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​Chapter 1: A conditional offer
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“We want you to become a girl.” 

Tom Allyson leaned back hard into the back of the chair. His eyes screwed into slits as he struggled to take in what the lady sitting opposite had said to him.

“This is a joke, right?”

Those three people sitting across from him were not laughing. Two men in dark blue suits and open-necked white shirts stared, unsmiling. They hadn’t introduced themselves. He knew the lady sitting between them: Ms Bancroft. She had run the first interviews and psychometric tests. She announced he had been successful in the job application before dropping the bombshell about wanting him to become a girl. 

Ms Bancroft was a thirty-something woman with blonde hair pulled in a tight bun at the back of her head. She peered over the top of light-rimmed spectacles that sat on the end of her nose.

Tom looked around as he tried to take in what she had said. They want him to become a girl?  He was in a bland corporate meeting room; everything that made Tom Allyson uncomfortable. The light-oak furniture, two large palm pot plants and the silver Venetian blinds at the windows all shouted corporate conformity.

The company name, Gen69 Inc., was everywhere; in the enormous metal letters at the entrance of the building, printed on every pen and piece of paper and in the logos around the walls of the meeting room. 

This room and the entire corporate-style building made him feel trapped. Tom thought of himself as a free spirit, a man of the moment. Others were less charitable in their descriptions of him: a waster, a loser and a chancer being the better descriptions. A thief and a criminal, according to the police.

Ms Bancroft considered his response to her demand he become a girl for several moments. She replied, “We don’t do jokes, Mr Allyson.”

He believed her.

“This is the condition of our offer; you must become a girl for six months. You will undergo three months’ training here at Gen69. Once we’ve trained you to become a girl, we’ll give you a specific task to complete. This task should take up to a further three months to complete.  If you complete this task to our satisfaction, the $1,000,000 will be yours, Mr Allyson.”

He wasn’t sure if he liked being called Mister Allyson or not. He wasn’t used to it, but something in the title and the tone of respect it suggested made him sit up straighter. He pulled his legs together, smoothed his jeans and shuffled his shoulders inside his creased white tee-shirt. 

The room went silent for a few moments before he realised they were waiting for him to reply. It was an easy choice; one million US dollars for six months’ work. In return, they wanted him to dress up as a girl and do a task for them. It was a strange request, but if it meant he got $1M, then fine. Hell, he’d dress up as a nun and dance on one leg in a lap dance club for $1M.

“Yeah sure, of course I want the job.” He slurred, slouched back again and ran his fingers through his long mousy hair. “What’s this task you want me to do for yer?”

Ms Bancroft smiled thinly. “Excellent, Mr Allyson. You begin your training tomorrow, and you will learn how to become a girl. Once your training is successful, we will let you know what the task is. Needless to say, we require the use of your specific skill sets: your ability to assume other personalities and your apparent prowess and aptitude for removing items of value that are retained in otherwise secure locations.” 

Tom grimaced; he wasn’t sure what she was talking about. It was as if she had swallowed a grammar book. Why can’t these people talk in normal English?

Ms Bancroft continued. “For the next three months, I suggest you put your efforts into learning how to become a girl. If you cannot pass as a girl you will not be eligible for the task and of course, the $1M.”

She hesitated to give him time to let her words sink in. The three Gen69 managers knew Thomas Allyson wasn’t the sharpest blade intellectually, but he did have the ability to lie and steal efficiently and effectively. Far better than anyone they could have found in their company, that was for sure. They had wanted to recruit a real girl but found no one who came close to his personality profile. 

He was perfect, apart from being a male. However, he was small and slim with an attractive face under the greasy hair and sparse facial whiskers. They believed he might be able to pass as a girl. With a lot of work and training. It would be worth the investment, they were sure. If he got caught, there was no link to their company. With his long record of burglary, car theft and shoplifting, it would be assumed he was on another crime.

She continued. “You will report here tomorrow at 9am sharp to begin your training and transformation.” 

Tom pushed his chair back and stood. “Yeah, 9am, whatever. See yah tomorrow.” He waved a hand and began to leave, keen to get away from the stifling conformity in the room.

“Mr Allyson?” Ms Bancroft’s voice cut through the air like a shard of glass.

Tom Allyson spun around. “Yeah? Wadda-ya want?”

“Your feminisation teacher, Ms Stratton, is a stickler for punctuality and for adherence to her rules. Be on time tomorrow. 9am sharp. Or else.”

Tom nodded. “Yeah, yeah, don’t stress lady. I’ll be there.” 

What was she on about, he thought? Stickler? Adher...? Punctu..punt..,pu... something?  Why couldn’t these people use proper words?
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​Chapter 2: An unusual offer
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One million US dollars for six months’ work. Tom had seen the adverts on his social media sites a few weeks before the interviews. He supposed it was a trick or a scam.

Do you want to earn $1M

for six months’ work?

Anything to get easy money without working, he thought. He had clicked on the link, which took him to a web page:

The work may be stressful and difficult. 

You must have strong acting abilities and commit to live as someone else for six months. 

You must be single and have no family attachments.

If you are selected and you achieve the task we set for you, 

we will pay you $1,000,000.

He had clicked on the next link with little further thought and entered his details. A million dollars? For six months’ work? There was nothing to lose.

He was selected for the interviews, and they had even paid his airfare and hotel costs. They must be keen, he guessed. He was accepted for the shortlist of candidates. The hiring company was a pharmaceutical company called Gen69 Inc. They told him they were investigating genetic engineering, and this was the field of study they wanted him for.

He went through several interviews and tests over the week before he found himself in the room with Ms Bancroft and the two men. They told him they had wanted to recruit a female; he was the only male of the five short-listed candidates. Their principal requirement was for someone who was a great liar and without scruples. He could do that.

His psychological profile tests showed him to be a perfect fit for their needs. They said his small, thin frame and soft facial features meant making him appear to be a girl would be straightforward, once they had trained him.

They had chosen him, and the $1M was within his grasp. He had to be able to pass as a girl for six months. How hard could it be? He was small and skinny and good at deception. It was his trade.

He told them he knew nothing about pharmaceuticals or genetics. He knew little about anything, except small-scale theft and fraud. For the people at Gen69 Inc., those skills were exactly what they wanted. They wanted him to work undercover to recover an item. He needed no knowledge of the subject he had to recover, only the skill of deception.
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​Chapter 3: Girl training
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Tom tapped the screen of his mobile phone. It was the morning after his final interview with Ms Bancroft and the two stiffs. He was inside the Gen69 headquarters building, a security pass around his neck. He wandered into the room where they had told him to go for his training on the first floor of the building. His eyes were on the screen of his phone, and he chewed on the gum he had retrieved from the bedstead that morning. His mouth was open and wide as he moved it from side to side.

Crack, crack. He jumped, his eyes widened at the sound of something whipping against wood. A stern-looking lady stood stiff and straight at the front of the room he’d entered. She held a cane in her hand, which rested on a desk.

“What time is it, Allyson?” she asked through pursed lips.

No one was using the title Mister now. The lady was straining to maintain control, her body taut. Everything about her was uptight. A white blouse clung to her upper body like cling film. Her mid-thigh dark pencil skirt appeared as if it had been sprayed to her hips. Glossy black high-heeled shoes reflected the ceiling lights.

Tom grinned. “It’s time you loosened up a little, lady.”

Crack, crack. She slapped her cane against the desktop twice more. Tom stifled a giggle. The lady shook her straight brown hair. It waved around her face before settling back into a perfect style, and a long fringe fell to her sharp face. Her hair curled under and around her cheeks and hung to the top of her shoulders. There was not a strand out of place. She pointed her cane to a wide white display board hanging on the wall behind her desk:

$1,000,000

But...

Only if you become a girl and 

if you complete Gen69’s task successfully

The lady pointed with her cane to an area two feet in front of her desk. “Stand there, Allyson,” she snarled.

Tom slunk over. He stood and slouched with one hand in his pocket. The lady swiped his mobile phone from his hand and threw it across the room. It hit the wall and fell to the floor. He was too shocked to react and stood with his empty hand out, his mouth hanging open. He saw the screen face up with a maze of cracks on it.

“Read the board, Allyson. Let me know if any of the words are too long for you. Like the word, girl.”

He read the board. Nothing new there. He knew all this. Boring.

“What’s your point, lady? And you’ve broken my phone screen, you’ll be getting me a new one. Yeah. It’s the latest model.” He clenched his teeth, feeling the veins in his neck protrude. He’d only stolen the phone from the mobile phone shop a week ago.

The lady moved in close and he felt her fresh, warm breath on his face. “My point, Allyson, is unless you arrive on time every day, unless you do exactly what I tell you to do and unless you show me respect, you will not be seeing one cent of the one million dollars. From this moment, you will do every single thing I tell you to do. Do you understand me, boy?”

Tom shuffled to the other foot; that was a lot of unlesses. This was uncomfortable. He looked down, biting his tongue. The point about not getting the $1,000,000 hit home.

Her face was still in his. “You’ll start by answering me with, Yes, Mistress Stratton. No backchat. Just, Yes, Mistress Stratton. Now.”

Mistress Stratton? What kind of name was Mistress? Wasn’t that someone who had an affair with a married man? He couldn’t imagine this sour-faced woman having an affair with any sensible man. Shame about her attitude, she was hot. He didn’t want to lose the chance of getting that $1M. “Yes, Mistress Stratton.”

“Good boy,” she said without any sign of calming down. Her face remained fixed, her lips pursed as if sucking on an acidic sweet. “Your name is now Amy. Amy Allyson. And I will now refer to you as a girl. From now on, you must forget you were ever male.”

He opened his mouth to speak.

She placed the tip of her cane against his lips. “You’ll answer, yes Mistress Stratton. Thank you, Mistress Stratton.” She pointed her cane at the board, still showing the $1,000,000 message.

“Yes, Mistress Stratton. Thank you.” $1M, he told himself.

“Good girl, Amy.”

“No, I...” 

She pushed the tip of her cane more firmly against his lips. He stopped speaking. 

“Any misbehaviour and I will not hesitate to use this on you.” She waved the cane in the air. “I can’t wait.”

He looked away from her. The message on the board seemed to jump out at him: $1,000,000.

“Before we begin your feminisation training, we need to get you looking the part. Follow me, Amy.”

He flinched at the name, Amy. He whispered under his breath, “$1M, $1M, $1M.”

Mistress Stratton marched out of the room. For a short moment, he waited. Shocked at what had happened. What had he expected? He hadn’t thought about it; that was the problem. He never did. It had been clear yesterday they wanted him to look like a girl, and they were going to spend three months training him for that. Then he would spend another three months on the mysterious task, assuming he passed his training. He saw Mistress Stratton pause to wait in the hall. She slapped her cane once against her thigh and held it there. He ran towards her like an eager puppy with $1M imprinted on both his retinas.
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