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Leather and Glitter
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I reached for the tiny bottle of glitter and held it up, admiring the color. I knew what would come, and that thought alone sent shivers down my spine. As I dipped my finger into the shimmering powder and scooped out a generous amount, I watched as it danced and twirled in the light. With trembling hands, I carefully slid the bottle of glitter into the pocket of my skirt, feeling its weight against my thigh. I knew soon Andre would arrive, and when he did, I’d be ready. The glitter he asked for tonight was a symbol of my obedience, yet also a tangible reminder of my willingness to surrender and embrace the ecstasy that awaits. I’d been waiting for this moment, craving the intense physical and emotional connection that only my dom can provide. I’d be completely at his mercy. My body would surrender to his will.  
As I waited, I felt acutely aware of my body, every nerve ending buzzing with energy and excitement. My skin tingled with anticipation as I struggled to control my breathing. I took deep, slow breaths, trying to calm the intense emotions that swirled inside me as I kneeled waiting for him. But even as I tried to steady myself, a thrill of exhilaration rushed through me. I knew in that moment I was free to let go of all my inhibitions, to trust my dom to guide me through the intense sensations to come, and I couldn’t wait. My fingers ran over the soft leather collar I wore. A symbol of that trust and a reminder that I would willingly place myself in his hands. My mind brought me back to the collaring ceremony we’d had here at The Pendulum just a few months back and my body ached for the release that only he could provide. That night was the most passionate thing I ever experienced and would forever be ingrained in my soul.
My heart leaped in my chest at the sound of the door opening. I took a deep breath and steadied myself, determined to show him I was ready for whatever he had in store for me.
He entered the room, and my eyes locked onto his. I could see the intensity in his gaze. I knew he was just as eager as I was, and the thought sent a shiver of passion through my body. He moved toward me, and I felt electricity in the air between us, our connection palpable.
Without a word, he took my hand, helped me up, and led me to the center of the room. I stood before him, my body quivering with anticipation, as he circled me like a predator stalking its prey. He examined every inch of my body with his eyes, and I knew he was pleased with what he saw.
Finally, as he came to a stop in front of me, his eyes met mine. And in that moment, everything else faded away. It was just the two of us, lost in the intensity of our connection. He reached into my pocket and pulled out the jar of glitter, holding it up to the light.
“Good girl,” he said, his voice low and husky. “You’re ready for this.” And with those words, the glitter fell from his hand, and showered me in a sparkling cascade that set my skin ablaze with sensation.
As the glitter settled around me, I felt his hand on my shoulder, his touch firm and commanding. He leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear, and whispered, “Back to your knees.”
I didn’t hesitate, dropping to the floor before him, my body still tingling with the remnants of the glitter. I looked up at him. His eyes were dark with desire, and I waited for his next command. He unbuckled his belt slowly, never taking his eyes off me. The sound of leather scratching against metal filled the room and I could feel my pulse race. My heart pounded in my chest as he pulled his belt from his pants and coiled it in his hand.
“Take it,” he said, offering the belt to me. “Hold it tight. And don’t let go.”
I reached out and grasped it, feeling the weight of it in my hands. I looked up at him, my eyes fierce with determination, and nodded once. I wouldn’t let go, no matter what he did to me. Many times I was given simple tasks like this and whenever I fulfilled them his approval was wonderful to hear. Andre reached for a riding crop I’d put out and lifted it above me. I heard it whistle through the air as it came down and connected with my flesh with a sharp crack. I gasped at the sudden pain, but held tight to the belt, letting it ground me. Again and again, the crop came down, each lash sending waves of sensation through my body. I felt as though I were floating, lost in the moment’s intensity, completely at his mercy. It reminded me that I found what I’d been searching for all along. 
The connection between us was raw, intense, utterly real, and I never wanted it to end. As the final lash fell, I collapsed to the floor, my body wracked with pain and pleasure that were beyond description. I laid still for a moment, catching my breath as I tried to steady myself, before I looked up at him with a grateful smile.
“Thank you,” I said, my voice hoarse with emotion. “That was amazing.”
He smiled down at me, his eyes dark with satisfaction. “You’re welcome,” he said, his voice low and rough. “But you’re not done yet.”
I looked up at him, my eyes wide with anticipation. “What do you want me to do?”
He held out his hand, and I took it, letting him pull me to my feet. He led me to the wall, where he pressed me against it, his body flush against mine. I could feel his heat, his power, and it sent a shiver of excitement through me.
“Thank me properly,” he said, his lips hovering over mine. “Show me how grateful you are.”
Without hesitation, I leaned in and kissed him. My mouth opened as my tongue darted out to meet his. He responded with equal passion. His hands roamed over my body, as he claimed me in a way that left me gasping for breath. I broke away for a moment, panting, before I moved in to kiss him again. I knew that I’d never be able to thank him enough for what he’d given me. But I would spend the rest of my life trying.
As we kissed, my hands roamed over his body, tracing the contours of his muscular frame. I moved down him, and lingered by his feet at the sight of his leather boots.
I had always been drawn to his boots, with their shiny black leather and rugged soles. There was something about them that made my pulse quicken. As I touched them now, I felt the smoothness under my fingers and wanted more.
He seemed to sense my desire, looking down at me with a smile. “You like my boots, don’t you?”
I nodded, unable to speak. My eyes locked on the leather.
He leaned down and pulled me up to him. Without a word, we moved to the bed, and he placed my hand on the boot, letting me feel the leather against my skin. I shivered at the touch, feeling the texture of it against my fingers, comparing it to the tightly wound belt I still held. And as I looked up at him, I saw the heat in his eyes, the intensity of his desire.
“Go ahead,” he said, his voice rough. “Feel them. Touch them. Worship them.”
I didn’t hesitate as I leaned in to kiss the leather. My lips brushed against the smooth surface. And as I did, I felt a surge of desire wash over me, a wave of passion that left me breathless. I looked up at him and saw that he watched me closely. His eyes shone with lust. I knew that I’d do anything for him, anything to feel his touch, his power, his leather boots against my skin and I bent to kiss them again. 
“Hand me the belt, little girl, and climb on top of my boot.”
I hesitated. This wasn’t something we had tried before, and yet I felt completely at ease with the thought of doing it with him. Andre watched with encouraging eyes as he reached out his hand and I placed the belt into it. He pulled my attention back as I moved to straddle the soft leather boot.
“Wait, lean forward.”
He unwound the belt and wrapped it around my neck. His hands teased my exposed breasts as he pulled the long end through the buckle and allowed it to lie against me.
“Take that little skirt of yours off as well. I want to see your pussy drip all over my boot as you come.”
I quickly shifted out of the skirt which covered little anyway. Now completely naked in nothing other than the glitter he had bathed me in, I did as he asked. With one leg bent, Andre laid back against the headboard. He helped me situate myself until finally I lowered my pussy onto the soft, warm material that encased him.
“Very good.”
I beamed under his praise as I wrapped my arms around his leg and steadied myself before grinding my clit into the black leather of his boot.
“Such a good little girl,” he said as I moved my body over him, taking what I needed. 
I watched with envy as he unbuckled his pants and exposed his hardened cock. My mouth watered at the sight of him stroking himself from base to tip and I reached forward, trying to capture the bit of pre-cum for my lips. My finger swiped over it and I sucked it into my mouth as Andre moved his foot upward just enough to catch me by surprise. The tilt hit my clit and caused my entire body to burn as I continued to ride him.
“That’s my good little girl. Fuck yourself on my boot.”
My hands clutched at him as shocks fired throughout my body. I maintained a rhythm chasing the rise of my climax while the pleasure of the moment overwhelmed me. My clit ached and my mind buzzed when suddenly I screamed and whimpered as I gave in to the ultimate pleasure that was coursing through me.
Andre reached for the belt around my neck and pulled me over him as my climax subsided. He placed a gentle kiss on my lips as I took in the satisfied look on his face.
“Come on,” he said, “let’s clean up and we will head out into the club for tonight’s show.”
I followed him to the bathroom in the suite we rented for the night. This was my favorite room at The Pendulum, and Andre always ensured it was ours when we came here to play. My body still hummed with pleasure as he turned on the shower, adjusting the temperature until it was just right. He stripped out of his clothes and stepped in as he pulled me along. The warm water washed over us, and I closed my eyes, letting the sensation of it envelop me. He lathered up a washcloth, and then began to gently wash the glitter from my body, starting at my neck and working his way down. I gasped at his touch, feeling the heat of his hands on my skin. I watched him, mesmerized by the sight of his body, by the way the water beaded on his skin. Then he reached for me again and pulled me close. We stayed like that for a moment,  lost in the passion of our connection. When the water cooled, he pulled away, turning off the shower. He wrapped me in a towel, rubbing me down gently, and then dried himself off.
I watched him as he pulled on his shirt, admiring the way it stretched across his broad chest as I reached for the dress I had planned to wear for the rest of our night together. Once I was dressed and fixed my make up he turned to me, his eyes met mine, for a moment.
“Are you ready, little sparkle?”
“I am.”
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