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You hear a cricket chirping somewhere out in the yard.

It seems strange to you that you would notice this considering your situation. 
You are tied face-up on the lounge chair on the deck. I have secured your wrists and ankles in their cuffs to each corner of your chair. You feel the sun beating down on your body, but your eyes are protected by your sunglasses, 
with wads of tissue stuffed between the lenses and your eyes, effectively making you blind. I am straddling your face, gently feeding my cock into your mouth. It fills the space between your tongue and roof of your mouth. You smell and taste the traces of my sweat and urine from my cock and pubic hair. 
You can feel every curve of my cock with your tongue, the veins, the indentions, the slick glans, the slit and the little imperfections left from my circumcision. You hardly hear the chirp of another cricket responding from under the deck. The sun strikes your pubic mound, making it even hotter than it is. You feel the trickle of your fluids as they flow out of your cunt and I reach back and run my fingers through your dampness. That causes you to moan around my cock. 
As you moan in protest, I pull my cock out of your mouth with a plop. As 
you search for me with your open mouth, I slip a rubber ball into it. I have to squeeze the ball a bit to make it fit into place and lock behind your teeth. As 
you test the ball’s security with your tongue, I stick a strip of duct tape over 
your mouth, cutting all sound off from your lips. I say soothingly, "that’s so the neighbors won’t hear you, sweet cunt." You are totally at my mercy, and you wonder how well you really know me. Can I really be trusted not to hurt 
you too much? You get that familiar tickle in your belly that creates some 
of the tension you need. I slip another ball into your right hand, and you relax 
a bit, knowing that if things get too heavy for you, all you have to do is drop the ball. I will stop and check on you and how you are doing. But what if you drop the ball and I don't stop?

That thought teases and torments you at the same time. Your thoughts are interrupted by the rattle of the chain. You think you recognize the sound of the Japanese clamps being taken from your bag. "Mmmm!" you moan through your nose. Yes, the first clamp has just attached your left nipple with a vengeance. You curse yourself for not having me adjust them a bit last 
night so that they were not so tight. Ummmnhhh," the second clamp is fastened on. The burn on each breast is almost too much to stand, and yet, you feel your body adjusting to the higher level of pain and pleasure. Then, I pull on the chain between the clamps, causing your breasts to point out and stand up as the chain pulls them away and up from your body. "Ummmmmmuhhhhhhhhhh!" "Oh god, that is agony. He's just getting started, too. Should I drop the ball? Unnnnnhhhh, his fingers are on my cunt, and now inside it. Please don't stop!", you think. Your body has allowed your mind to be messed with pretty good. "What's he doing now? Oh, no, he's tying the clamps to something and pulling them up towards my head! He must be fastening them to a deck rail." 
"Is my slutty cunt ready?" I chuckle. "Ready for the big trip? I’m going to make it easy for you, cunty bitch. Come just once before I whip your nipples and I’ll stop." It starts almost at once. The vibrator is inserted inside you and turned on. Then the flogger gently begins to strike the fronts of your legs. You 
start to float. I work the flogger lightly up your legs to your clit. When I strike you there, you jump and squeal into your gag. Looks like you want me to hit you there again, so here goes. You squeal again and I strike you there again and again until you have learned to stop squealing. I slowly flog my way up 
your tummy to the bottoms of your breasts. You are so close, your body is sweating and straining towards me. 
Finally, I strike both clamps with the flogger, and the resulting scream reaches a higher note than I have ever heard from you. It goes on and on until you run 
out of breath. You dive into your climax as though you were a suicide jumping off a building. "Unnnnnnnh, Unnnnnnh, Unnnnnnnh!" As you hit your peak, I dump a glass of ice water across your breasts and rub your clit with an ice cube. The shock drives you to another level, and your climax goes on, and on. As you seem to peak again, I pull out your vibrator, stretch out on top of you, and thrust myself into you with just one stroke. As I pump my cock into you, I listen to your climax continue, and my balls boil over causing my cock to fill your insides with burning jism. Your climax is off the scale, like nothing 
you have ever experienced. It hangs you on the wall and holds you there 
for seconds until you pass out. When you awaken, I have unfastened you 
and am wiping your face with a cool rag. Your body and brain seem to be disconnected, just floating in neutral. You remember where you went 
and a grin crosses your face. 
