
        
            
                
            
        

    
Leather Fetish Girl

an erotic story by KinkyWriter


Copyright © 2014 by KinkyWriter.com

Cover Photo © 2014 by Syda Productions – used under license from Shutterstock.com

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher, except in the case of select quotations in the context of reviews.

The story found in this book is a work of fiction and should not be imitated by anyone who does not follow the philosophies of Safe, Sane, and Consensual BDSM practices. As many stories are heavily dramatized for entertainment purposes and to the extent that they should not be recreated by anyone, the author cannot be held liable for any activities conducted that are based on or derived as a result of reading this material.

All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Published by KinkyWriter.com – an imprint of C-G Media, Tampa, Florida
http://www.kinkywriter.com


Christina could feel the eyes on her as she walked across the mall promenade, but she didn’t care.

…to be perfectly honest, sometimes she even rather enjoyed the attention…

The young blonde figured that if she enjoyed the way she felt, why shouldn’t others take part in that enjoyment, too, and if there was one thing that Christina Bishop enjoyed more than most else in this world, it was leather.

The way the short, black skirt hugged her ass, the smooth lines it made down her thighs, ending just high enough to let imaginations linger, with its cool sensations whenever she grazed her hand against its surface as she strode confidently from one store to the next, she knew without being boastful that it made her look hot as hell because she knew in the mirror before she left that morning that she felt it.

It was fun to feel sexy, which was why Christina eventually made it a point to have leather around her anytime that she could, whether it was a sexy skirt or a pair of expensive heels or even one of the dozens of purses in her collection that she’d slowly amassed to ensure that she always had a cute, leather handbag to go with any possible occasion!

She was young, and she could afford it, so why the hell not, she always told herself as her closet grew big enough to warrant a larger apartment just to turn the second bedroom into the walk-in closet of her dreams. Boots, shoes, lingerie, dresses and skirts and tops and jackets … Christina valued her sense of fashion like no other, and if looking like a knockout before she left each day made her feel like a million bucks, then all of it was well worth the hassle, and the price tags…

What the fashionista hadn’t realized yet on that particular afternoon, however, was that somewhere throughout her shopping day she’d managed to pick up a bit of a stalker … a friendly stalker, mind you, who had kept his distance as the young woman browsed through high-end lingerie boutiques and assorted stilettos in each of the department stores shoe sections, and it wasn’t until she had sat down for a rest with several bags to represent a successful afternoon in her tow that he finally found the opportunity to walk up and formally introduce himself to her.

“Excuse me, Miss…” the man interrupted as she was sipping on the frozen lemonade that she had bought nearby. “I couldn’t help but notice, but you’ve got impeccable taste in leather with that skirt that you’re wearing!”

Christina giggled, “Most people can’t…” as she stopped and looked up, though she was pleasantly surprised to find the clean-cut man, probably in his mid-30s, who was able to make her feel more flattered than threatened by his imperative to voice his appreciation there to her face in person.

“I’m Christina,” she said with a smile as she studied his body language intently

“Hi Christina,” the man replied cordially. “I’m Jason … would you mind if I joined you while you finish your drink?”

The girl shrugged, looking down at the lemonade which was already half gone, and told him, “Sure…” as she glanced over at the empty space next to her, sliding her bags to the side to allow him some room.

As he smiled and turned to sit down, the man reached into his pocket and produced a business card, which he handed to Christina as he sat.

“I just opened a small studio on the west side,” he explained as she took the card with her free hand. “I work mostly in leather, although I’m still working on getting my name out there. I specialize in skirts and dresses and the sort of thing someone like you might wear, and so … given your own appreciation for the medium … I was wondering if you might be interested in helping me out…”

The name on the business card read – Jason Glass, Evocative Designs.

“So what would you like me to do, Jason Glass of Evocative Designs…” the blonde asked with a chuckle in her voice. “Come down and try on all of your leather for you?!”

“Well…” the man laughed along with her, “…yeah.”

“Like I said,” he continued, “I’m just a small shop and I’m trying to figure out a way to get my name out there among leather aficionados like yourself…”

“…it’s not like we have a club or anything … unfortunately!” Christina interrupted.

“No,” Jason laughed again at the girl’s quick wit, “…I’m just saying that if you wanted to stop by sometime and see some of my designs, and if you would possibly be interested in modeling any of them, maybe we can come up with some sort of arrangement that will be beneficial to both of us!”

Christina shook her head with a smirk as she reached the bottom of her drink, “I’m not a model … I’m just a girl who kind of has a thing for leather…”

Sensing her hesitation and not wishing to make her too uncomfortable, the entrepreneur stood up himself first and countered, “Two things – you’re beautiful enough to be if you wanted to, but even if not, I’m much more interested in the second thing than the first.”

Before she could say another word, he quickly added, “There’s a web address on the card – pull it up when you’ve got some free time, and if you like what you see, feel free to stop by anytime. No pressure…”

“It was a pleasure meeting you, Christina,” he then closed as he extended his hand to shake hers. “I look forward to seeing you soon, but if I don’t, keep on rockin’ that skirt!”

She couldn’t help but laugh as she shook his hand and grinned. Gathering her bags and leaving in the opposite direction, her mind wandered to what the man could possibly have in store “in his studio” … was it just a pervy excuse to lure her to some weird address on the west side or did his offer actually have potential for even more indulgence in her little leather fetish???

Later that evening once she had unpacked and was winding down her day on the couch, Christina pulled up the man’s website on her iPad and after a mere couple of minutes of gawking, she had decided that it was at least worth another look in person the next day…

* * * * * * * * * *

Christina admittedly felt a little apprehensive as she neared the address that had been left on the card she’d received the day prior. Circling the block twice to get a glimpse before she committed to anything, the storefront looked simple enough – a couple of mannequins stood in the front window, one wearing a tasteful, long leather skirt and a white top and the other in a set of leather lingerie that looked quite provocative, though nothing that the girl hadn’t seen before…

On the front door was a sign that cited – Private Shopping by Appointment Only … Parking in Rear.

Once her curiosity had gotten the best of her, Christina drove around the block one last time and found a parking space almost directly across from the back entrance to the store. “Well, this ought to be interesting…” she told herself as she took a deep breath and left behind the safety of her car to approach the door. Noticing that it was locked, she almost turned away and went back to her car, though at the last minute instead she pressed the button and a few moments later a familiar face from the day before appeared to greet her.

“Christina!” Jason welcomed her excitedly as he opened the door for her. “I’m so glad that you decided to stop by and visit!”

“Well, I was in the neighborhood, so…” the blonde tried to play it off, but it was clear that she was just as happy to be there as he was to have her as he guided her down the tight hallway into the main show floor of his studio.

“Now it’s not finished yet,” he warned as they walked into the larger room. “I’ve still got a number of pieces in my shop that I’ve been working night and day to fill out the rest of the displays…”

But Jason’s excuses fell on deaf ears as she looked around to see some of the finest and most intriguing custom leather pieces that she’d ever seen. His displays made the majority of her collection feel like it was fake, having found her own prized possessions over the years from random department store features and boutique trade-in finds that she’d treasured most of all, yet they paled in comparison to the impressive fine leathers that covered mannequins in a multitude of colors and designs that she knew she’d never in a million years find in the stores that she’d grown accustomed to.

“Wait, so you make these all yourself???” she asked her host without looking back, stepping closer to examine a long, black dress that appeared to be a ball gown, though it flowed in rich leather instead of silks and satins. “These are gorgeous…” she said as she ran her fingers down the decadent dress, showing great admiration for the tailoring before wandering to the right and next finding herself facing a rack of equally intriguing leather corsets in reds and blacks and a variety of other colors.

“I actually started off making corsets,” Jason explained to her while her eyes and fingers continued to wander. “They’ve always been something as sort of a personal interest, and I found that there was a sizable gap in the market for quality corsets … particularly in the fetish world. So I got the tools and started making them after work in my apartment, and apparently people liked them enough that I was able to quit my job and work on this stuff full-time…”

“Eventually I decided that it was time to move in here … well, my landlord helped me to decide because the machines were getting too loud for my neighbors to bear!” he added with a laugh as he walked over to straighten the skirt on a mannequin on the opposite side of the room.

“And so here we are!” he ended his short story with a grin, though mostly to himself as his guest was still very much lost like a kid in a candy store as she slowly worked her way around the room, examining an array of skirts of varying lengths from very revealing all the way up to full length. Running her fingers along the inside to sample the soft, supple leather that would drop well past her knees, Christina continued to wander dazed for a few minutes longer before finally looking back at her host with nothing but admiration.

“Well thank you for inviting me here – you’ve certainly got quite the collection,” she commented with a growing smile as her eyes continued to jump from display to display, unable to get enough. “And you’re absolutely right – nobody else in this city can hold a candle to your work, so I have little doubts that you’re going to make a fortune here!”

Jason smiled as he took in the girl’s compliment, then shot back with a wink, “So, did you see anything that you might like to … try on???”

Christina had known that the question would be coming, but it still managed to catch her off guard after browsing such an incredible selection that she would’ve loved to have any piece of in her own closet. She felt herself blush as she glanced back in the direction of displays, feeling somewhat timid as she professed to him once more, “…I’m not a model. You’ve got an amazing collection here, but…”

Ever the salesman, Jason was quick to cut her off before she could finish.

“So I’ll make you a deal,” he proposed, leaning his hand on the shoulder of a nearby mannequin. “Try a couple of things on and see what you think of them. I’ll shoot a few pictures, and afterwards we can go through them together – I can’t use any of them to advertise my business without your say so anyways.”

“And at the end of it all, if you have a change of heart … I’ll let you take something home with you in exchange for your time…”

Christina’s eyes instantly grew wide at the man’s offer.

“Even if I don’t like any of the pictures???” she asked cautiously while eyeing the rack of beautiful leather corsets from across the room.

“Yes,” he confirmed with a grin. “Although I respectfully don’t think that’s going to be the case!” he quickly added.

“And we’ll have to agree on your free gift – you’ll understand that I can’t just let you walk out of here with a $2,000 leather dress…” he said, alluding to the long ball gown in the window that she had been ogling earlier.

“Two thousand dollars?!” she asked somewhat astounded, her eyes also darting over to the same dress that Jason was referring to…

“For that one, yes…” he said with a smile. “I actually did one a while back for a client that was upwards of three … it was for a fetish ball that she was attending and she wanted to just blow the rest of the guests away. And from what I hear, she did!”

“So why aren’t you talking to people like that about modeling for you???” Christina asked curiously as she quietly weighed the man’s offer in her head.

“Well, I am,” Jason confessed openly, “but the thing is, I want to build up a bigger customer base here than just the fetish crowd. I also want to cater to the people … like yourself … who wear leather every day, and you wouldn’t wear a three thousand dollar leather dress like that around every day!”

“I would!” Christina laughed, salivating over the dress in the window and wondering what the dress they were discussing must’ve looked like for another half as much.

 “Yeah, but a full-length leather ball gown with a built-in corset isn’t exactly shopping at the mall attire … even for a leather fashionista like yourself!” he countered.

The two laughed together until the designer finally worked his way over to the display of corsets and asked her as he looked back at her and scanned for a particular style that came to mind, “So have you ever worn a corset???”

“I have not,” she confessed with a flush smile as she accepted what was taking place and subsequently watched her host glance back at her several times before selecting an ornate corset made from black leather with detailed, purple stitching in randomly elegant shapes up the side and holding it out for her to touch with her own hands…

Jason smiled as he gently handed the garment over to the blonde.

“Just a few inches in reduction and I promise you’ll be hooked!” he told her happily before Christina finally relented and let her excitement over all of the fine leather pieces in the store get the best of her. Though she was still leery of the thought of being photographed, it occurred to her that an opportunity like this didn’t come up every day, and if she could get something new for her collection out of it to boot!

Walking around the corner to the single changing room he had in his studio that was in fact quite spacious, Jason suggested that Christina take the corset in with her to get situated in private and then he would help her to tighten the laces once she was ready…

“Do you want me to wear it over what I already have on?” she asked from the other side of the changing room door, considering the white satin button-down blouse that she had worn that day.

“You certainly can if you want,” the designer offered. “More and more people have been wearing corsets these days as outer garments and they have a way of catching anyone’s eye, though I’ve always personally enjoyed them directly against the skin…”

Christina laughed as she unbuttoned her top.

“Are you just trying to see me topless?!”

Jason blushed, despite the wall that separated them, joking back, “Now it wouldn’t be very professional for me to answer that … but if you’re asking for my professional opinion on how you should wear this…”

‘Ooooh – that’s nice!’ Christina thought to herself as she slipped out of her bra and brought the leather corset up to her bust for the first time, the tips of her nipples each highlighted with a simple, steel bar through them as they touched the soft and sensual leather that proceeded to cup her breasts and the rest of her mid-section fully, with the corset ending just below the band of the short, leather miniskirt that she had opted to wear for the occasion.

“I’m ready now!” she called out as she held where the two pieces of leather met behind her back as best she could, relinquishing her hands to her hips once she felt her host take hold of the laces and expertly begin to draw in the slack around her body.

“So how tight will this go???” she asked as Jason expertly worked the laces back and forth until all of the slack had been removed and the garment was now slowly cinching in around her.

“You’re probably what … 26, maybe a 28-inch waist?” he asked as his fingers wove the laces with Christina now feeling its gentle hug in all the right places. “If you wanted to close it up all of the way – which I strongly recommend for the full effect – you could probably take a solid 4-inch reduction without much trouble at all…”

The blonde stood in awe as she stared back at herself in the mirror across from her, watching the black and purple gradually became her figure before the leather next took to shaping it to its own intentions with every pull that Christina felt behind her. She couldn’t help but smile as the curves around her hips grew more pronounced as her waist seemed to disappear, with her modest breasts taking on a prominent form of their own as the leather corset seemed to accentuate everything that seemed to remind her why he hinted that it would best be worn underneath her clothing in the first place.

“How’s that feel so far?” Jason asked as he stopped for a moment to allow his guest to catch her breath and more fully admire the transformation that was taking place.

“This is great!” she already beamed as she delicately ran her fingers over her body, amazed by the new sensation that was crafted by the firm tension around her. Closing her eyes as he resumed tightening the lacings in a meticulous, alternating pattern, Christina felt the world coming in tighter and tighter as her breathing grew shallow and seemingly everything about her was heightened until finally the work behind her ceased and she opened her eyes to behold what she never would’ve expected…

“I don’t know how I don’t own one of these already, but I want one!” she laughed out loud as she put her hands on her hips and posed from a variety of angles, even looking behind her to see that the gap in the laces that ran down her spine had nearly been closed. The curves of her waist and hips now undeniably brought to the forefront, she couldn’t help but think that she’d chosen the right outfit to wear that day after all as the black and purple corset seemed to match perfectly with the short, black miniskirt and lace up stiletto ankle boots on her feet.

Her host stepped away and suggested that she walk around to enjoy the garment while he retrieved his camera, glancing back mesmerized himself as he often was when he was privy to seeing his creations modeled by someone who wore leather as well as Christina did. Making a lap around his studio as an excuse to check out his creations a second time, she found herself overcome with a new surge of self confidence as the corset made her walk taller and with a newfound sense of poise as she strode through the room lost in her own little world, completely oblivious when Jason had reappeared and began snapping a few casual shots crouched in the corner of the room looking up at her as she quickly became a new fan of the decadently stringent leather.

Glancing around the room, she finally smirked when she caught him busy at work, staring down the lens of his camera as she rolled her eyes and asked with a grin, “Alright, you win – how do you want me to pose???”

Jason just smiled in return as he stood and kept the lens pointed at her as he explained, “I don’t want you to pose – you look incredible just the way you are…”

Christina blushed as the man stepped around behind her and took a few more photos of how the corset laced tightly up her back, also taking a moment to admire her skirt as well before setting the camera back to the side and turning to retrieve another item from the rack nearby for the girl to try – this time a long-flowing leather ball gown strikingly similar to the one that she had spotted earlier, but with a similar purple stitching that immediately caught her eye as Jason held the immaculate dress out on its hanger for her to examine.

“This one almost looks like it matches the one I’m wearing now,” she commented as she reached out a hand towards the equally wonderful garment that hung before her, already eager to rush back into the changing room to try it on for herself.

“It actually does,” he told her with a hinted sigh in his voice.

“Both of these pieces were commissioned for the same person,” he explained as he turned the gown around to show off the matching corset that had been built into the waist, “and I took a 50% deposit on everything because it was custom, but when I finished, it was like the buyer had just … disappeared!”

“That’s really weird,” Christina said as she fixated on the leather at her fingertips.

“Weird and sad,” he admitted. “Because most of the work that I do is custom, so it’s really hard for me to expect someone else to give me a couple of grand for a dress that was specifically made for another woman…”

“But who knows – she was about your size, so maybe it’ll fit you and we can kill two birds with one stone!”

Christina laughed as they walked back to the changing room.

“Not unless you change your mind about giving me a free dress for my time here today…”

The ball gown was even more enchanting as it began to take its shape around her as Jason first gave Christina the chance to slip out of her skirt and the loosened corset top and then returned to lace up the new corset that was built into the decadent ball gown while the long, black leather flowed around her bare legs in the most alluring manner.

“Oh wow…” was all the words that the girl could muster as she saw the second corset cinch up around her as she felt like she was floating on air in the undeniably entrancing leather. The man spoke not a word as he finished the lacing just as snug as before, then disappeared for a moment to return offering Christina a pair of similarly matching black and purple leather opera gloves to complete the outfit in all of its regal glory…

“The woman who ordered this ensemble was very big in the fetish community,” he spoke as the girl spun slowly in the mirrors to appreciate the incredible dress from every angle.

“I believe she was planning to wear this for some big convention, but I guess extenuating circumstances … who knows…”

Quietly reaching for his camera, Jason stepped back once more and allowed Christina to freely roam around the studio while he knelt near the floor and captured an array of spontaneous shots of the leather flowing around her ankles, with just the tips of her heels showing as she seems to glide across the showroom like a princess who had just been set free for the very first time. The leather gloves added a touch that undoubtedly completed the look, adding an air of loftiness fit for a queen, and in the back of her head Christina could only imagine what plans the original owner of this dress had for wearing it if a fetish convention was to be its time to shine…

“God, I wish I could just give it to you!” the leather maker laughed as his camera lens seemed to click faster and faster to soak in every last drop. “It fits you like a glove, but there’s just no way that I could ever justify giving away a piece like that for absolutely free…”

“Maybe I could work it off!” Christina chuckled herself as she savored every step, admiring how the leather divinely swayed around her at some parts and hugged her so soft and securely in others. “How much modeling do I have to do for two thousand dollars worth of premium leather?!”

Jason just smiled as he reached out a hand to take hers wrapped in leather and daintily walked her back to the changing room one last time for the final garment that he had selected for her fashion show that afternoon…

“Now this one is going to be a little more intense,” he warned her as Christina now stood topless in front of him without concern while he unveiled the last dress – a strict-looking corset dress emblazed with fiery red vertical stripes that ran from below the knees all the way up to a special neck corset intended to hold the wearer’s chin high in the air as she looked down upon pretty much everybody else around her.

“Am I even going to be able to walk in this thing?!” Christina exclaimed as she stepped into the partially-laced dress and then stood patiently while her host worked the garment up around her torso and neck in preparation for the long bout of tight lacing that it was sure to require.

“A bit!” Jason replied with a snicker. “To be perfectly honest with you, most women who wear something like this don’t exactly spend a lot of time on their feet…” he told her with a playful wink before taking his place behind the blonde and beginning his work of first cinching the slack out of the corset at her waist, then moving down to the lacing near her knees and thighs before finally standing back up to situate the supple, yet firm leather that was to trace its way up her neck.

Christina felt her body tingle in a thousand places at once as the lacing slowly tightened around her from seemingly every angle, leaving her feeling both helpless and beautiful as the black and red leather highlighted every last curve on her body in a way that took her breath away nearly as much as the laces did themselves. Save for a pair of explicitly placed cut-outs that provocatively showed off her pert and perky breasts, the rest of her body from her neck to below her knees was restricted by the gorgeous leather as Jason seemed to no longer seek her feedback while he continued to pull the laces back and forth tighter and tighter until she towered precariously on her high heels, her body encased wonderfully in the sweet, confining leather like she had never experienced before…

Unable to bend at the knee, Christina turned slowly in the mirrors as she gazed wide-eyed at what the incredible corset dress had done to her. Though it was ridiculously confining, she couldn’t help but think that she kind of liked it as she adjusted to its embrace while the leather held unrelentingly to her every inch like a kinky vice.

“I’m not sure if I can walk back out there in this!” she gasped as she made some small attempts to hobble around the dressing room, mesmerized by Jason’s impeccable craftsmanship as she found that she was only able to step a few inches at a time in her new leathery predicament. Handing her this time a pair of striking red leather gloves that came nearly to her shoulders, Christina couldn’t believe the sight that she saw as she stared back at herself nearly covered from head to toe in such beautiful leather while Jason disappeared to retrieve his camera one more time.

She felt powerful and somewhat domineering, despite the fine leather having its own hold on her that there was no denying as she placed her leather-clad hands on her hips and stood defiantly in the center of the small changing room while Jason took pictures of her from behind, then asked her to turn for in front as well.

“Do I even want to know what the person who ordered this was planning on wearing it for?!” she asked with a playful grin as she pouted her lips and looked down at the camera seductively now that she had learned to tolerate her host’s photographic desires.

“Well,” he said with a chuckle to himself as he raised his eyebrows, “if it’s anything like the other things that I’ve already made for her, she’s probably looking forward to being tied up in it once she’s all laced up tight like you are right now!”

Christina just rolled her eyes as she felt more tingles spread across her body as her imagination couldn’t help but wonder…

“What’s left to tie up?!” she asked as she turned her back to Jason once more and fluttered her eyes back at her own reflection as she towered in the skin tight leather.

“There’s a few things left…” Jason laughed as he set his camera down on the bench before taking a step closer to the girl and then suddenly taking both of her wrists with his hands and pulling them behind her back.

“Your wrists are still free – that’s definitely a no-no when it comes to bondage.”

“Your footwear, while sexy, probably still provides a bit more mobility than this dress’s actual owner would desire.”

“And your lips,” he then led on as he released his grip on Christina’s wrists and pivoted around in front of her, staring dangerously close at her gorgeous pink lips as he noticed a certain sparkle in her eyes. “…a girl isn’t truly bound as long as she can still speak…”

It was then that Jason leaned forward and pulled Christina an inch closer into his arms, kissing gently at her lips as his hands fell on the tight leather around her waist. The pair kissed slow and sensuously for only a moment before he reluctantly pulled back just in time to see the girl open her eyes and ask, “So … you were saying about some accessories to go with this???”

* * * * * * * * * *

Following precariously behind her host as she did her best to teeter on her stiletto heels against the whims of the ultra-restrictive corset dress, Christina felt the butterflies in her stomach as her host’s kiss still hung wet on her lips while the ultra-tight leather seemed to amplify every sensation that her body felt, from each step as her thighs rubbed together beneath the dress to the place around her waist where Jason had held her firmly only a few moments earlier…

As he led the girl around the corner from the showroom into his actual workshop, Christina’s eyes grew wide with curiosity once more as she saw leather garments in a variety of colors and stages of completion laid about, including what she presumed were some of the more adult items that Jason hadn’t seen fit to display publicly with the rest of his crafts.

“So … have you ever been tied up before?” he asked her with a slight grin on his face as he walked over to one of the workbenches and produced a long, leather sleeve of red and black that matched the dress that she was wearing, featuring a number of straps and buckles and even in Christina’s wildest imagination she couldn’t picture where they were intended to go.

All the girl could do was laugh in return as she stood anxiously in the extraordinarily sexy corset dress, telling her host, “Well nothing like this, that’s for sure! Maybe a little fooling around with fake handcuffs or something, but…”

Jason then took the leather sleeve and handed it to her.

“This is what’s called an armbinder,” he explained calmly with a certain gleam in his eye. “The woman who commissioned that dress asked me to make a few other things for her as well – you could say that she’s one who really embraces the restraining features that leather has to offer.”

Christina looked up at him somewhat nervously.

“Did this lady stiff you, too???”

“No, no,” he told her reassuringly. “She’s been a long-time customer and stops by a few times a year to see me … in fact, she’s due back to pick up all of this stuff in a couple of weeks…”

“And she’s not going to mind that I’m trying on her stuff?” Christina asked with concern.

Jason just smiled in response.

“Not at all,” he said. “Quite the contrary, I think that Candice is the type of person who would rather appreciate that some new blood like yourself got to try out something like this for the first time with her gear.”

Christina pondered his words for a moment until he continued.

“So as I was saying,” he explained as he took the armbinder back from the blonde, “this is an armbinder and it’s meant to go behind the wearer’s back. Then we lace it up like so…”

The girl only had to gaze at the strange black garment with its bright red laces for a moment before she spontaneously asked, “So can I try it?”

Jason smiled again.

Motioning for the girl to turn around, he carefully guided her gloved hands together behind her and then began to slip the long, leather armbinder first over her hands, then up her arms until it was in a position for him to situate the buckling straps around her shoulders to hold it in place. The girl then felt her pulse begin to race as he slowly cinched the new set of laces up along her arms, drawing them closer and closer together until she could nearly feel her elbows touching behind her back.

“How tight does this thing go?!” she asked as her arms strained behind her and she found herself having to work a bit harder to keep her balance than before.

“Oh, it still has a bit more give left in it,” Jason spoke eagerly. “Want me to see if I can get it any tighter???”

Christina blushed as she said, “Sure, why not!”

Looking down to notice that her breasts stuck forward even more prominently before with the addition of the armbinder, she blushed as she then felt Jason pulling the laces tighter still as her mind raced to understand what this strange predicament was doing to her. By the time she felt him tying off the laces, her arms felt as if they had been welded tightly behind her back and no amount of struggling seemed to make a lick of difference.

“You like?” her host asked as he stepped back in front of her and surveyed the look on her face as he watched her come to terms with the stringent bondage that was around her.

Christina gazed back into her captor’s eyes and mumbled, “I think I do…” as the seductive leather held her arms tightly behind her back.

Expecting him to reach forward to kiss her again, she was surprised when instead he inquired, “So are you ready for a little more???”

Jason then helped his guest over to a nearby stool where he sat her down and explained that he needed to temporarily unlace the bottom of her dress for the next piece of fetishwear that he had to show her. Looking down at the man curiously as he first loosened the leather dress that held her legs closely together, then proceeding to unzip and remove the ankle boots that she had worn that day as well, Christina’s eyes lit up as he produced the new footwear that he intended to replace her sexy boots with…

“I know what those are – those are ballet boots!” she exclaimed giddily as Jason first held the boots up close, showing off their impossibly high heels before taking his place once again at her feet and slipping the first up over her pink pedicured toes.

“So – have you worn a pair of these before???” he asked curiously as he helped to guide her dainty foot into the boot before zipping it up the side and preparing the laces.

“No,” she replied with a sigh. “I saw them in a store once and I wanted to try them on, but the girls I was with were in a hurry and didn’t want to wait…”

“And what did you like about them?” he pressed further as he balanced the girl’s ankle on his knee while he expertly cinched the laces up each of her calves with a quick precision.

Christina pondered as she looked down her leather-clad legs, balancing carefully on the stool with her arms behind her as she felt her calves tightening against her will as the special boots forced her feet into a strict dancer’s pointe…

“I don’t know,” she admitted, blushing again. “I liked that they were leather, and somehow the heels just spoke to me. I like really high heels, even if they’re hard to walk in, and it seems like these would be something different altogether!”

“Let’s find out!” Jason announced after he had finished lacing the second boot, leaving her dress still open for the time being. With a strong arm around her shoulders, he helped Christina to her feet and laughed as she struggled to find her balance with her arms tightly pinned behind her back. Once she seemed to find her center, Jason allowed her to take a step on her own, staying closely behind just in case while she teetered and marveled at the new sensation.

“This is insane…”  she spoke in awe as she leather about her began to overwhelm as she did all that she could just to keep her balance without the use of her arms to help steady herself. Her eyes now wandering wildly around the workshop and spying a myriad of other straps and leather apparel, Christina turned her head back towards her host and asked with a wide smile, “…and there’s still more, isn’t there?!”

“There can be if you want there to be!” Jason replied without missing a beat. As he sorted through several working projects in search of the final piece to his new guest’s bondage experience, he randomly heard the girl ask, “What’s that?” and turned to see what she was inquiring about.

Christina gestured with her head towards a leather thong that hung from one of the hooks above his workbench, noting a strange silver device protruding from the center.

Jason raised an eyebrow as he smirked, reaching for the kinky undergarment.

“This,” he explained with a playful wink as he held the thong out for his captive to see more closely, “is a simple thong with a remote controller bullet vibrator built into it.”

“A girl can wear it when she’s going out and set the vibrator to random for some naughty fun while she’s out and about…” he told her as he flipped the nearby remote to on and instantly the tiny, silver bullet seemed to scream to life.

“…or she can give the remote to a close friend who she trusts to keep her on the edge all night long!”

Holding the vibe up to Christina’s breast as he turned the controls up to medium, Jason smiled as a look of delight quickly washed over her face as it became abundantly clear what the toy could be capable of doing when nestled deep within the leathers that now held her body tight. The girl blushed once more as she joked, “Might as well – go big or go home, right?!” smiling as her host then set the vibrating panties off to the side and helped her to stand while he unlaced the bottom of her dress a bit further before unceremoniously reaching up and plucking the girl’s panties free, replacing them a moment later with the remote controlled ones that she had spied.

“Well this escalated quickly, didn’t it?!” Christina laughed as she felt Jason slide the silver bullet into place as he pulled the leather thong up around her waist before returning to work cinching the corset dress’s laces closed once again, this time the leather coming down over the tops of the new ballet boots that she was wearing as well to hold her legs together even more tightly than ever…

…but this wasn’t enough for him as after he had the dress cinched up tight, he also produced a thick, leather strap which he proceeded to buckle around the girl’s booted ankles, then a second longer strap that he stood to loop around her waist in front and the armbinder in back, thus pulling the blonde’s bound arms even tighter to her body as she stood there wrapped in leather and paralyzed by a warmth that she could only characterize as simply wonderful.

“Now this over here,” he casually explained as he lifted Christina up and carried her over to some sort of metal apparatus in the corner, “is something else that I designed to help facilitate the bondage that this little outfit that you’re wearing enables.”

Christina felt her heart nearly beating out of her chest as she was stood upright against the padded platform, then felt several more straps still tighten around her ankles, thighs, waist, and chest as Jason secured her lifeless, leatherized form to the unit. Her breath grew more and more shallow as the combination of the corset itself, the pressure of her arms behind her back, and then the latest straps cinching everything down even tighter took its toll, yet the smile on her face remained in awe as she saw her fetish for leather unraveling before her in an entirely different light…

“How does it feel now???” Jason asked with a sly grin as he took a step back to survey the beautiful figure that was now prominently bound on display for him, the tight leather highlighting the girl’s very best curves while the thick straps and precarious heels all worked together to ensure that any movement whatsoever was now a relic of Christina’s distant past.

“Do I dare want to ask what’s left?” Christina giggled playfully as she struggled weakly against her bonds, rewarded only with the faint creak of the leather around her every inch as she towered helplessly in front of the man.

Jason walked slowly over to his workbench and retrieved the last item – a leather bondage hood in deep black with red highlights to match the dress and armbinder – toying with it in his hands before walking back over to where he had left his captive, eyeing her with a smitten grin as he carefully loosened the laces at the back of the hood.

“You know, I suppose I can admit now that I sort of did have ulterior motives when I ran into you at the mall the other day…” he told the giddy blonde as he gently smoothed the leather hood between his fingers. “I’ve never been really good at meeting women the way that most guys do.”

Christina giggled to herself, struggling a hint more even though by now she knew that her efforts were useless.

“Well, I suppose that you’ve got my attention now…” she told the man as she beamed. “Is there anything that you want to ask me before you put that thing on me???”

Jason grinned.

“What would you like to do for dinner tonight?”

Christina sweetly replied back, “Sushi or takeout – I guess that all depends just how exhausted I am after you give me a workout with that little remote of yours!”

Jason then leaned in and gave the girl a much deeper, sensual kiss than before, pressing his lips hard into hers as his hands slid down the perfect leather form that was strapped to the steel unit before him.

“Sushi takeout it is!” he told her with a smile when he finally broke free, whispering into her ear as he reached around the girl to lower the leather hood over her sweet face…

“I almost wish that I could leave this off so that I can enjoy the look on your face when you cum, but you deserve to know what an orgasm feels like when you’re completely bound from head to toe in leather …”

Fitting the black leather tightly to the girl’s face, Jason made quick work as always of re-lacing and cinching down the last of Christina’s leathers – this time around her own skull – until the smooth leather conformed almost perfectly to her face, its unyielding strictness forcing her lips and eyes closed as it left her only with the intoxicating smells of her new leather world as she gasped desperately for as much air as her predicament would allow the maiden from any one breath.

Once the hood was securely in place, Christina felt two last straps cinch around her body – these at her neck and forehead to ensure without the shadow of a doubt that she wouldn’t be moving a single solitary muscle without her new friend’s express permission. First she felt his hands openly roaming her body in a way that sent tingles down her spine as his every touch was transmitted through the tight leather…

…and then she felt the motor begin to hum between her legs and her real struggle began as the stranger toyed with her most intimate of sensations while she stood bound and helpless and waiting for more…

Christina struggled.

Christina moaned.

Christina whimpered desperately for more as the bullet tormented her clit like she had been reduced to a sex object. Feeling Jason’s hand fall to her belly made her groan for more until the vibrator inched steadily towards her inevitable climax. As the intensity grew higher and harder, she began to struggle more violently against her bonds as each moment passed, her helplessness seeming to even further the wave after wave of pleasure that assaulted Christina’s leather-clad body until finally in one last valiant effort, the blonde felt her body give in to it all and her screams of pleasure were muffled soundly by the hood that held her lips shut tight with even more leather.

After a few moments had passed and the vibrations between her legs had mostly subsided, Christina stood there waiting to feel the laces of the hood loosened once again from around her head, but instead she was greeted once more by the sound of Jason’s voice whispering into her ear through the leather…

“The woman who ordered all of this,” he spoke, “she tells me that when she gets all dressed up like this, sometimes she wears it for two, three … four hours at a time!”

“Now I won’t put you through that much, but you did say that you were expecting a workout…”

“So I’ve got a few orders to work on this afternoon, and you’re going to stand there and serve as my eye candy while I work! If you’re a good leather fetish girl, every now and then I’ll come over and turn that back up so you can cum.”

Christina felt the vibrator reduced to a low buzz before something pressed up against her lips like a kiss, then suddenly was gone. Not far away she thought that she could hear Jason rustling through his things, and then eventually she heard the sounds of mallets and the various cutting machines around her come to life one by one, all throughout her senses were on overload as the divine leather bondage seemed to amplify her everything…

Her breathing restricted by the corset and the tight straps.

Her arms beginning to ache pulled tight behind her.

Her toes brought into a strict arch while her feet and legs held her fast.

She begged inside to feel her captor’s touch on her waist again, or even to hear his sweet taunts whispered seductively into her ear. Never in a million years would she have imagined being hopelessly bound from head to toe so completely and wonderfully in leather when she innocently took the man’s business card from him at the mall only a day prior…

…and then she felt him beginning to inch the vibrator wedged between her legs up even higher yet than it had gone before…
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