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Sam and I ran into our friend Cody at the
edge of the county fair. It was early afternoon
and we were beat, having hit nearly every
ride on the midway. But Cody was pale and
shaking. “Hey, man, you okay?”
No answer. He stared right through me.
Sam touched Cody’s arm, but he shook her
off. They used to date, in the bad old days
before she hooked up with me.
We were standing next to the side wall of the
funhouse, under a huge picture of a blonde
chick. I pointed her out to Cody. “Dude, we
should check her out.” Getting out of the sun
might do him some good.
His face went white—sheet or ghost, take
your pick. “Done that,” he said softly, tossing
his head as if he had hair like Sam’s.
Then he wandered off, carrying most of his
weight on his toes, with his hips swaying like a
fashion model sashaying down a runway.
Sam and I shrugged at each other and headed to the
front of the funhouse. It was plastered with giant
pictures of blonde pinups, which neatly explained
the name of the place:

The Blonde 
Experience

“Step right up!”
A gaunt man next to
the entrance aimed
his cane at us. “You
two with the brown
hair! You’ve tried the
rest, now be the best.
Experience the magic
and wonder of being
blonde. I guarantee,
your life will never

be the same—once you’ve been blonde!”
Sam shook her dark mane defiantly. “I ain’t dyeing
my hair, old man.”
His grin was as emaciated as the rest of him. “I
assure you, young lady: the Blonde Experience uses
no dyes, no chemicals of any kind.
Only magic and illusion lie within
these four enchanted walls!”
I stared at the cascade of yellow
hair that fronted the building. “So,
like, we get to keep our hair?”
“Absolutely! You have my word,
sir. Your precious brown hair will
emerge intact. Only your mind will
be transformed.” His cane twirled
and wound up pointing at my head.
“Your brain will never be the
same—once you’ve been blonde!”
I glanced at Sam. “Shall we?”

“I’m game.” She secured her hair with a pony
elastic and tucked it under her shirt.
With a sly grin, the scarecrow opened the
door with his cane. We walked through a
yellow tunnel, painted like the inside of a
blonde ponytail. The air felt cold.
Sam rubbed her bare arms. “Danny, what do
you think’s in here?”
I shrugged. “Tricks. It’s a funhouse.”
“Like a mirror that makes us look blonde?”
“Sure. Or what looks like a mirror but it really
shows you a picture of a blonde chick.”
“That might be weird for you.”
“There’s his and hers mirrors, I guess.” The
tunnel ended in a yellow curtain brightly lit
from behind. I reached for the edge.
“Make sure you pick the right one,” Sam said.

Once, and only once, I walked into the ladies room
by accident, but Sam never let me forget it. “You
too,” I said, yanking the curtain aside. “I’d hate to
see my girlfriend turn into a guy.”
Then the world exploded with light.
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My eyes slammed shut as the ground tilted under
my feet. I started to fall, but a delicate hand grabbed
my arm. A woman said, “I got you.” I stumbled
forward on tiptoed feet, enveloped in perfume. “Sit
here,” she said, backing me into a seat.
I fell into the chair, so weak I could barely lift my
hands into my lap. “Sam?”
“My name is Pandora. Welcome to stage one of the
Blonde Experience. We have a great show for you.”
She wasn’t talking to me. Through watery eyes, I
could barely see her: a tall blonde in a pantsuit,
wearing a hands-free microphone.
“We have here a brunette who should be blonde.”
Her words echoed from a great distance.
Something had changed. Cold air pimpled my bare
arms and legs. My sweatshirt and jeans were gone,
replaced by fabric that felt
light and silky.
“Let’s give her a big
hand.” Pandora raised her
arms, conjuring up a wave
of applause. God, there
were people out there!
I glanced down and found
myself dressed in ladies’
wear: a low-cut blouse, a
skirt and even high heels.
Pandora asked the crowd,
“What is the best part of
being blonde?”
I crossed my legs below
the knee, shocked at the
smoothness. How did they
manage to shave my legs?
“That’s right, it’s all about
the color of your hair.”
She picked up a hairbrush.

“I was promised no hair dye.”
“Shut up, honey. We don’t
pay you to talk.”
She applied the brush to my
head. “Each stroke changes
not just the color of her hair,
but the very essence of her
being. See how the magic of
blonde changes reality itself!”
Over and over, the brush
flowed down one side of my
head, then the other, then the
back, three times each. She
repeated the cycle until I lost
all track of time.
“Feel the magic. See how she
becomes ever more blonde.”

My hair grew
steadily longer,
covering my
ears like softly
falling snow.
All the while, Pandora kept brushing.
“Out with the brown,” she chanted,
“in with the blonde!”
The crowd was silent, entranced.
Light brown hair that slowly turned
golden blonde descended gracefully
to my shoulders, curling up at the
ends. I could barely breathe, my chest
straining in the grip of what could
only be a brassiere.
Pandora stepped back, her voice
attacking me from every direction:
“Voilà, she is blonde!” Applause like
thunder rolled over my head.
“Stand up,” she hissed. “Let the nice
people see you.”

She pulled me up. Long
hair swept my shoulders
in a loose tide. I tasted
lipstick, feeling horribly
feminine.
“Isn’t she lovely? I think
our new blonde belongs
on the catwalk, with the
rest of the models.”
Pandora gripped my arm
and guided me off-stage.
Her hand was all that
kept me from falling.
“What did you do to
me?” I whispered in a
voice not my own.
“You’re a woman,” she
snapped. “Just relax and
enjoy the ride.”
“Where’s Sam?”
“Through there.”

She pushed me toward a black curtain set into the
far wall. I stumbled into its dusty embrace.

~
The fabric clung to my body as if it had a mind of
its own. My shoes vanished, my clothes became
lighter and looser. And when the curtain parted…
like Dorothy, I was no longer in Kansas.
I stepped into a circle of light. My hair fell in thick
tresses onto my chest. Slender arms rose and girlish
hands swept the blonde hair from my face.
Damn that scarecrow—he said he wouldn’t touch
my hair. Now look at me! I wondered if I’d been
drugged, which might explain why I just sat there
and let Pandora feminize me.
Behind me, the curtain was gone, replaced with a
brick wall. There was no going back. This just had
to be some kind of weird dream.
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The skirt and and blouse I was
wearing had been replaced by a
shimmering silk slip and bed
jacket. I took off the jacket and
trailed it behind me as I walked
slowly into the light. With each
step golden hair swept across
my bare chest, just above the
breasts that reminded me of
how much I now had in
common with my mother.
I felt so incredibly female.
Before me lay a multicolored
corridor, rotating like the old
Time Tunnel prop. Inside, it
opened into a hall of mirrors lit
by spotlights. And just like I’d
thought, there was a mirror that
made me look like a blonde
chick. Only it was no trick.
God, she was gorgeous! My
hand slid down the fabric that
sheathed her hip, and it felt
good. She licked her lips and I
melted a little inside.
“I’m Danielle, the woman of
your dreams,” she said sweetly.
“I’m all yours, Danny. Too bad
you can’t—”
Christ, I didn’t even think to
look! I bent over, blonde hair dangling in front of
my eyes. I lifted the hem of my slip, and found
matching panties. I probed and searched the crotch,
but it was no use. I wasn’t male anymore.
Danielle looked lost, like she’d just broken up with
her boyfriend. Which, when you think about it, is
what had happened—sort of.
Her loss was my gain. She was the woman I was
meant to be with, even if it had to be from the

inside. She looked so sad, I
wanted to take her in my arms
and make the hurt go away. So
I said out loud, “I love you.”
My heart leapt: she felt the
same way about me!
Danielle was smiling now, the
loss of her manhood forgotten.
She straightened her slip and
shook back her hair and I got
so lost in her reflection that
neither of us noticed the man
that grabbed her from behind.
“You are mine,” he growled.
I tried to shake him off, but
he was too strong for the
woman I’d become. I opened
my mouth but only a moan
escaped. Having just found
the love of my life, I was
going to lose her forever.
In the mirror, a round face
popped into view: bald, but
handsome in a Danny Devito
sort of way. He kissed my
neck through a curtain of my
own hair. “Don’t recognize
me, huh?”
“Should I?”
He let go and stepped into

view. He was taller than me, dressed in an old-
fashioned tux and tails, and dress shoes that clicked
on the wooden floor. He took a bow. “Sam I am.”
My mouth OH-ed, but no words came out.
“It’s me,” he said in a warm tenor.
“But, you’re, uh… not blond.”
He shrugged. “I guess that’s only for girls.”
That didn’t make sense. “But you are a girl.”

“Not anymore. But you are,” he said with a grin.
“You’re girl enough for both of us.”
My head shook. “I don’t believe this.”
“You picked the wrong door at the start, that’s all.
You got the ladies room. No biggie.”
“No biggie? We’ve gotta go back—”
“You don’t want to be the girl? Aren’t you the one
who fell in love with her own reflection?”
He laughed and spun me around. Suddenly, every
mirror in the hall held the same image: a beautiful
blonde, her golden mane flaring like torchlight as
her partner whirled her like a dancer. And just as

suddenly I found
myself clad in a
long silken gown
that clung to my
figure like it was
wet. For an instant
I stood poised, my
hem lifted in the
back, before a pair
of muscular arms
took me in their
sweaty embrace.
“You’re my girl
now.” Sam’s grip
tightened. “And if
you don’t start
acting the part…”

I got the message, but he still made me say it out
loud. “I’m your girl,” I told his chest.
Then I was dragged deep into the hall of mirrors
and even though my arm hurt where his fingers dug
in, I didn’t dare resist.
The funhouse had transformed my girlfriend into a
hard man, willing to use violence to get his way. If
it could do that to her… what might it do to me?

~
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I fell through another set of
black curtains. My feet found
themselves trapped in towering
heels, while my clothes shrank.
Each curtain, I knew, made me
more of a woman, with longer
hair, leaner legs, a fuller chest.
What more could this one do?
The answer: even longer hair
and bigger tits. It also stuck me
in a dress left over from The
Nightmare Before Christmas,
an outfit that left little to the
imagination. Sam eyed my
cleavage and grinned.
I knew he’d be mad if I didn’t
play along, so I gazed up at
him, hoping that I looked the
part of the adoring girlfriend.
“Oh, Sam,” I began, but I must
have nailed it because he
immediately came in for a hard
landing on my lips.
I let him kiss me.
“That’s my girl.” He took my
hand and together we stepped
through a pair of swinging
doors into the eerie light of a
gothic graveyard.
In an unearthly black forest,
dead trees stood at unnatural
angles, with crosses and fallen headstones scattered
like weeds across the snowy landscape. The sky
was lit by a cold light from the north. A narrow path
twisted through the middle of it all, leading in the
distance to the ruins of a towering cathedral.
Stunned, I took his arm. “How can all this fit inside
one little funhouse?”
“You think too much. Blonde, remember?”

Oh, yeah. Play the part.
“Uh… it’s sooo scary.”
We started down the path.
Shadowy figures darted among
the stones and broken crypts.
Ghostly laughter floated across
the landscape like fog.
Sam turned to me. “You are so
damn sexy,” he said.
I shivered as he lifted the hair

from my neck. I wasn’t exactly dressed for the cold.
When he leaned in to kiss me I welcomed the
warmth of his breath on my throat.
It’s my girlfriend in drag, I thought desperately.
That idea allowed me to put my arms around him,
inside his coat, as he pulled me closer—but I knew
it was a lie. Whatever he had been, Sam was a man.
And I was his girlfriend, not the other way around.

As a woman and a blonde, I knew what I had to do,
but it wasn’t going to be easy. You’re a woman now,
I thought intensely, trying to reprogram my brain.
This is what women do.
I presented my face for his use.
Sam didn’t hesitate. His mouth opened over mine
and his tongue pried my lips open. My mouth sank
into his and we tasted each other like starving dogs.
That went on for a long time, while his hands
thoroughly explored my body and I fought to suck
barely enough air through my nose to survive the
experience. I wondered just how typically “blonde”
dressing like a bimbo and necking in a graveyard
really was.
But there was no going back. There was only one
way out of the Blonde Experience and it led straight
through the hunger in Sam’s eyes.

~
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A curtain in the entrance to
the cathedral deposited us in
the foyer of—dare I say it—a
haunted mansion. That was
the first thing I noticed. The
second was that I was
wearing a long bridal gown—
a hint of what was to come.
Sam whistled his approval.
“Hey, how about we skip the
ceremony and head straight
for the honeymoon?”
I wasn’t a bimbo anymore. “I
don’t think my parents would
approve,” I said primly.
He laughed. “Your parents?
They don’t even know they
have a daughter, much less
one bound for the alter.”
I played with my skirt, gazing
at him through half-closed
lashes. “Bound for the alter? I
don’t recall being asked.”
He knelt and took my hand.
“Danielle, will you do me the
honor of being my wife?”
“Do I have a choice?”
He frowned. “Not really.”
I sighed. “In that case, yes.”
Together we ascended a huge
staircase and I marvelled
again at how all this could fit
inside a single building.
At the top I looked back down the stairs. Loose
curls swept across my shoulders and dangled over
my chest. I inspected the glossy red fingernails that
clicked on the banister. What the hell am I doing?
Sam leaned next to me. “Is there a problem?”

“What’s happening to me?”
“I was thinking about a big,
formal wedding, but if you’d
prefer something quicker I
sure as hell don’t mind.”
“Not that. What will happen
after—after we get out?”
He spat into the darkness.
“What makes you think
there’s an after?”
“We can’t stay here!” God, I
sounded like a little girl.
“Blonde is a life sentence.”
Suddenly everything felt too
heavy—hair, chest, gown, the
lot. It was too much. “I can’t
do it,” I whispered.
“You can. You have to.” He
clenched his fists. He could
break my neck if he wanted.

I sagged against the railing. How can you fight your
own body? “What do you want me to do?”
A sly smile crept across his face. “If I asked you to
get on your knees—would you do me?”
I felt like a little boy about to be punished.

Sam pointed at the floor. I swallowed
hard and knelt. How could I say no to
my future husband?
In my head, under all those blonde
curls, Danny’s voice was screaming:
Why am I so fucking submissive?
Sam took my hand. “I appreciate the
offer. I really do.” He helped me up.
“But before we do that, I’m going to
make an honest woman out of you.”
“Oh, Sam.” I buried my face in his
chest. “Did you mean what you said?
Am I… for the rest of my life?”

“Dear, sweet, Danielle.” He swept the hair out of
my eyes and took my face in his hands. “I’m sorry.
For you, the only way out is… death.”
I began to cry. He put his arm around me and we
stepped into a blood-red hallway—which led, he
told me, to the bedchamber where a certain blonde
bride would soon become a woman.

~
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The chapel was dominated by the
portrait of a young woman with
long blonde hair and a loose gown.
In other words: me.
Sam pretended to be the father of
the bride as he walked me to the
alter, then morphed into the groom.
A coin slot on the alter accepted his
silver dollar. An animatronic pastor
rolled into view.
“Dearly beloved.” Its voice was
unusually deep. “We are gathered
here today to join this man and this
woman in holy matrimony.”
I raised my hand. “Is this legal?”
They ignored me. “Do you take this woman, to have
and to hold, from this day forward, for better and
for worse, for richer and for poorer, in sickness and
in health, until death do you part?”
“I sure as hell do,” Sam said, eyeing me.
The pastor pointed its bony arm at me. “You are the
woman. Acknowledge your master.”
My eyes widened. “What?”
“Acknowledge your master. Who is the man?”
“It’s me,” Sam whispered. “I’m the man.”
The pastor repeated, “Who—is—the—man?”
“Uh, he is.” I pointed at Sam.
“Before God and these witnesses, do you take this
man to be your wedded husband, to love and obey,
until death do you part?”
I looked behind me; no witnesses. “I do.”
“I now pronounce you husband and wife.”
Sam didn’t wait for an invitation. He kissed me,
long and hard, and kept doing so while the pastor
rolled back to its corner and shut down.
Then, before I could recover, he swept me off my
feet and bore me across the hall into a room with a

huge canopied bed. When the door
closed, he pocketed the key.
I backed away. “Shouldn’t we get
to know each other—”
“I’ve waited long enough,” he said,
struggling out of his tux.
I felt faint and dropped into a chair
that was draped in fur. I didn’t have
the strength to fight him, but as a
woman I had one advantage.
I tried to relax, letting my hair spill
over the back of the chair. “You’re
a wonderful man, Sam,” I purred.
Maybe by acting like a woman I
could avoid becoming one.

He dropped his pants. “Need help with that dress?”
My lashes drooped. “Such a gentleman.”
He strode toward me, the bulge in his boxers
impossible to ignore. “Lose the dress. You’re my
wife now. I expect you to obey.”
I blinked at him. “That’s not the way it works. This
isn’t the dark ages. You should respect—”
He hauled me to my feet. One fist twisted into my
hair, yanking my head back. His other hand almost
tore the zipper off my back. My wedding gown
dropped to the floor. “You will obey,” he growled.
He threw me on the bed. I wasn’t wearing much
under the dress: a pink slip, strapless bra, garter
belt, stockings and heels—nothing that provided
much protection for my virgin womanhood.
As the lights went out, I saw Sam’s boxers fall to
the floor. Of what lay in store for me, one glimpse
was enough. I couldn’t believe that my own
girlfriend would stick that thing inside of me.
A man landed on top of me, knocking the breath
from my body. I struggled, but his hands pinned my
arms to the bed, his knees pinned my legs, and his
mouth enveloped mine.

I tried to say “No!” but his tongue forced itself
between my lips. My heels dug into the mattress but
he was too heavy. His knees pried my legs apart.
My body spasmed to no avail.
A pillar of flesh entered my body. Only then did I
fully accept that I was no longer male. My own
little soldier, who should have been standing guard,
was missing in action.
My hips bucked of their own accord and I felt him
slide deeper inside me. He lifted his own hips, then
thrust them smoothly back in, out and in again, over
and over, each stroke taking him ever deeper into
the root of my former manhood.
Now and then he slowed down to gently kiss me on
the lips, as if to let me that romance was not yet
dead, then resumed drilling. With each thrust, my
head thrashed from side to side, long blonde tresses
wrapping across my face, but it was no use.
You can’t fight biology: I was female.
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It seemed to go on forever. Finally, I realized that it
would never end until I accepted the lesson that was
being forcefully taught to my female body and its
eager-to-learn vagina. So I stopped struggling.
“That’s better,” Sam grunted, thrusting harder.
I rose to meet his next kiss, plunging my lips into
his mouth and suctioning his tongue. He lifted me
in his arms, one hand entwined in my dangling hair.
Without thinking, I wrapped my legs around his
thighs. For an instant we fused together as a single
living organism, a beast that knew only pleasure.
Then I felt the heat in my belly that meant it was
almost over. We both froze while his loins finished
the job. It was official: I was a woman.
Ten seconds later the lights were on and Sam was in
the bathroom cleaning up.

~
I lay on the bed, playing with my hair. Maybe it
wouldn’t be so bad, I thought, living out my days as
Mrs. Sam Whoever. There are worse fates.
“Get up.” He was back, wearing his boxers.
I flew into his arms. “I’ve been thinking—”
“Didn’t I warn you about that?”
I smiled. “—about being a woman.”
“What about it?” He pulled me across the room.
“I’m okay with it.”
“Good.” He opened the door to the next suite. The
room was dim, but all four walls held the outlines of
bulky machines. An electric hum filled the air.
“What is this?” I tugged at my slip.
Sam led me to the center of the room. “You aren’t
just a woman,” he said. “You are a goddess.”
Flatterer. I melted into his arms. Our lips spoke
without words and my body responded. My hard
nipples dug into his chest. Life as Danny seemed
long ago and far away. Good riddance!
“You deserve so much more than this,” he said, his

voice muffled in my blonde mane. He pulled back,
his hands on my shoulders. “This is your destiny.
You must become the ultimate woman.”
He retreated as the machines came alive. All of a
sudden I couldn’t move a muscle. Laser beams
struck me from both sides, probing every contour of
my body and imaging the data on monitors spaced
around the room. The hum grew louder.
An electronic voice rumbled, “Subject accepted.”
Sam touched a switch. “Initiating metamorphosis.”
My skin crawled like it was on fire. My breasts rose
and grew, my waist shrank, and my blonde tresses
twisted into loose curls. High heels popped onto my
feet and my lingerie rearranged itself into evening
wear. My heart sang with joy. I was becoming the
ultimate woman—the ultimate blonde.
“Metamorphosis complete.”
I slid my hands through the silken fabric that barely
concealed my womanly curves. I shook my head,
revelling in the sensation. I am alive!
Sam stepped from the shadows. “Welcome home,
Marilyn.” He raised his arm.
I glided toward him, saw the gun and stopped.

“End of the line, babe,” he said sadly.
“But why, Sam?” I said in a sultry voice.
“Like I said—for you, it’s the only way out.”
“I want to stay here, with you.” I closed my eyes
and sent my hair tumbling.
“Of course you do. It’s part of the show. But even a
goddess doesn’t live forever. In the end, the only
way to achieve perfection—is to die young.”
They say that you never hear the bullet that kills
you. Sadly, it’s true. After all, it is moving faster
than the speed of sound. I saw a flash from the
muzzle of Sam’s gun, then fell into darkness.

~
I remember a rush of air, and my dress whipping up
over my head. The sides of the tube rushed by, but I
was helpless to stop myself. Abruptly, the world
exploded into sunshine and I skidded to a stop in a
pile of cushions, my eyes screwed tight.
“Jeez, it’s about time. I’ve been waiting for, like, an
hour.” It was Sam’s voice—she of the dark hair.
I staggered to my feet and found myself in front of
the funhouse. “Why’d you do that,” I sputtered.
“That thing is so lame!” she fumed. “Mirrors, fake
ghosts and a kiddie slide at the end. I was alone the
whole time—where the fuck were you?”
I felt for my missing breasts, barely able to breathe.
The man who had made me his wife and his woman
wasn’t my girlfriend after all. He was a real man.
“I’m bored, Danny. Let’s go home.”
I eyed her with distaste. A plain face and a boyish
figure. She wasn’t half the woman I’d been.
“I’m going again,” I said suddenly.
The gaunt man waved at me and I pushed past Sam,
my hips swaying in anticipation of the high heels to
come and long hair tumbling down my back.
Your life will never be the same—once you’ve been
blonde. So true.  
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