	Pretty Little Pothead
Inspired by a Captioned Image from PJ’s Caption Corner
By Maryanne Peters


They say that too much pot affects your hormones too.  It started to show with gynecomastia.  Do you know what that is?  It is like growing a pair of little tits on your chest.  Mum said it was all down to playing with drugs, but now I am wondering if she put something in my food.

I suppose that I now realize that she was just trying to look after me.  That is what mothers do – right?  She was right, the guys I hung with were just interested in getting high.

The other thing that Mum said she noticed about “my friends” is that they were always putting down women and calling guys who didn’t do as they did, sissies.  I guess Mum figured that this was the way to get them out of my life.

She found my stash and said that she was going to burn it all in the garden, or, if that is what I wanted to do, I could smoke it all. 
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She told me later that if I had let her destroy it then she probably would not have gone ahead with her plan, but when she saw me almost unconscious have taken the bad option.  I was in so much of stupor that I never even noticed every hair being stripped from my body and my hair being styled in bangs and ringlets, plus plucked eyebrows and lip stain.

When I finally came to she told me – “This is what happens when you take drugs, Peter … you lose control.”  She told me that she had the bonfire she promised, and all my clothes were on it.  All I had to wear were these ridiculous ultra-feminine outfits.

When I looked in the mirror I was supposed to see somebody totally humiliated – a true sissy that could never associate with the guys that she blamed for introducing me to a life driven by pot-smoking.  But instead, I saw something that captivated me beyond all understanding.  I saw a girl – a pretty girl.

I had lost control. But perhaps not in the way that she might have thought.  I found myself surrendering to the thoughts in my head.  Maybe it was the last of the influence of all that weed I had smoked, or whatever hormones were floating around inside me, but I don’t think so now.  It seems now that my mind was clear, as if illuminated by a bright pink light.

I am Petunia now.  Not a pretty little pothead at all.  I am just high on being a girl.

The End









	Master Coach
Inspired by a TG Alice Captioned Image
By Maryanne Peters



It was not quite like that.  It was just that Coach always talked about understanding every play of the team, and digging deep to find their true psyche.  Every player was interviewed, and some of the results were surprising.

Bobbi was first.  That’s her on the right.  Whatever the coach said in that private session it resulted in her revealing that she had always suffered from gender dysphoria, and football was a way of fighting it.

The coach said that was all wrong.  He said that in addition to performance enhancing stuff he had access to the drugs that she would need to achieve her full potential, and that would not be on the field.

“You can be part of my personal team,” he said to her.  That was last years.  She has grown her hair and those tits and all natural.

Then at the start of the season he interviewed Jamie – that is her on the left.  Once they were in private Jamie broke down and told Coach that he had fallen for him big time and could not sleep for imagining being fucked by such a strong masculine guy.

“My personal team are all women,” said Coach.  “But I can help you qualify”.
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That is me in the middle.  I am the last one to join the Coach’s personal team.  I guess that I just saw Bobbi and Jamie carrying the coaches stuff and looking so gorgeous and so happy to be dominated completely, that I wanted a piece of that too.  I had worked hard on being a better player, but somehow it just seemed easier to be pretty and looked after.

I am working on growing my hair and my breasts, so (like Jamie) I need a little concealed support under that top.  I have some catching up to do, but Coach treats us all equally.  He is so big and strong and full of male juices that he seems to be able to keep all of his personal team as happy as we look.

As he says, it also serves to remind the boys on the field that if you can’t perform then maybe you belong on the Coach’s personal team?

But for now, the three of us are happy to serve or Coach and Master.

The End



The Captioner
Inspired by a Captioned Image from NRAEcaps
By Maryanne Peters
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I used to write captions.  I remember that much.  I used to find images of sexy girls and imagine that they were once guys.  OK, so it was kinky I guess.  It was always about the guy being forced to be a woman.  It was pretty harmless.  I would just jack off at the thought that she was once a guy and was now forced to be female.  Who doesn’t have a fetish?  I liked the idea of guys who ended up as fuckable babes, and fucking them.  Is it that weird?  Maybe it is.  You just have to keep it in your head.

But I had to push it.  I went online searching to see whether this was real.  I checked out a few sites under the tag “forced feminization”.  I had to find out whether guys out there were really being forced to change sex and submit to men – men like me, I guess.  I was prepared to seek them out and try to live my fantasy.

That was when Laura replied.  She said that I should call her Mistress Laura like all her subs.  I explained that I was not that.  I was searching for one of those post-transformation and I was prepared to pay to meet and fuck the “woman” of my dreams.

“It is real,” she said.  “Send me the deposit and I will send you an address.  Keep it confidential and tell tell nobody.  These subs are being changed against their will, so this is a crime.  You understand that don’t you?  You will be participating in physical abuse.”

Of course I knew that!  I was ready.  No, I was crazy ready.

The address that I was given was just a front.  It lead to another address and then another.  But I understood.  I was now a long way from home.  I met Laura and she sat me down and gave me a drink.

From that point everything went fuzzy, and I mean everything.  I cannot even remember where I used to live and I can barely remember my name.  I have just worked back to remember how it all started.  Ok, so Laura has filled in some of the gaps there by showing me some of the captions I wrote and how I craved to see men forced to become women.

Laura tells me that I am now getting what I want.  I am living the fantasy.

It is just that I get fucked every night, and I am pretty sure that was not part of the plan.  But maybe it was?  As I say, it is all pretty fuzzy.

Hi, my name is Nikki.

The End  


	
Parisian Spa
Inspired by a Cap by Iwannabeclaire
By Maryanne Peter


I had always battled with my weight, ever since I was a small boy.  I was too chubby to play sport without looking like a total failure.  I guess I became a bit introverted and just stayed at home gaming, and letting my hair a my waistline grow.

But the thing is that I am not a naturally shy person.  Online I was able to project myself as an interesting person.  It was just that it was all a lie.

For some reason I got interested in French stuff.  I think it was somebody I started gaming with who suggested that I learn French, so I did.  The resources to learn a language on line are pretty good, and I got the hand of the pronunciation.  I dreamed about going to France.  But I was a blob sitting in my room in Philly.

Then I saw this thing about the La Tresse Spa (it should have an E at the end because it is feminine) offering patented herbal treatments “no deprivation guaranteed and satisfaction guaranteed”.  I sounded great, but what sounded even better was that it was in Paris, France – the place I dreamed of visiting.

All I had to do was sign up and play the deposit.  That was the easy part – then I had to get out of the house and squeeze into an airplane seat with the help of one of those belt extenders.  I figured that I should at least try, and nobody knew me in France so what did it matter?

La Tresse was right in the middle of town.  It was through one of those giant gates with a smaller do in it, opening to a courtyard and a large house – but it was all the spa, except for the gran banquet hall at the back.
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As they explained to me, insofar as I could understand them, they spent my first hour there trying to understand me and formulating a spa treatment specific to me.  I told them (in the best French I could put together) that I hated my life and that I wanted to be attractive and sociable.  I said that I would take any treatment they recommended.

They talked to me about “a totally new life” and that sounded great.  I was nobody back home.  I was ready to put everything behind me and start afresh.  They said that they knew how to do that.

« Êtes-vous prêt à vous remettre entièrement entre nos mains ? » - “Are you prepared to put yourself entirely in our hands?”  My answer was a definite « Oui!»  - yes!

I could feel my body changing within a few days, and then they introduced me to a special underwear that could help me to lose weight.  The initial garments were not white lace but black and almost rigid fabric, but it was effective.  I was losing weight but the weight I had seemed to be pushed up to my chest and down onto my butt.  Still, it seemed to be working.

I suppose that I started to think that things were not going the way I expected when they started to style my hair.  They had washed my hair and “polished” my body on my first arrival, but now after a few days of conditioning my hair the stylist started to play around with putting my hair up in a variety of styles.

My first thought was that they were just playing around.  I was enjoying being pampered and having somebody play with your hair seemed like part of that.  I sat back and enjoyed it.  It was just that the styles became increasingly more ornate.

By the time that they announced that I would be attending a formal reception and dinner at the grand banquet hall, I was wearing my hair high with pinned curls.  The reception was to be “the start of my new life”.  They presented me with the underwear I would need to fit what I would be wearing, and some “accessories”.

It would be naïve for me to say that I suddenly discovered that I would be going to the ball as Cinderella – a woman.  I was being slowly pushed in that direction and had already acquired a shape that was less than masculine.  It was just that I had promised to place myself in their hands, and I was curious to see whether they could deliver.  Would I be satisfied with the treatment?  Would there be a fairy tale ending?

The image catches the moment.  My hair looked fabulous and my body looked better than I could ever remember.  It seemed like all that flab had been placed exactly where it belonged, and that I looked desirable, perhaps for the first time in my entire life.  All I needed was to put on the dress and shoes, and add a little makeup.  But even without that, there was no mistake that I was somebody else.  My life could start anew.  It was my decision.

You’ll never see a happy ending unless you say the word - « Oui!»  - yes!

Whether they had been arranged or not I do not care.  At the reception it seemed like every man wanted to meet me and every woman nodded in my direction in quiet admiration.  No only had I stepped into society, but I was more alive in it than I ever could have imagined.

It is too early to tell whether love is in my future, but now I am an American woman in a Paris full of French men who truly appreciate a woman with a voluptuous figure.  It is the City of Love after all.  How would you rate my chances?

The End


Working for my Father
Inspired by a Captioned Image
[bookmark: _Hlk127968217]This by Dontshunitfunit on DeviantArt

[image: A person sitting in a chair

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

Daddy likes me to be organized as you as you can see.  I have face and breast creams next to my lava lamp and my boxes of hormones next to my cans of Diet-Coke.  Daddy says that being organized is the secret to being appreciated.  He appreciates me.  I know he does.

He never liked Andrew.  Mothers love all their children but fathers pick and choose.  Boys that can’t be what their fathers want them to be must find their place elsewhere.  I never wanted to leave, but I always feared that if my father found out that I was a crossdresser he would throw me out.

But in these days of greater understanding on gender issues I was ready to discuss things with my father.  I expected that he might be mad.  I just explained that I had a thing – I like to dress in women’s clothing from time to time.

To my surprise his only question was – “How often are we talking?” He then started to talk about things transgender, which seemed like he had totally missed the point.  “You can’t do things by half, Andrew.  I would not have been as successful as I am today by doing just a little bit.  It seems to me that you have to be all in.”

“I am not sure that I am ready for that Dad,” I said.  “I would not be ready to start wearing a dress to work.”

“You have a shit job, Son.  I know your skills.  You are too good for them.  Come and work for me.  I will pay you twice what you are getting and you can dress as a woman full time.”

I guess that was not sure that this is what I wanted, but it seemed like for the first time I could get closer to my father than I ever had been.  So I accepted the job and now I work as his secretary.

All of this happened during Covid lockdown which is when he took this photo.  Because if Dad’s “acceptance of my way of life” I had been living and working as a woman 24/7 for months at that point.  And he got me the hormones … and I took them happily.

I guess that he was right all along.  I thought I was just an occasional crossdresser but it turns out that I am a true transwoman, and since I am back in the workplace I have discovered that I am a heterosexual woman too.

The End
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HELLO? IF ANYONE IS THERE, PLEASE HELP-

T HAVEN'T GOT MUCH TIME- MY NAME IS ... UM...
NEIL ... ER-. EASTON.- IT'S SO HARD TO REMEMBER
| DON'T KNOW HOW LONG I'VE BEEN KEPT HERE-
I'M TRAPPED AND KIDNAPPED-

THIS WOMAN.-.. MISTRESS LAURA.- .- KEEPS INJECTING
ME WITH PINK LIQUID.-.. T ¥SOB¥ HAVE TO GIVE UP
PARTS OF MY MASCUL-- ER-- | MEAN MY

MANLINESS TO EARN CLOTHES AND MOVE AROUND.

T HAVE TO EARN MY UNDERWEAR AND I'M NOT
ALLOWED MY BOY CLOTHES ANYMORE ¥*SOB¥. IT'S
SO HARD TO THINK NOW, I'M SO DIZZY AND

MY BOOBS.--. | MEAN THESE BREASTS ARE SO HEAVY
AND... SOFT AND .. STUFF. | HAVE TO ... MILK
MYSELF EVERY NIGHT - MISTRESS SAYS | CAN'T STOP
UNTIL | AM THE RIGHT SIZE BUT THEY ARE SO HEAVY
AND FULL ALREADY

T USED TO WRITE CAPTIONS ABOUT BEING FORCED
TO BE A--- GIRL BUT IT WAS JUST FANTASY | DIDN'T
WANT IT-. TO BE REAL IT'S NOT POSSIBLE SURELY?!
I STOPPED WRITING FOR A BIT BUT SHE WANTED ME
TO CARRY ON... MISTRESS FOUND ME AND NOW |
HAVE TROUBLE REMEMBERING .. STUFF.. LIKE MY
LIFE BEFORE-

IT'S ALL FADING AWAY AND IF | DON'T GET OUT SOON
I'LL BE NIKKI FOREVER- BUT I'M NOT NIKKI YOU HEAR?
I'M NIKKI... | MEAN NIK.. OH SHIT I HEAR HER- SHE'S
HERE. | HAVE TO 60. PLEASE SOMEONE FIND THIS
MESSAGES AND COME AND FIND ME AND .. HELP ME
PLEASE BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE!

NRAECAPS.-BLOGSPOT-COM
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The six weeks Nathan spent
at the exclusive La Tress Spa
in Paris did little or nothing
to shed the extra pounds he'd
wanted to lose, but their
unique, patented herbal
treatments did seem to
redistribute his weight in

very interesting and
voluptuous ways, as well as
giving him a taste for
expensive lingerie and a
fabulous sense of style...
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Not being a public crossdresser, working for his dad in his home office allows
Andrew to xdress all day. His dad now accepts his son's way of life and even refers
to him as "Andrea, my secretary" to clients.
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At worst I thought I'd get grounded for a week or maybe even a
month... but this! Not for a single moment did I expect anything like
this! Mum has always complained about the friends I hang with
and never approved of my unkempt long hair... but that’s the look.

F y - :

“Get used to it Peter!” my mother snarled as I tried and failed to
come to terms with what my mother had done to me. “I very much
doubt you'll be wanting to smoke grass with those so-called friends
of yours now... hmmm?” she said, looking down on me. “In fact I
doubt you'll want to smoke grass ever again.” she smugly stated.

She’s right about that! Mum found my stash and confronted me,
telling me to get rid if it before she called the police. She said she
didn’t care how I got rid of it and actually suggested that I smoke it
all if T have to, so long as it was gone by the end of the day... and
that’s exactly what I did. I was so high that I didn’t know what was
going on... and when I came down I found myself dressed like this.

“This is what happens when you take drugs Peter... you lose control.”




image2.jpeg




