposite direction.  
 
    “Fuck. This isn’t good,” Mel said around lunchtime, after we’d already spent hours looking around.  
 
    A guy handed me a water bottle but I was hesitant to take a sip. “Is it actually water?” I asked, and he gave me a weird look, as if to say, of course it’s water, idiot. I watched everyone else drink theirs, and I waited a good twenty minutes until taking a cautious sip from mine. It didn’t seem to be drugged.  
 
    We were all exhausted from searching. Once the sun began to set, we all met up near the van and Mel told everyone what we were going to do. “Half of us will stay here and keep on looking, the other half will continue on for New York.”  
 
    “What’s the point in going to New York without Hanna?” someone said. 
 
    “I have my press junket this weekend, and Uri has his meeting with his lawyers. Unfortunately, Hanna is going to miss her big interview,” said Mel. 
 
    “Bummer.”  
 
    “Totally.”  
 
    There was a long silence, and then I asked, “Can I still get a ride?” Everyone looked at me. I felt bad, using them to get me across the country while their friend was missing, but it hard to feel too bad after they’d drugged me without my consent.  
 
    One of the guys was staring at me with a peculiar look, his eyes narrowed but glowing. He was high. His eyes were red from whatever drug he was on, and he was swaying ever-so-slightly as he stood. He stared for longer than the rest of them, and then he slowly walked over to Mel and said, “Can I talk to you for a minute?” He pulled Mel over to the bus and I watched as they talked. Did he not trust me? Did he think I was responsible for Hanna’s sudden disappearance?  
 
    Everyone seemed to drift away from me, conversing quietly amongst themselves, occasionally throwing a curious glance my way, as if they all had the same thought on their minds—as if they were all cluing into something at the same time, something to do with me. Had I done something the night before with Hanna? Was I the last one they saw with her? Did they suddenly think I was some hitchhiking murderer?  
 
    I thought about walking away, going the other direction down the road, flagging down a car and getting away from the band of travelling hippies. What if the police got involved? What if they found all of the drugs in that bus and thought I was part of it? I didn’t want to go to jail. I dropped out of college and left home because I wanted to find out what was missing in my life—and I was pretty sure whatever that was wasn’t waiting for me in prison. Whatever they had given me the night before was a hell of a lot stronger than pot, and it probably carried a much bigger prison sentence.  
 
    I started to wander away from the group, down the road from the direction we’d came. I didn’t get far before Mel was calling out to me: “Derek! Come on, get in. It’s time to go.”  
 
    I hesitated. If I just left, it would look terribly suspicious. But if I stayed with them, who knows what would happen? But for some reason, I went with them. I still wanted to see New York City, and they were heading in that direction. I got on the bus, which suddenly felt strangely empty, despite the fact there were half a dozen people still riding. They were all looking at me, smirking, with something sinister on their collective minds. Maybe I should have ran in the other direction, without looking back. It was too late now. The bus was moving, winding down those mountain roads, rumbling along.  
 
    “You said you read Hanna’s book, The Gathering, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve read it,” I said cautiously.  
 
    “Recently? Would you say you know it pretty well?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe three or four months ago. I just read it the one time. I liked it. Why?”  
 
    “I think we’ve got a copy around here somewhere for you to freshen up,” he said, looking around. 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    He smiled and bit the corner of his lip. “We need you to do us a big favour.” There was that chill again, creeping down my spine, seeping into my bones. This wasn’t good. They were about to ask me to do something I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I tried to politely decline the request, but they kept pushing it. “Just pretend to be her for the interview—it will take an hour at the very most,” they said to me, but I wasn’t going anywhere near the little dress they’d brought out or the blonde wig, which was startling similar to Hanna’s real hair colour and length. When I asked why they owned the wig, I didn’t get a clear response. One guy said, “Because it’s fate,” and unfortunately it was the only semi-logical response I got.  
 
    “You look just like her. You have the same eyes,” someone said. 
 
    “I don’t look that much like her,” I insisted, but they weren’t buying it. 
 
    “You don’t really have to look just like her. I bet the people at The New York Times have no idea what she looks like. Is this the only edition of her book? Her picture isn’t in it anywhere,” said another, flipping through the pages of Hanna’s novel, The Gathering. “As long as he passes as a girl…” 
 
    “Maybe I should just get off at the next town,” I said, but they all erupted into a unified disagreement.  
 
    “Don’t be so dramatic, Derek,” Mel said, pacing back and forth, seemingly unaffected by the swaying bus as it took every bend and curve in the highway with speed. He was scratching his chin, trying to think of a way to change my mind.  
 
    “Why does it matter if she misses the interview? There will be other interviews, and her book’s already super popular,” I said, feeling cornered by their judging gazes. If they weren’t looking at me with disappointment, they were looking at me trying to imagine me in Hanna’s clothes, in that blonde wig, and with a face of makeup.  
 
    “Because The New York Times is the most read paper in the country. This was going to be the biggest step in her career. Sure, she’s doing well, but she could be doing great. She just needs an extra little push. This interview would have been that push. You dig?” Mel said. 
 
    “So you want me to pretend to be her and talk about the book?” 
 
    “I think he’s getting it,” someone said. 
 
    “I’ve got that much, but what I’m trying to tell you is, it’s not going to work. No one’s going to buy me as a woman. Just because I’m smaller than average doesn’t mean you can just slap a dress on me and call me a lady,” I said. 
 
    “Just entertain us. Put on the dress, let the girls do your makeup, and then make that call,” Mel said. As he said it, we drove past a sign with the distances to the nearest towns. The next nearest town was 210 miles away—a few hours stuck in the bus, unless I wanted to get out in the middle of nowhere and hope for a ride from a stranger.  
 
    “Fine,” I said. “But I’m not doing it if it’s not believable. Hell, I’m reserving the right to not do it at all, no matter how I look.” Everyone was suddenly smiling, teeming with excitement. Celebration doobies were lit and passed around. Pills were consumed—some taking ecstasy, some taking speed. I had a few drags off of one of the doobies, hoping it would calm my nerves, and make the suffering manageable while they dolled me up. 
 
    There was nowhere to change in the bus. It was just a big, open space. So I went into the corner, turned my back to everyone, and I got undressed. One of the girls yanked down my boxers, startling me. “You can’t wear boxers under a dress, silly,” she said, giggling. She handed me a clean pair of her panties. They were so small and light and soft. I felt totally stupid slipping them on, and even stupider when my cock and balls wouldn’t stay in the tiny strip of fabric. One of the girls handed me a razor and told the driver of the bus to pull over at the next creek. Everyone sat outside of the bus smoking while the girls led me down to the water to shave my legs smooth. One of the girls told me to raise my arms and then she shaved my armpits for me. I looked back and everyone was watching, famous actor Mel Shepherd included.  
 
    Everything about it felt so surreal. A week before I was at home, living with my parents, going to classes, studying for my LSAT so I could get into a good law school. Life was so normal. And then I woke up one morning and something didn’t feel right. Skip ahead a week and there I was, sitting by a creek on the other side of the country, shaving my legs so I could impersonate a famous author for a major New York Times interview. And for what? Why did I leave my home in the first place? In some attempt to find myself… So what was I finding? I was finding that I probably should have stayed at home and waited for the urge to drop everything to pass.  
 
    But instead, I was now putting on a dress, over a bra that one of the girls had spent the better part of the last hour padding to look realistic. One of the other girls was getting my wig on just right, running her fingers through the hair, getting each strand perfect. Once I was back on the bus, it was makeup time. They sat me down in a chair and they all stood above me, taking turns with their little pens and brushes. They told me to close my eyes. “Don’t peek until it’s done.” I kept my eyes closed, hoping the whole time I would open them and I would be staring up at the ceiling of my bedroom, the whole thing having been a weird dream. 
 
    I was more confused now than when I left my home and my schooling. My journey for self-discovery had backfired. For so long, I felt so insulated, so sheltered in my little bubble—living with my parents, having my school paid for, not having to work, not knowing what it was like being out in the real world, on my own. But what did I end up finding? I’d slipped from one bubble into another, one fantasy to the next.  
 
    “Okay, open your eyes,” one of the girls said, and I did. And staring back at me was Hanna. My God, I really did look like her. I had to reach up and touch my face, watching my fingers closely, to make sure I was actually looking at myself and not a high-definition television screen. But it was me. I was her.  
 
    “Whoa…” I said, my lips parting. Everyone around me was grinning. We’d all seen it while we were tripping, now we were seeing it clean, in real life. I was going to pretend to be Hanna Pike for a New York Times interview.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    To practise my voice, the girls had me read The Gathering aloud, doing my best female voice. They gave me tips. Throughout the first chapter, they stopped me every sentence to adjust my tone. Throughout the second, I got a couple of sentences in before being stopped. The third, whole paragraphs. By the fourth chapter, they were mostly silent, grinning and nodding. I wasn’t even halfway through the book when I started to realize I wasn’t even trying, that it was becoming natural. “Don’t stop using that voice,” Mel said to me. “Make it as natural as possible. Hanna will be so grateful, if we find her.” 
 
    “You mean when we find her,” someone said, and then the bus became silent. It had been a couple of days now. We stopped in every town to call the ones we’d left behind, the ones who were out searching for her. Everyone was losing hope. And to make matters worse, they refused to call the police. The mere suggestion was met with hostility. When I asked one of the girls why they were so against the idea of getting a proper search and rescue team involved, she told me about Mel’s stint in prison. “Eighteen months on drug possession charges,” she told me. “No one knows about it—it was before he really made it.”  
 
    If the police raided that bus, we’d all be facing similar charges—myself included, even though I declined every offer to partake in the drug consuming. If I ever wanted to finish law school, then forget about it—one drug charge and that dream would be crushed, even if I got off easy. Convicted felons don’t get into Harvard Law, unfortunately.  
 
    We were ten hours away from New York City and the sun was setting. Our driver insisted that he could drive through the night with a few hits of speed, but Mel insisted we stop. We were between towns, in a large field surrounded on all sides by woods. It was a stunning spot, off of a seemingly abandoned road. We always stuck to the back roads, presumably to avoid the police and their check stops. The girls pulled a number of blankets out from the van and started laying them out on the grass. “We sleep under the stars tonight,” Mel said, and all I could think about were mosquitoes and gnats.  
 
    Then Mel took out a plastic bag with a perforated sheet inside. He opened it up and started breaking off squares, handing them over to be passed around to everyone. “Isn’t that the special stuff?” someone said. 
 
    “Tonight is a special night,” he said. 
 
    One of the blotters was passed to me. I knew it was likely LSD. I recognized it from a criminology class where we went over the different kinds of drugs and how illegal they were. LSD was up there. I made sure to hold it on the sleeve of my jacket, knowing that it was possible for LSD to be absorbed through the skin. I had no intention of taking it.  
 
    Mel looked at me and said, “If you really want to be Hanna in your interview tomorrow, this should do the trick.” My plan was to toss the drug aside when no one was looking, and pretend to be high when the drugs started to kick in. Once they were all stoned out of their minds, I could slip away and wait their high out. They would have no idea. If it was anything like what we’d taken the night Hanna went missing, then I would be the last thing on their minds.  
 
    But they didn’t look away—Mel especially. He stood there, staring at me, waiting for me to raise the blotter to my tongue. A braver version of me would have declined the drug, handed it back to him, told him I wasn’t interested. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it, worried I would disappoint him and everyone else—and I had no idea why. Maybe I felt like I owed it to them for taking me into their bus and driving me halfway across the country, free of charge. Though I suppose it wasn’t really free of charge.  
 
    I took the hit, regretting it the moment it was sliding down my throat. I tried to clench my throat in an attempt to stop it from going down, but it was too late, I’d taken the drug. Mel smiled and walked away. I considered sticking a finger down my throat, forcing the drug back up, but it was too late. The drug was already in my system, ready to kick in at any moment. And I wasn’t ready for it. I hid my hands behind my back to hide the trembling. I took a series of deep breaths to try and calm my nerves, but it was hopeless. I was terrified. I could only think of Hanna skipping away into the woods. She might as well have been a slab of raw meat being thrown into a bear’s den.  
 
    No one else was nervous. They were all lounging around, sipping their drinks, munching on their snacks, sitting on their blankets and waiting for the stars to come out in the cloudless sky.  
 
    After about an hour, everyone was silent. There were some whispers that the drugs were a bust—a bad batch—but Mel didn’t seem the least bit worried. He just sat there smirking whenever he heard the whispers, knowing full-well what was coming our way. 
 
    And when it hit, it hit hard. The stars in the sky appeared suddenly, as if only a few feet away from our heads. I wasn’t the only one reaching up and trying to feel their warm glow. I felt so stupid doing it, knowing I must have looked absurd, but I just had to feel those stars—the same way Hanna probably had to wander away into the forest.  
 
    “Hey Hanna,” someone called out, and I found myself responding. Hanna was my name. During that wild trip, there was never any doubt in my mind that Hanna was my name, that I’d always been Hanna. It wasn’t some game I was playing along with, and there wasn’t any confusion. And to the others, I’d always been Hanna as well. “What did you find in those woods?” one of the guys asked me.  
 
    And most strangely of all, I remembered the woods. I remembered wandering off into the woods, waving goodbye to the rest of the group before wandering off into nowhere, away from all the music and the laughter. The woods were vibrant and bright, full of life. I kept wandering, feeling pulled towards some strange force. I must have wandered for hours, feeling every tree and bush that I walked by, feeling the impossibly warm ground beneath my bare feet. At one point I dropped to my knees and put the palms of my hands on the forest floor and I could feel the core of the earth. And when I became perfectly still, I could feel the earth spinning on its axis, grinding, flying through space, absorbing the energy of the stars.  
 
    But now, I was with everyone. One guy had his arm over my shoulders. He was shirtless and his body was warm and damp. I kind of liked the feeling of his damp skin, beads of sweat forming on his smooth chest. He liked it when I touched him, when I ran my fingers down his pecs and his abs. I didn’t know the man’s name, but I knew everything about him. I could see into his soul, and I felt like I’d known him forever, like we were part of the same network, the same vibrations.  
 
    He took my hand and brought it down to his crotch. I rubbed, feeling his member growing and growing and growing.  
 
    And then I was pulled away by Mel, who wanted to show me something. He led me away from the group and showed me a tree, which looked to be a thousand years old, as thick as my childhood bedroom, as tall as a skyscraper in New York City. The tree was impossible, but there it was, full of life. It was life. It was everything, the heart of the earth, beating, pulsing, sending vibrations into the air and connecting with the world. Everything was part of the same and there we were, standing under it. We were high as hell. 
 
    Mel put his back to the tree and he took off his shirt. “It’s so soft,” he said, his back to the bark. I didn’t believe him so I stepped up and felt the tree, my arms around him, hands at his sides. I ran them down the bark, and he wasn’t lying. The tree was soft. It made no sense, but it was true. And Mel’s skin was soft too. He had big action-movie muscles, but somehow he was soft. I couldn’t stop feeling his chest and his abs and his arms. And I was so attracted to him, feeling suddenly like the shy new girl, never before been kissed, alone in a classroom with the popular guy, the star of the football team. I bit my bottom lip. He squeezed my breasts, massaging them with firm hands, making my body tremble. I could feel it, like the breasts were really my own, like my body really was Hanna’s body—and maybe it was.  
 
    I found myself on my knees, unzipping his fly, fishing out his big cock. He was already hard, springing to life once the denim barrier was removed. I curled my fingers around his girth and I started to pump. I could feel his heart beating, vibrating inside of my own body. Everything seemed so right, the way it was supposed to be. I slipped his cock through my lips and I began to suck. He was so hard, so big, throbbing intensely as I teased his tip with my tongue. His fingers were in my hair, massaging my scalp. 
 
    And then the next thing I knew, I was bent over with the palms of my hands on that magnificent tree. He was behind me, the tip of his cock lined up with my tight asshole. He was pushing in and it felt amazing. Surges of pleasure were blasting inside of me, emanating out of me in a colourful display. My cock was hard, pressed against my tummy. Once he was inside of me, he reached around and curled his fingers around it, beating me off once he was thrusting in and out of me. I don’t know how I didn’t collapse. There was no feeling in my legs or anywhere else in my body. I could only feel my soul, exploding with euphoria. I could hear my voice moaning, and I could hear his pelvis slamming into my ass.  
 
    And then I could feel his hot jizz unloading all over my back and all over my ass. It trickled down my left butt cheek and dribbled down my leg. And the stars were close again, filling me with that cosmic energy and that peculiar feeling that for once, everything was right. Everything was good. 
 
    We all found ourselves on our blankets, staring up at the stars. I was in Mel’s arms. Pink Floyd was playing on the bus, filling the air as the high began to wear off and the sun began to rise. And as my sensibilities came back to me, I realized I was cuddling up to a man, dressed like a woman, my asshole sore from being pumped and pounded.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    We pulled into New York City the day of the interview, with just a few hours to spare. I did my makeup myself, without help from the girls, and I thought I did a pretty good job. It was surprisingly fun—every little decision made such a big difference, and there were so many different styles to play around with. And still, I couldn’t believe how much I looked like Hanna Pike, especially when I wore her frilly floral dress and her bead bracelets, and when my hair was done up into cute braids. My voice even sounded just like hers. I couldn’t help but believe the stoners when they went on about how it was cosmic fate. What else could it have been? A massive coincidence? Maybe…  
 
    We pulled up in the bus outside of The New York Times headquarters, their logo printed on that large glass pane. My heart was aflutter as people stopped to look at the strange old bus. Now it wasn’t just stoners I had to fool, it was sober folk who took their jobs very seriously—journalists who took imposters very, very seriously. I took a deep breath and stepped up to the door. “Good luck,” Mel said to me. He smiled, apparently not nervous at all—probably because the outcome of the interview really didn’t affect him whatsoever. They drove away once I was off of the bus. The girls wanted to go and see the Statue of Liberty. Suddenly, I felt terribly alone and horribly vulnerable. People stared at me as I walked up to the building, wondering who I was.  
 
    I could feel the lump growing in my throat as I approached the receptionist. I was about to use my voice with a real person, not just some stoned hippie. When I introduced myself, the receptionist was silent. She stared at me for a moment and then she slowly picked up her phone. My heart was pounding. Could she tell I was an imposter? Could she tell I was a man? She told whoever was on the other end of the phone that Hanna Pike was in, and then she suddenly had a smirk on her face. “You can have a seat,” she said with that smirk on her face. My God, she knew! She must have known. And if the receptionist could tell from a single timid sentence, surely the interviewer would catch on—“By the way, I just finished reading your book and I loved it,” she said. “It has to be the best book I’ve read in the last five years. Could I get your autograph?” 
 
    A wave of relief washed over my heart. She couldn’t see through my hair or my makeup. She was just a fan, just excited. I took a deep breath and I signed the back of one of her business cards. Then I went to take a seat. The wait felt like a lifetime. Every time someone walked by and looked my way, my heart skipped a beat. When I finally heard someone call “Hanna,” I jumped in my seat. I looked behind me and he was standing right there, one of the executive journalists at The New York Times. He had a big smile on his face and he was holding out his hand. I shook it. “Is everything alright?” he asked. 
 
    My face was probably whiter than his brand new dress shirt. It dawned on me that news could leak at any moment regarding the real Hanna’s disappearance. It could leak mid-interview. Her body could show up in some ditch somewhere and it would be world news within minutes. Or what if it leaked a few days after our interview? Would they realize they’d interviewed an imposter? Of course they would. The question was, would they be able to track me down? Would they see the bus on the security footage, look up the license plate, find the members of Mel’s group, and interrogate them until they found out my identity? Did anyone in Mel’s group know my identity? “Hanna?” the interviewer said. 
 
    “Huh? Yeah, I’m fine. It was just a long journey here.” 
 
    “Can we get you a coffee or something?” 
 
    “Sure, that would be great,” I said. We went up ten floors to his office. He had a nice view, a corner unit with windows everywhere.  
 
    He organized his papers in silence while we waited for his assistant to bring the coffee. Then, he said, “Let’s get right to it,” pulling out a pen and a legal pad, getting ready to write down my answers. The questions started out simply enough, asking about the inspiration for the book, the inspiration for the characters, when I started writing, whether I’d ever tried to write a novel before. They were easy enough to answer, and they helped me relax—the more I spoke, the more I realized I had him fooled. I was really passing as a woman, and I was really passing as Hanna Pike.  
 
    “I didn’t expect you to be so beautiful,” he said randomly after I answered one of his stock questions. I felt my cheeks becoming hot. Beautiful? I knew I passed as a lady, but I wasn’t expecting that. I didn’t know what to say, and his face became a shade of red in the silence that proceeded the statement. He cleared his throat and said, “So what’s next for you?” 
 
    I gave him a stock answer about working on a new novel, not being able to share any details, and that kind of thing. The interview was going fine, and then he said, “Surely you can give me something to work with here, something I can make a headline out of,” and I realized my easy stock answers weren’t good enough for a major newspaper interview. I’d played it too safe, and now there was nothing to give to the readers—nothing but predictable, safe answers. 
 
    “Well…” I said, trying to think. I thought about telling him about Mel and our crazy trip across the country, and I thought of telling him about my recent drug-fuelled adventures—surely that would be something for the readers—but of course I couldn’t tell him any of that, not without implicating the people who drove me across the country in potential criminal charges. I thought about making something up, but I didn’t know what to say. I had no real experience in my own life to draw from. I’d lived life so easy and so predictably. I never missed a day of school, I stayed away from drugs, I got good grades, I applied to good colleges—I’d never even had a summer job. Instead, I did summer school to improve my grades and my chances at getting into Harvard Law. I’d lived more of a life in the past week than I had in twenty-something years.  
 
    I didn’t actually know if Hanna was working on a new novel, and if she was, I had no clue what it was about. But something came over me, and I decided to run with it. “My next novel is about a young man who runs away from home, with nowhere to go, and halfway across the country he finds himself getting picked up by a group of interesting characters.” Now I had the interviewer’s attention: a breaking story—the details of Hanna Pike’s newest novel. My heart started racing. 
 
    “What happens to the man?” he asked, now leaning forward in his chair. 
 
    I thought for a moment. “He finds himself… in an unlikely way.”  
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to spoil too much, but he realizes he has the soul of a girl—and once he embraces it, he feels more free than ever.” I watched the interviewer writing it all down. He couldn’t write it down fast enough, his pen scribbling wildly along that legal pad. 
 
    “That’s all great. Just great. Is there anything more you can tell me? What happens to the young man after he realizes? Where does he go from there?” 
 
    “I guess we’ll have to find out,” I said.  
 
    He wrote some more notes down, and then he said, “Great. And what are you willing to do to make this a front page story?”  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    He stood up and walked around the room, closing the blinds to the rest of the office and then closing the blinds to the outside. “I mean, what are you willing to do?” he said, and I realized he was asking for more than just juicy anecdotes for his article. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
     “You’re very beautiful, Hanna. Not too many people are in a place to use their beauty to benefit their careers. Do you know what I mean?” he said, and I knew exactly what he was getting at. He wanted to fuck me. He didn’t really care about his article. He probably didn’t even read Hanna’s book. He was just horny, looking to get his dick wet.  
 
    I should have been turned off, repulsed even, but instead I found myself blushing. A man wanted to fuck me. A man was putting his career on the line at a chance to sleep with me. Me. I’d never been lusted after in my life. I felt bad for liking it, knowing a lot of women struggle day-to-day with being sexualized and objectified, but after a lifetime of being unnoticed, I have to say: I liked it. I bit my lip in an attempt to hide my smile. But I did a bad job, because he noticed and said, “I see you’re catching my drift,” and his smile stretched from ear to ear.  
 
    “I don’t think we should… It’s probably not a good idea,” I said. 
 
    “I think it’s a great idea.” 
 
    “What if someone hears?” 
 
    “No one will hear,” he said. My heart was pounding. He stepped up to me and put his hands gently on my shoulders. He started to push aside the straps of my little floral dress. I stopped him. That dress was hiding the gel inserts in my bra, and it was hiding the bulge of my cock. I couldn’t let him undress me, even though I really wanted him to.  
 
    But why did I want to? I’d never fantasized about being with a man before. In fact, the thought had always repulsed me until that moment. Had the drugs screwed with my brain? Was this Hanna character taking over my consciousness? Without saying anything, I reached down and slipped my hand over his crotch. I began to massage it. “I really don’t think this is a good idea,” I said, but it was all me. He was just standing there, letting me go on. “We shouldn’t do this.” Now my hand was pulling away his belt and slipping down his pants, touching his flesh, holding his bare member in my hand.  
 
    “You want to be on the front page?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Prove it.” 
 
    I dropped to my knees and started sucking him off. He was big—bigger than I was expecting, but nothing I couldn’t handle. I puckered my lips around his girth and I slid the tip of my tongue up and down the base of this shaft. He had his hands in my hair as he moaned gently.  
 
    “Bend over,” he said, and then a cold tension filled my body. What was I doing? I wasn’t a woman. I didn’t have what he wanted. I didn’t have a pussy for him to stuff. And if he saw my cock? Then what? Would the whole interview be scrapped?  
 
    But something was possessing me. I found myself turning around, bending over, planting my hands on his desk. He flipped up the skirt of my dress onto my back. I reached back and pulled aside the tiny strip of fabric of my panties covering my asshole. “In the ass,” I said. My heart was racing. I was just one little move away from my balls falling out into the open. Or what if he didn’t want the asshole? Of course he did—what man would turn down a backdoor opportunity?  
 
    He pushed his cock up to my puckering backdoor and he began to push in. As he slid in, I felt a peculiar euphoria that I’d only ever felt once before—on acid, with Mel. I didn’t even think it was a real, possible euphoria without the use of drugs, but I was feeling it now, just as strong as when I was high. It was real, and it filled me with a trembling excitement. “Fuck me,” I said, and then he started to thrust in and out of me.  
 
    God, it felt so good. Pulses of ecstasy flowed through me. And I could feel the vibrations, the warmth of the cosmos. No drugs required. This was real. This was something else. My God, was this something else! My legs began to tremble. My cock began to harden in my panties, but it stayed in place—not that he would have noticed anyway. He was bent over me, fucking me like an animal, reaching his hand around to my face so that I could suck on his finger. He had his whole cock deep inside of me, stuffing me deeply. I felt like I could feel it in my throat, gagging me, stuffing my whole goddamned body.  
 
    “Come in me, baby,” I said. My cock had slipped out from my panties. I reached down to stuff it back in, but it was too erect and it refused to stay in my panties. So I covered my balls with my hand and I let my cock rub against my wrist. It felt good. So good that I started coming almost immediately, spraying the underside of my arm with my hot, white cum. I trembled all over, and then I felt it: his huge, warm load filling me up inside as he groaned loudly and clenched my sides firmly. “Holy shit!” he moaned. I felt his body tremble.  
 
    And then it was over. He was zipping up his pants and I was fixing the skirt of my dress, facing away from him while I gave my cock a moment to soften up, so it wasn’t bulging out like a rogue tent pole. He had a big grin on his face, completely oblivious to the fact he’d just fucked a man in the ass. 
 
    Or was I a man? I didn’t feel like a man. In fact, the thought that I’d lived my whole life as a man was one of the strangest, most difficult to understand thoughts I’d ever had. I wasn’t a man. I was a woman. When I was on that acid trip, it was so clear, and it had been so clear ever since—I had the soul of a woman. Everyone else could see it, too. Everyone else who had transcended that physical barrier using that incredible drug—they could see it. There was no questioning it.  
 
    The question was, who was I? I certainly wasn’t Derek… Was I Hanna?  
 
    When I left the building, the bus was back and Mel was standing outside waiting for me. “How did it go?” he asked. 
 
    “It went amazingly,” I said. He gave me a hug and then led me onto the bus.  
 
    “They found Hanna. She was with a tribe of natives. She doesn’t want to leave,” he told me. 
 
    “When I talked to her on the phone,” one of the guys said, “she kept saying that she isn’t Hanna anymore. She said that you’re Hanna now.”  
 
    “Me?” I said. 
 
    “That’s what she said,” he said. “She said you would know what that means.” 
 
    “Groovy,” one of the other passengers said, nodding as if he understood it. We started back east, and I kept thinking about what the hell that meant—I was Hanna now? So who was she?  
 
    But in a weird way, I felt like I understood it. I felt like she was right, like I was Hanna now. But then what happens to Derek? And where do I go from here?  
 
    As we crossed through Montana, it hit me—the sudden urge to write my story down. This story. And I realized I didn’t lie to that interviewer. My next novel really was about a young man who finds himself on the road, and realizes he wants to be a woman. I looked over and saw my old clothes sitting in a small pile and I’d never seen anything more unnatural in my life, as if I couldn’t believe I’d ever worn that old disguise. I belonged in that dress and in those panties. And I had a novel to write—my second novel. And this is just the beginning. 
 
    THE END 
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