Rope-Burn Mark
by Allen Baker

He looked so relaxed and peaceful lying on his side on the bed in a fetal position. His head was tucked down to his chest; his back was covered in a pelt of black hair. I longed to reach over and run my fingers through its coarse tangle and caress on down to his butt cheeks. I don't think I've ever seen that much hair on a guy's ass before. His hands were clutched tightly between his chin and his knees, pulled high to his chest. His upper leg was drawn slightly higher than the other, allowing his sex to dangle between and behind, close to his exposed butt hole. It was a sight to behold.

He was breathing gently, but he wasn't asleep. He was too excited and aroused. I planned to keep him that way. The ropes that wound round his wrists, lapped behind his neck and under his knees would keep him in this position. The blindfold kept him from anticipating my next actions. He had no choice, and he was totally vulnerable. And that's why he was so turned on.

And that's why I was so turned on. I wanted to jump his helpless body and ravage his exposed ass. I wanted to slap his helpless balls till they swelled. I wanted to savagely slam my cock into his defenseless butt hole. But I tempered my urges, stoked my desires, and worked at self-restraint. All in good time.

I circled to the other side of the bed. Without touching the mattress, I leaned over his foot and stuck out my tongue. I licked his right big toe. He jumped. I repeated the action and then continued on to bathe all of them. Then I sucked them all as if they were mini-cocks. He began to purr. I moved onto the soles of his feet, then up the ankles and calves. First one leg, then the other. I nipped at the tufts of growth that covered this hairy body. By now he was moaning with frustrated desire. I could see how his hands strained against the coiled strands in vain effort to reach his genitals. To touch and caress them. To beat off.

I resumed my ablutions, making my way on up his body, savoring every salty lick. After so many shaven torsos, his coarse texture was an oral delight. I gathered a collection of strands between my teeth as I continued on my way. Slightly annoying, but I left them there. I'd French kiss them back to him when I got up that far. Let him spit them out. I avoided his gonads for the moment. He moaned his disappointment as he realized they'd been bypassed. I couldn't get my head in far enough to chew on his nipples. I'd have to rebind him later in different position for that. There was time: we had all day.

Finally, I bathed his forehead and cheeks, then lip locked us together. Only now did I begin to gently caress his balls with my hands. At first, not even touching the skin. Just lightly teasing the lush, ebony hair. It was so deep, I was nearly and inch yet from his skin. I flirted with the wiry mass long enough to cause goose flesh and shivers. Only then did I allow my fingers to nestle down to the surface. By then he was whimpering with need.

I took another length of rope and grabbed his balls. He jerked in response, scraping the harsh rope along the nape of his neck. I wound the new cord tightly about the base of the sack until the balls pressed the skin into a shiny stretched knob at the end of a two​ inch twisting of rope. I tied it tight and spit onto his ass opening and my own rigid, eager prick.

That was all the warm-up he'd get. With one severe lunge, I buried myself into him. I held there for a moment. I didn't give a shit if he adjusted to my invasion or not. I was waiting for my near hair-trigger to subside. I wasn't ready to spout just yet. The fun was just beginning.

While I paused, my eyes strayed to his hairline. Beside the rope, the area on the back of his neck had reddened. I could see the scrape marks from the rough strand. It didn't bleed, but had the top layer of his skin had been sandpapered away. It would be tender to shirt rubbing. It would scab over. I'd left my mark. He'd physically remember me for a number of days to come.

That thought prompted me to action. I reached down between us to grab the strand dangling from his purple nuts. I fed the end through the metal ring about my own balls and tied it tight. Now even the slightest movement pulled on our joined gonads. Slowly, I withdrew till just the head of my prick stretched his back entry. He growled in pain or pleasure. Who cared which? I just knew the stimulus to my own stretched sack was the impetus that sparked me into high gear.

Suddenly, I was plowing the field with a deep point. He was tight. Bound in rope. Unable to resist. It was wonderful. I lunged and retreated, lunged and pulled back, again and again. I fucked him hard and abused my balls until I could hold back no longer. I shouted and plunged one last time as my arrow quivered and spouted inside him. With a final pull, I wrenched myself free of his tunnel, putting the ultimate strain on our joined orbs. That triggered his own climax; he spewed his creamy fluid all over his thighs and back onto our enmeshed nuts.

I collapsed onto him, and we lay tangled in our private pleasures. Eventually, I returned form my drifting enjoyment. I untied my tender nuts and caressed them. I gently slapped his and left them tied. They weren't cold, so he could take more. I stared at the rising welt on the back of his neck and planned my next actions. My nose twitched as I pondered how it might smell if I burned away patches of that thick, black hair. Hmmm. Maybe.

