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PETER BOUND AND TRANSFORMED

Betty relaxed in her armchair and picked up the phone. "Hello Gwendolyn,  did you sleep well? Still the way I left you last night?" Betty's eyes were sparkling with amusement, although she used a firm tone. "What? 

Well, all right. I'll be over in an hour or so." 



The phone had awoken Peter. When he staggered over to answer it he was startled to discover that he was dressed in women’s clothes and chains! 

“Who are you? What have you done to me?” But the caller had hung up. 

He struggled to remember what had happened and why he was dressed like this. Still groggy, he began to notice details. The hair had been removed from his legs, arms and chest and he smelled perfume. 



Meanwhile, two women were talking. One was looking at a photo. "I can't believe it!” 

“It’s only the beginning, when Betty and Millicent are finished with him, you won’t recognize him.” 

“Won’t he be missed?” 

“He lives alone, doesn’t have a job and sometimes travels for months at a time. No one will miss him, and he won’t talk.” 



Betty arrived at Peter’s house and let herself in. He remembered her from the bar last night, but that was all he remembered. 

“Take off these chains and let me out of these damn clothes!” Peter said. 

“Try talking as sweetly as you look.” 

Peter angrily pulled at his restraints and then adopted a pleading tone. 

“I can hardly stand in these shoes. Take these chains off me.” 



Betty slowly walked around Peter as though she were considering his request. Peter watched self-consciously, turning his head, but otherwise remaining silent. 

“Of course I could release you, but why should I?” 

"I hardly know you. Why are you doing this to me?” 

Betty continued her slow and ominous walk, then stopped behind Peter. 

She slowly unzipped his skirt and then ripped it off him, spinning him around and into an end table knocking over a lamp. He just managed to stay upright. 



Peter stood in his black bra and lace edged matching panties, to which six tiny garters, three on each thigh, held his taut nylons. The shiny steel chains gleamed against the background of the dark hose. Peter tried to cover his embarrassing panties and struggled futilely against his implacable bonds. 

Betty watched with an amused grin. 

“Do you remember Moira Redwich?” 



Peter turned slightly on one heel, bent his knees, wet his wrists with his lips; and then tried to slip the broad shiny cuffs over the moistened wrists. 

But the cuffs were too tight and too well made. 

“I have no idea who you are talking about.” 

“You met Moira a month ago at a party and she awoke in your bed the next morning.” 

Peter wondered if this woman knew about the ‘roofies’? Had she switched glasses on him? 



As she spoke, Betty swished the air with her riding crop. Peter turned away and tried to take a quick step. But he went too far and then teetered back and forth as the chain caught him up short. Betty flicked the crop across his pantied buttocks. Peter yelled and raised one leg as he sought to get enough slack in his chain to pull his hands behind and ward off the stinging slashes. Betty simply flicked her crop in the other direction. She hit the target, and Peter fell down. 



Betty watched with a half-smirk. "I'll free your left hand, there you are, now put it into this.” 

‘This’ was a woman’s blouse. Peter would have fought her if he weren’t still so groggy. Limb by limb she released and dressed him. She was careful to tie his arms behind him before releasing his legs. What the hell was going on? He remembered her from the bar last night, her name was Betty and he had picked her to take home. That was all he remembered. 



Ten minutes later, Peter was wearing a low cut blouse and a shiny black skirt, very tight and narrow. The dress was secured by a leather belt that cinched his waist. His arms were tied behind his back with red straps. 

“Why a damn dress?” he muttered. 

"Wait until Millicent sees you, Gwendolyn" Betty said. 

“It’s PETER!” he snapped. 

“No one named ‘Peter’ has an ass like that,” she said. 

Peter exercised regularly and he was proud of his thin waist and firm gluts. However, he could see that he filled out the panties and dress in an almost feminine way. 



Betty frowned and said, "Bend forward." Peter did so and Betty was able to tighten the straps on his wrists a little more. "That will do. I don't want you to get any ideas when the stuff that you tried to put in my drink wears off. Millicent would be very upset with me.” 

Peter’s guess that Betty had switched glasses was confirmed. How could she have known? 

“Who is this damn ‘Millicent’?” 



“You had better not display that attitude to her. She believes in strict feminine discipline and is a resourceful woman. She lives in a house in the country with her maid. They both always wear very tight corsets and she will expect you to as well.” 



"Of all the stupid ideas. I won’t wear a corset!” 

"You will. Stop wriggling like that. You'll disarrange your blouse and wrinkle your skirt.” 

“Damn you! Let me out of this crap!” 

Betty grinned, "Guess I'll have to take extra precautions. Let me see, oh yes, in your cabinet over here . . . “ Betty selected another pair of straps also red in color. 



"Back up here again.” Somewhat cowed by Betty's strong tone and actions, Peter did as he was told. He had difficulty in the heels, but managed to maneuver without falling. Betty placed a strap around Peter's left arm, just above the elbows and then fastened it firmly above the joint. She then repeated the operation on the other arm. Finally, she threaded each strap through one of the loops on the rear of the shiny leather belt and slowly pulled. Peter's elbows were forced almost together behind him. 



"Walk across the room slowly," said Betty. Peter did so. The word

‘slowly’ was unnecessary as the tight skirt and the needle-like heels made any fast locomotion impossible. "How do you feel now?" 

“I've lost the feeling in my arms, I can hardly walk and I feel silly as hell in this get up. How long do I have to stay like this?” 

“We are going to visit Millicent.” 

“I’m not going anywhere until I have my own clothes. You take me out of this house and it’s kidnapping. You’ll go to jail forever!” 



"Gwen, be a sensible girl and come along gracefully.” 

"I’m no damn girl and my name is Peter!” 

“Not anymore. Now your name is Gwendolyn, Gwen for short; and your gender is female. Out the door, get in the back seat of my car and sit down on the floor." 

Peter looked at the threatening crop, pulled at his bonds without effect and did as he was told. He felt nervous and uncomfortable out in public is this getup. He hoped that no one would see him. Then he hoped that they would so that they could call the police. 

Once he was in the car, Betty wound another red strap around his ankles, pushed him down on his back and threw a blanket over him. 

Thirty minutes later, Betty was leading Peter by a leash to a large home. 

A woman with bulging bosom and miniscule waist was waiting on the porch. 

"Millicent, this is Gwen." 

"Well, isn't she lovely," Millicent said. "I think she will be a great success. Why don't you take her up to her room? Mimi will help you get her get ready.” 

Peter squirmed at being referred to as a girl but remained silent, looking for a weakness in his captors. 





Betty led him a bedroom and removed his bonds. "Clean up. Don’t try anything stupid. Millicent’s Dobermans don’t like strangers.” 

Peter stripped and took a shower. As he was toweling, he heard, "Your clothes are on ze bed, Mamzelle, put zem on and I will join you." Entering the bedroom, he saw more women’s clothes. He hesitated, but, after a moment, shrugged and put them on. The bra gave him some trouble but he managed. 



A movie-version French maid came in, carrying something. "Good day Mamzelle, I am Mimi.” She held out a pink corset with many strings hanging loosely from the back. Peter took it and realized that it we intended for him. 

“Are you crazy? I won’t wear this.” 

“Madam says you will and Mimi will help you put it on.” 

“Never!" Peter threw the garment away as Betty entered. 



"Gwendolyn, have you lost your mind?" 

"She gave me a corset!” 

“Stop being a fool and think. If you resist we can make it worse for you, much worse.” 

Peter looked at the whip that the nearly naked girl was holding and said, 

"Okay, I'll wear the damn thing." Betty guided Peter into a room fitted up like a gymnasium. A three-foot steel bar hung from the ceiling. Mimi stood under the bar. Peter approached, fearful, and uncomfortable in his unfamiliar attire. 



In a moment, Peter found his hands tightly fastened to the bar. "What's it for?" he asked. 

"It is to help young ladies fit themselves into corsets which may be a little tight.” Peter instinctively tried to free himself and kicked a little with his feet

Betty took another one of the red straps and fastened his ankles together. The other end she fastened to a previously unnoticed hook imbedded in the floor. The maid manipulated a little switch set in an electrical panel. The bar rose. 

"That's enough," Betty said. Mimi stopped the hidden motors Peter's arms were extended above his head. He made a fine picture in his panties, lacy bra, stockings and high-heeled shoes. He made a few motions as though endeavoring to free himself. Both Betty and Mimi watched with interested eyes, secure in the knowledge that nothing could set him free until they chose to do so. “ Mimi, bring the training corset, please." 



At the mention of the corset, Peter paled and squirmed. 

"Gwen, don't struggle. If you do it won't make you feel any more comfortable, I promise!" Mimi returned with the training corset. Its cheerful bright blue color could not conceal its heavy leather and steel boning. Mini held one side and Betty the other. Together they measured it against Peter's stretched body. 





Betty held the front of the corset against his body and Mimi threaded the laces. It was not a simple job and a dozen minutes passed before Betty and Mimi stood back to admire their handiwork. The corset stretched in one unbroken line from his thighs to high on his chest, but the line was nowhere straight. It undulated and curved according to its design almost like another skin. The laces were not tightened except as was necessary to keep the garment loosely in place. "Am we ready, Mimi?" asked Betty. 

"Oui, Mamzelle.” 



Betty studied her prisoner. "Now, it isn't really so bad, is it?” she murmured. 

“Why, why are you . . . I never did anything to you.” 

“What would you have done to me if I hadn’t switched drinks with you? The same as you did to poor Moira, I imagine?” 

“Then you know.” 

“I know you used Rohypnol. You could go to jail for twenty years for that. Mimi, will you take the bottom laces, while I get the ones by the shoulders?" 



In a few minutes, they had pulled the top and the bottom of the corset to within two inches of closing. The girls knotted the laces temporarily, and then each seized another set of laces, one above and one below his waistline. 

They repeated their performance and now the corset began to show its own shape the slightly tapered curve perpendicular along the sternum, the large curve over the hips, the flare and sweep over Peter's non-existent bust. All this naturally emphasized the tiny waist. Betty took a large looking glass, stood in front of the bound boy and carefully moved the mirror up and down so Peter could see himself. "See, you would be queen at any party, and you are going to be a queen,” she laughed and Peter averted his eyes from the mirror. 



“ Mimi, let's go." Again the girls began to tighten the top and bottom laces; again they made the temporary fastenings, and then pulled the middle laces. This time, by dint of a little struggling, they brought the backsides of the corset about a half-inch apart. 

“It's tight. I can hardly breathe", moaned Peter. "Maybe you ought to loosen it a bit." Betty produced a little glass filled with a ruby liquid, and held it to Peter's lips. "Try some Mediterranean Elixir.” 

Peter drank. "It's good. Can I have more?" 



Ten minutes later, all three were in a sweat, Betty and Mimi from their physical exertions and Peter because of the fierce pressure on his body and the gradual effects of the "Mediterranean Elixir". However, the back of the corset was closed. 

“I’ll bet that you won’t be raping anyone as long as you are wearing that,” Betty said. 

“Screw you!” Peter managed. 

“My what rude things come out of that mouth of yours. “



The drinks were now working in earnest on Peter, who had not eaten since the prior day. Betty stepped nearer and unfastened his wrists. 



He let his hands drop to his sides then quickly raised them. "Ouch! It's too tight!" 

“Try it gradually." Peter did as he was told, and gingerly succeeded in bringing his wrists to waist level. 

“Well . . . I can do it . . . but I can’t keep them there." 

"Of course you can and this will help. 

Mimi and Betty each grasped a hand and slowly brought Peter's wrists to his sides. Peter's eyes popped as his wrists reached a position behind his hips, but he kept his mouth clenched tight and uttered no sound. At last, his wrists crossed just over the waist in back. While Mimi held them firmly in this position, Betty took one of the short red leather straps, wound it very tightly over the wrists, and then, forcing the wrists behind him, tightly bound the red strap around and across the wrists and fastened them in this position. 



"Oh . . . no . . . no . . . !" Peter yelled. 

"Sorry, but in ten minutes you'll scarcely notice." 

"Madame has make zeez shoes."  Mimi darted into the adjoining roam, and quickly reappeared with a pair of red patent pumps, with six-inch heels. 

The peculiar thing about these pumps was the straps that were of shiny steel, covered with black velvet, and joined by short steel chain, about sixteen inches in length. 

"How clever," exclaimed Betty. In a moment, the pumps were on, and Mimi snapped the metal straps with two distinct clicks. 

Peter took a couple of tiny steps. He wobbled dangerously but tried harder and succeeded in taking a slow, shaky trip across the room. His ankles pulled back as he tried steps longer than the forced sixteen inches, the exact length of the unyielding chain. 

Mimi picked up a shapeless item of leather, and in her other hand was what appeared to be a lump of sponge rubber. "Madame said also ze silence beanie. Open your mouth.” 

“I won’t! You’re not about to gag me.” 

“Your mouth is getting you into real trouble,” Betty said. “I think that it will be sweeter if it looks sweeter. Have you any lipstick, Mimi?” 

“Oui, Madame. I have one here.” 

Betty brought the scarlet tube to Peter’s mouth. He averted his head but she pinched his cheeks and, with a flourish, drew the lipstick across his mouth. 

Peter had little time to complain about the lipstick as Mimi quickly forced the rubber into his mouth. Then, she pulled the leather across the jaw. 

It was a helmet, with an open space between nostrils and forehead, but completely covering the rest of the head. 





"That's perfect. Now, Gwen, I know that you can't answer me, but I want to tell you that you are indeed a lucky boy, the helmet that is also a blindfold and a deafener has not been used. So, although you can't talk, you can see and hear everything that goes on. Millicent is waiting, so Mimi and I will help you down the stairs." Mimi took one elbow and Betty the other. 

Carefully, they aided the bound and rigidly corseted man down the stairs. 



Millicent was a sight to behold. She was obviously corseted, because her waist seemed to have a diameter of no more than fourteen inches, although she had an ample bosom that was barely concealed. She had changed into an evening gown, sweeping the floor in back, but above her knees in front. She exhibited one of the shapeliest pairs of legs that Peter had ever seen. She saw him staring at her and smiled "You like my dress?" 



Peter could not answer her but, despite the tight lacing, he felt a stirring in his groin. 

“My I see that you do. Mimi, will you bring the practice book? Our friend needs something else to concentrate on. Mimi balanced a heavy book on top of Peter's head. 

"Try walking, Gwendolyn. It’s easy after a while." Peter followed instructions. With the first step, the book fell and his legs were promptly stung by Betty’s crop. 

“Try again, dear,” Millicent said. 

After a couple of slips and whips, the book stayed on his head as he walked. 



Finally Mimi, on a nod from Millicent, took the book off his head, removed the hood and took the gag out. His mouth felt dry and he licked his lips, only to feel the slippery coating of lipstick. He tried to move his hand to wipe it off, but he could not reach his mouth. He turned his head away from the women in embarrassment. 

“I started corseting when I was eleven,” Millicent said. “By the time I was your age I had a sixteen-inch waist. Mimi assists me constantly, and I am almost never without my corset. Mimi is a perfect jewel. Stop blushing Mimi, but she must return to France soon. Her father is ill and the darling girl has volunteered to help him.” 

"Madame is so kind to understand. But I worry about what she will do without me,” 



"I think that we might show Gwen some of our basic training articles. 

Mimi, get the walking pole, please." Mimi danced out the door, and came back in a few minutes with a steel pole about five feet long. Mimi and Betty undid the straps from his elbows to belt, and then his wrists, but left his elbows tied together. Then they carefully passed the pole down his back inside the elbows. In a moment they had strapped his elbows and wrists to the pole, and then they added straps at the thighs. Finally, they passed a broad neck-restrainer at the top of the pole. 



“I’m getting so sore. When can I have my clothes back?” Peter asked. 

They all laughed. 

“I’ll give you your clothes after some additional training,” Millicent said.“ Mimi brought a long piece of stiff leather. This she ran from his waist, where it was clasped with a broad steel belt, to his insteps.  It was lined with steel stays, and a number of straps passed from it around his upper thighs, lower thighs, knees, calves and ankles. Peter's wrists were clamped into cuffs mounted on each side of the belt. A head harness was arranged so that the rear strap fastened to the belt and forced his head back. 



"My dear, you are having a sample of the advanced training. If you try to fight then, they can become rather painful". Unable to reply, Peter simply stood still. He didn't dare to try to walk or even move; for fear that he would fall flat. "In time, you will become so adept that you will be able to walk around freely, guiding yourself by your other senses and seeing only out of the corners of your eyes. The real test will come when you try it completely blindfolded and in the punishment helmet. Even I had quite a time with that one! Take the pole off, Mimi." She did so, and replaced the bonds as they had been. "That’s really tough, Peter said. It’s hard on the knees." 



"A matter of training, my dear. Try another short walk.” Peter turned around. Going carefully, he walked across the room. 

"You are the most adept pupil I have ever seen," Millicent said. "It took Marie days before she could walk unaided in that trainer. With just a bit of practice and some padding, you will fit in quite well.” 

Peter looked at the smiling women and suddenly a horrible thought came to him, “She couldn’t plan for me to replace her maid, for me to be her new Mimi?” 

THE END
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