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      Dale sat behind the counter at the Dentist’s office. He was in the middle of scheduling Mrs. Morris for a recheck on Thursday at 9:00 a.m. He looked up her account and saw a flag on it that she needed to update her insurance card. The elderly lady handed over her card, and Dale stood up and walked over to the copier.  He inserted the card, and hit the "scan" button. It flashed, lighting up his slender face and shining off his short dark hair. He removed the card and handed it back to Mrs. Morris along with a business card that had her appointment time written on the back.

      He sat there for a few minutes, working quietly on his computer.  He glanced up at the clock several times in rapid succession. He had hours to go and only a few more appointments this afternoon.  It was going be a long one. He sighed. The job wasn’t hard, but sometimes it got pretty boring here.

      He pulled out his phone and checked his email.  Nothing.  He clicked on the Grindr app next. He waited a few moments for the faces to load. He'd seen most of these guys before, and he'd even gone out with a few of them. There was one picture that really caught his attention. One man, who went by the name SexyBald1, had a waist-up picture of his well-muscled chest in a leather harness. He was also wearing a leather cap. He had a light beard in the photo, and from the user name, Dale assumed the man was bald under the cap. He liked older men, and this guy looked hot. Better still, Grindr reported the man was only two miles away.

      Dale quickly entered a message. “I like your harness. You do BDSM?” Direct and to the point. There were too many game players on Grindr; it was always best to see if they were just posers or someone actually interested in having some fun.

      Almost immediately, he got an answer back. “Yes BDSM Good. U want me to tie you up?” Actually, Dale had been thinking the exact opposite, but this was a good start. Dale knew that the man was seeing his picture as well. It was taken at the beach last year. It too, was from the waist up, but Dale had been shirtless and soaking wet. He was thin and lean-looking in the shot. His hair was a little longer now, but he mostly looked the same.

      Dale replied, “If you want. Can I reciprocate?”

      “Yes. Both ways good. Where are you?”

      Dale knew better than to have the guy show up here at work. A lot of these online guys weren’t what they claimed, and all he needed was some psycho stalker coming in here every day to bother him. The job got boring sometimes, but he still needed it. It was better to meet the guy this evening.

      “After work, around 7. My place or yours?” He considered for a moment entering “MPOY?” but didn’t know if SexyBald1 would know that one.  Dale added, “I live in an apartment, not much privacy. You?”

      “House. Can make noise. You come here?”

      “OK. Where? When?”

      “868 Central. Big green house. 7:00. OK?”

      Dale nodded to himself and replied, “OK. CU then. Bring anything?” It was always polite to ask.

      “If you have favorite toys bring them. I have lots of stuff here.” Dale didn’t know exactly what SexyBald1 did with that harness, but he wanted to find out.

      “GTG. CU tonight.” and Dale logged off. He was happy to see that SexyBald1 did the same shortly afterwards. He smiled and put the phone away. He made a mental list of things he might bring along tonight. The guy would have rope, that much he assumed. He’d bring some handcuffs and one of his masks, maybe two of them.

      He spent the rest of the afternoon, between patients, thinking about that night. It was hard enough to find someone who would even talk about bondage, much less actually do it. There were so many posers out there who talked a good game, but once you met them, they just wanted to kiss or something and then talk about bondage. That kind of stuff was fine if that’s what you were looking for, but Dale really liked to do it. For real. Not just chat online about pretend meetings, unlike so many other guys.

      He knew that SexyBald1 had given him a real address. He looked up the address on Google maps between patients. It was on a corner, and the only nearby neighbor was a large factory. There were trees, and what might have been a pool in the backyard. But it was at least a house. One time he’d done a meet up like this, and the address the guy had given him was a gas station. Why would someone do that? There were all kinds out there, and he hoped tonight went as well as he hoped it would.

      The office closed on time, and a few minutes later, Dale, as well as the dentist and his assistant, walked out the front door and locked up. Dale said goodnight and eagerly headed over to his car. He lived nearby, so it was only a few minutes until he was parking on the street in front of his apartment.

      He went inside, threw off his clothes and hopped into the shower. He had spent too much time thinking about encounters all day; he really wanted to jack off in the shower, but he knew that would be a mistake. He’d need to save it for later. He dried off, threw on some clean jeans, a light green t-shirt, and his walking shoes. From his bedroom, he grabbed two black masks, some handcuffs, and a couple of spare tube socks. He threw all this in a plastic grocery bag, and headed out the door.

      The address he’d been given was only three miles away, so the drive was short. He parked in front of the house with the green siding, grabbed his bag of stuff from the passenger seat, and walked up to the door. There wasn’t a bell, so he knocked. The door opened, and there was his host. Dale recognized the man from the picture. He was wearing normal street clothes now, but the face was the same.

      “Hey, you made it!” The man seemed genuinely pleased. “Come on in!” Dale noticed that the man actually had hair on his head.

      “How’s it going?” was all Dale could think of to say. He stepped inside. “You’re SexyBald1?”

      “Yes. Good to meet you, just call me Bill. You are?”

      “I’m Dale. I gotta ask… You’re not bald, so why that user name?”

      The man roared with laughter. “I get that a lot. My last name’s Baldwin. Sexy Baldwin. Get it?”

      “Ah,” Dale smiled. He’d expected to run his hand over the man’s smooth, bald head, so this was disappointing, but he’d let it go.

      “Did you have something in mind?” asked Bill.

      “I brought a couple of masks if you’re into that, otherwise… I’m open to whatever you like. You mentioned tying me up. That seems like a good place to start.”

      “Any special limits or rules? Now is the time to know.” Bill looked serious, as if he genuinely didn’t want to cross any lines.

      “Nothing that I can think of right away. You have something in mind that I’m not going to like? I don’t like scat, piss, or anything like that.”

      Bill made a sound with his lips. “I don’t either, that stuff is kinda disgusting. No, definitely nothing gross.” He looked into the bag that Dale had brought with him. One mask was a gas mask, and the other was a neoprene breath control hood with no eyes, nose or any other kind of breathing hole except for a single small hole where the mouth should be. It was plenty enough of a hole to breathe through, but it was also really easy to cork it. “Nice masks,” Bill said with admiration, “So I take it you’re into breath control. That’s...interesting.”

      Dale nodded silently. Some people were really turned off by that. Some people had read too many stories about idiots that had killed themselves by doing breathplay alone. It wasn’t especially dangerous with a partner who was paying attention, but rarely did the news talk about the safe players. Dale was hoping Bill was into it as well, and bringing these masks over was his way of broaching the subject. Bill’s response had been very non-committal, so Dale didn’t know what he thought.

      “Take your shirt off,” commanded Bill.

      OK, now we’re getting somewhere, thought Dale. He reached down and peeled the t-shirt up over his head, revealing a smooth, slender torso. Dale worked out, but he was slim at best. Fortunately, he’d spent a good portion of the summer working on his tan in the early afternoons.

      Bill stood behind Dale and ran his hands down Dale’s bare chest, feeling and admiring the smoothness of the skin there. Dale had only a little fur down near his belt line; the rest was naturally smooth all over. Bill’s hands started on Dale’s shoulders, slid over his collarbone, down his pecs, circled his nipples briefly, then skimmed on down to the top of his pants. Dale enjoyed Bill’s soft touch. Some men had rough hands, but Bill’s may have been the softest Dale had ever experienced.

      Bill ran his hands back up Dale’s torso to his shoulders, then over them and slowly ran them down Dale’s arms. When he reached the wrists, he turned Dale around to face him in a graceful spin that could almost have been a dance move.

      Bill reached over onto the table behind Dale and picked up a roll of electrical tape. He held up one of Dale’s wrists, and made sure Dale knew what he was going to do. He wound the tape around one wrist. Dale had a little hair on his arms, but not so much that removing the tape would be an issue. Bill ran the tape around the wrist three or four times, then pulled up Dale’s other arm. He wound the tape around that wrist several times as well, then continued by looping the tape around both wrists together. He made about twenty turns and then tore the roll off.

      Dale tried to pull his wrists apart. He had no luck at all. The electrical tape wasn’t especially thick or strong, but wound around the way it was, he was going to have be cut loose when it was time to be released; there was no way he was going to pull out of this. Dale nodded in approval and said, “Nice!”

      “It’s strong, huh?” Bill asked, smiling. “It’s way more flexible than duct tape, and less bulky than rope. You like?”

      Dale nodded.

      “Cool. One more thing before we really get going. Since you said there were no limits, and since you have no preferences, I’ve heard all I need from you. I make the decisions from here on out. Is that OK?”

      Dale nodded again. “Sounds good to me.” You never really knew what you were getting into with a situation like this, Dale thought, but that was the whole point. It was risky. You never knew what the other guy was going to do. That was what made it exciting!

      Bill took the electrical tape roll and pulled off a strip around two feet long. He wrapped it around Dale’s head, sticky-side out. He started at the back of his head, and when he got to the front, he carefully fit the tape inside Dale’s mouth to make a gag out of the loop. Since it was sticky-side out, it didn’t get caught in Dale’s hair.  He then took the tape roll and wound it around Dale’s head nine or ten more times, this time with the sticky side stuck downwards on the first loop. By the time he was done, Dale was cleanly gagged with a smooth, slick strip of tape that didn’t have any sticky bits exposed.

      “Now, lay down,” commanded Bill.

      Dale looked around for something to lay on.

      “Right there where you’re standing. On the floor.” He gestured at the clean, hardwood floor beneath him.

      Dale got down on one knee and rolled onto the floor. He looked up at Bill expectantly.

      Bill got down on one knee and pulled Dale’s shoes and socks off.

      Dale wiggled his toes, demonstrating his freedom.

      Bill slowly, very gently, started rubbing Dale’s feet with his fingers. It felt good to Dale, but then Bill began to use more pressure, and the gentle rubbing became tickling. Dale began to pull his feet away from Bill.

      Bill grabbed Dale’s ankle with one hand and held it there while he force-tickled it. Dale laughed uncontrollably in his gag, trying to hold it in. Bill kept on tickling. Dale’s upper body started writhing on the floor as he twisted and kicked to get away, but Bill was holding on tight
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