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Act 1: The Opening
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The barbershop sat quietly on a side street just outside Los Angeles, unmarked, hidden in plain sight. No sign, no window displays, no neon lights flickering “OPEN” like the shops a few blocks over. Only those who knew, knew. And for them, it was a pilgrimage.

Inside, time had folded in on itself. A single barber chair—vintage, worn but polished to perfection—stood at the center of the small space. The heart of it all. The room smelled of warm leather, bay rum, and the lingering trace of freshly clipped hair. Against the far wall, a deep brown couch, its leather cracked and softened by decades of bodies sinking into it, invited men to linger. They did. Some sat in silence, running a hand over their scalp, their fresh cuts like open wounds they needed to press on, to feel. Some watched. Some waited.

There was no rush here. The world outside could spin at its reckless pace, but inside, everything slowed.

Steve stood behind the counter, pouring himself a whiskey. A small ritual before a new client arrived. He never drank much—just a sip, a taste, something to settle into the moment. The bar behind him was stocked with good bottles: whiskey, gin, beer in dark brown glass, labels peeling at the edges. Some clients liked a drink before the cut, a way to loosen their nerves, to let themselves be undone. Others preferred the sharp clarity of sobriety, wanting to remember every second.

He leaned against the counter, checking his phone. Discord notifications. X messages. DMs on Instagram. His inbox was always full. Men from all over the world, confessing, asking, wondering. Would I suit it? Is it weird that I want this? I’ve dreamed of it for years. I’m ready.

Steve read them all. Some messages, he replied to immediately. Some, he let sit for weeks. He had learned patience. You couldn’t pull grass to grow.
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GABRIEL
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Tonight was a first appointment. Gabriel. 29. Lurking in the MPBBC Discord for years. A quiet presence, always watching, rarely speaking. But lately, something had shifted. He’d started posting. Leaving comments on transformation pictures. Asking questions. And then, the message:

"I think I want to do it. But I need someone who understands."

Steve had told him to come. No pressure. No expectations. Just come.

Now, outside, there were footsteps. A hesitation. Steve didn’t move, letting Gabriel linger at the door. Some men needed a minute before they knocked. A last chance to turn back.

Then, a knock.

Steve opened the door.

Gabriel stood there, hands in the pockets of his hoodie, looking smaller than he had in the pictures he’d sent. His hair—thick, healthy, untouched—framed his face in soft waves. A face that was nervous. But underneath that, something else. Anticipation.

“Come in,” Steve said.

Gabriel stepped inside. His eyes flicked around the shop, taking it in. The chair. The couch. The bottles on the counter. The low hum of a vinyl record spinning in the corner, something slow and old.

He swallowed. “This place is...”

“Different?” Steve offered.

Gabriel nodded.

Steve gestured to the couch. “Sit. No rush.”

Gabriel sat, his hands still in his pockets. His knee bounced, just a little.

Steve sat across from him, pouring two fingers of whiskey into a glass and setting it on the low wooden table between them. Gabriel didn’t touch it.

“You nervous?” Steve asked.

Gabriel let out a small laugh, exhaling. “Yeah. A lot.”

“That’s normal.”

Gabriel looked down at his lap, then back up at Steve. “I’ve wanted this since I was a teenager.”

Steve nodded, waiting.

“I used to watch men with receding hairlines and feel something I didn’t understand.” Gabriel exhaled sharply, shaking his head. “I thought I was broken. That something was wrong with me.”

Steve leaned forward, resting his arms on his knees. “Nothing’s wrong with you.”

Gabriel’s eyes flicked to his. “Then why do I feel like this is something I have to hide?”

Steve let the question sit between them. There were no easy answers. He knew this feeling—this shame that wrapped itself around desire until the two were indistinguishable. He’d lived it.

“Because no one ever told you it was okay,” Steve said finally.

Gabriel swallowed. His fingers twitched. He took the whiskey and sipped, wincing slightly as the burn hit his throat.

Steve let him sit with it. First meetings were like this. A slow unraveling. Some men talked for hours before they even approached the chair. Some sat in silence until they were ready.

Gabriel set down the glass. He met Steve’s eyes, something new in them now. “I don’t want to wait anymore.”

Steve studied him. “You’re sure?”

Gabriel nodded. “Yes.”

Steve stood. “Then come.”

Gabriel followed him to the chair.

The moment he sat down, something shifted. The air grew heavier. A sharp inhale, a settling. The leather creaked beneath him. Steve placed a hand on his shoulder, grounding him.

“This isn’t just a haircut,” Steve said.

“I know.”

Steve picked up the cape and draped it over Gabriel, fastening it at the back of his neck. Then, he moved behind him, running a hand through his hair. Thick. Heavy. A lifetime of growing, untouched.

Steve met Gabriel’s gaze in the mirror.

“Last chance to change your mind.”

Gabriel’s breath was unsteady. His hands gripped the armrests.

Then, he nodded.

“Do it.”

Steve reached for the clippers. The first cut was always the deepest. The most irreversible. The moment when the fantasy became real.

He flicked the switch. The clippers roared to life.

Gabriel closed his eyes.

Steve placed the metal teeth at the center of Gabriel’s forehead.

And then, he pushed them back.
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Act 1: The Opening – Gabriel’s Transformation
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The first pass of the clippers was always the most irreversible. The moment where fantasy and reality touched, and there was no stepping back.

Gabriel felt it, heard it, the deep mechanical hum vibrating through his skull as the clippers sheared through his thick, untouched hair. He watched in the mirror as a pale, naked path appeared down the center of his head, a stark contrast to the dark waves that had framed his face moments before.

His fingers twitched against the armrests. His pulse thundered in his throat.

Is this real?

It felt like stepping off a ledge, but there was no falling. There was only the sensation of release, of something he had held onto for too long finally slipping from his grasp.

Steve moved methodically, his hands firm but unhurried, letting each pass of the clippers do its work. He knew this moment. He had seen it in so many men before. The mixture of terror and euphoria, of doubt and certainty.

Gabriel swallowed, his throat dry.

Am I allowed to feel this? To want this?

He had spent years buried in shame, lurking in chatrooms, scrolling through transformation pictures, watching men destroy their hairlines with trembling excitement. But it had always been them. Other men. Other choices. Now, it was him. His hair falling in thick clumps into his lap, scattering across the cape like discarded memories.

Steve said nothing, only working his way back, then to the sides, carving deep into Gabriel’s temples, the clippers sculpting a new identity. A new self.

Gabriel watched as his hairline receded in exaggerated steps. The high, sharp arc forming above his forehead, the deep, carved-out temples—unnatural, unmistakable. There was no attempt to make it look like an accident of aging. This was a choice. A declaration.

And then, finally, there was nothing left but the faintest layer of stubble. A shadow of what had been.

Steve switched off the clippers. The silence rang in Gabriel’s ears.

Steve ran a hand over his scalp, feeling the roughness.

“This is the part where I lather you up,” he said softly. “Take it smooth.”

Gabriel met his gaze in the mirror. His head was almost bare, a perfect canvas, but not yet complete. He reached up, running a hand over the fine grit of stubble. A rush of hot blood ran through his body. A shiver down his spine, and the blood pressure beneath the belt rose. A bulge his jeans got tight and he felt more than aroused, but yet it felt so temporary. So unfinished.

He exhaled sharply.

“I want to wax it.”

Steve’s lips curved, just slightly. He nodded, as if he had been waiting for this.

Gabriel’s stomach clenched. The request had come from somewhere deep, somewhere raw, the part of him that had lived in shadows for years. His cock started to twitch, after he said this fateful words. Did he really say: "Wax it"? He felt it, more than he could admit.

Steve turned without a word, walking to the counter. He opened a small drawer, pulling out a tin of dark wax and a heating pot. As he switched it on, a rich scent filled the air. Beeswax, a hint of citrus. Comforting and ominous all at once.

“You’re sure?” Steve asked, glancing back.

Gabriel nodded. His fingers clenched the armrests. “Yes.”

Steve stirred the wax, waiting for it to melt. The anticipation was heavy, pressing against the walls of the shop. Gabriel’s reflection looked back at him, vulnerable and exposed, but not afraid.

The wax was ready.

Steve took a wooden spatula and dipped it into the pot, the wax clinging in thick, golden strands. He stepped closer, standing behind Gabriel once more, and then—

The first touch.

Gabriel sucked in a breath as the hot wax spread over his scalp, coating the freshly buzzed stubble. It was warm, almost soothing at first, sinking into his skin, sealing over what little remained.

Steve worked slowly, methodically, painting Gabriel’s head in smooth, deliberate strokes. The sensation sent shivers down Gabriel’s spine. It was different from the clippers. This wasn’t just removal. This was erasure.

The wax cooled quickly. Steve set the spatula down and pressed his fingers to Gabriel’s scalp, testing it.

“Ready?”

Gabriel licked his lips. He nodded.

And then—

Steve peeled back the first strip.

A sharp, searing pain sliced through Gabriel’s senses, a raw burn that sent a shockwave through his body. He gritted his teeth, gasping. It wasn’t unbearable, but it was real. More real than anything he had felt before.

Steve didn’t stop. He worked steadily, pulling away the wax in clean, practiced motions. Each strip took something away—first the stubble, then the sensation of being the man he was before. It was painful, yes, but it was pain with a purpose.

The pain of rebirth.

Gabriel’s breathing was uneven. His scalp burned, tingled, pulsed. Every pull of the wax sent another ripple through him, tightening something in his chest, then releasing it. His dock was pulsating, twitching the mix of pain and pleasure was intoxicating. First time in his young life he experienced such a feeling and he loved it.

Steve peeled off the last strip, then ran his palm over Gabriel’s scalp, smoothing out the heat and sensitivity. His touch was cool, grounding.

Gabriel shuddered. His reflection in the mirror was unrecognizable.

His head—bare, glowing, tinged with pink—was perfect.

Perfect.

A soft laugh bubbled in his throat. He ran both hands over it, over the soft, raw skin, feeling every inch.

He looked up at Steve, breathless. “It’s gone.”

Steve nodded, smiling. “It’s gone.”

Gabriel let his head fall back against the chair, exhaling in relief. In exhilaration. His whole body felt lighter, freer.

For the first time in his life, he was exactly who he wanted to be.

He turned back to Steve, still running his fingers over his smooth, newborn skin.

“I’ll be back,” he said. “To maintain it.” He hesitated. Then, quietly, “Maybe even for the laser someday.”

Steve watched him for a moment, then nodded. He had known, from the moment Gabriel sat in the chair, that this was more than a cut. This was a turning point.

Steve took a step back, looking around his shop. His one-chair, vintage barbershop. The couch, worn and broken in from men who had come in searching for something they couldn’t name. The bottles of whiskey and gin on the counter. The slow, deliberate work.

He wasn’t a barber in the way others were.

He wasn’t here for the quick, clean fades, the rushed walk-ins.

He was here for this.

For the ones who needed something deeper.

Gabriel stood, turning to him, his scalp still glowing red, but his expression clear, almost reverent. He smiled, and it was the happiest Steve had ever seen a man be.

Steve was proud.

This was exactly the barbershop he had always dreamed of.

Act 1: The Opening – Gabriel’s Rebirth

Gabriel stood in front of the mirror, his fingers ghosting over his scalp, the skin warm and tingling, still raw from the wax. His touch was hesitant at first, as if he wasn’t sure it was real. Then firmer, more certain. He explored every inch, the sensation alien yet deeply, achingly familiar—like a dream he had lived a thousand times in his mind, now made flesh.

His breath came unsteady, chest rising and falling in slow, measured waves. The glow of his scalp, tinged with the pinkness of fresh exposure, was mesmerizing. A mark of transformation, of surrender.

Steve watched him in the reflection, standing just behind him, arms crossed, waiting. He knew this moment well. It was sacred.

Gabriel wet his lips, his fingertips tracing the place where his hairline used to be—where thick, wavy locks had once framed his face, given him a false sense of self. Now there was only smoothness. His stomach clenched at the realization.

No turning back.

The thought thrilled him.

He let out a shaky exhale, eyes flicking up to meet Steve’s in the mirror.

“I—” He started, then faltered. His throat was dry. He swallowed, tried again. “I can’t believe how good it feels.”

Steve’s lips curved, just slightly. He reached past Gabriel, grabbing a jar of aftercare balm, twisting the lid open with slow precision. “That’s because it is good,” he said simply, dipping his fingers into the cool, thick cream.

Gabriel stayed frozen as Steve stepped in closer.

“Sit,” Steve murmured, gesturing to the chair.

Gabriel obeyed. His body was humming—aroused, overwhelmed, raw in every possible way.

Steve smoothed the balm over Gabriel’s scalp, his fingers working in slow, deliberate circles. Gabriel sucked in a breath. It was electric. The contrast of the cool cream against his overheated skin, the firm, methodical pressure of Steve’s hands, the quiet intimacy of being touched like this.

It wasn’t just a haircut.

It never had been.

His cock twitched in his jeans, and he bit his lip, gripping the armrests as a rush of warmth spread through him. Steve knew. Of course, he knew. But he didn’t say anything. Didn’t smirk or tease. He just continued rubbing in the balm, massaging it in, his movements slow, practiced, intentional.

Gabriel closed his eyes for a moment, his breath stuttering.

This was it. This was the feeling he had chased for years.

Steve’s voice was low when he finally spoke again. “You’re not just bald, Gabriel.” He leaned in slightly, his breath warm against Gabriel’s skin. “You’re bald by choice. And that’s different.”

Gabriel’s stomach clenched. The words settled deep inside him, pressing into the places he had kept hidden for so long.

Steve stepped back, wiping his hands on a towel. “Take your time,” he said. “No rush.”

Gabriel opened his eyes, staring at his reflection again. He didn’t look like a man who had just lost something. He looked like a man who had found himself.

A slow smile spread across his lips.

He turned in the chair, glancing at Steve.

“I want to keep it this way,” he said softly. “I don’t want to grow it back.”

Steve’s gaze was steady, unreadable. Then, a knowing nod. “Then come back,” he said simply. “I’ll keep it smooth for you.”

Gabriel shivered. The thought of returning, of submitting to this again, sent another thrill through him.

He stood, still hyper-aware of every sensation—the air against his bare scalp, the coolness of the balm, the lingering sting of the wax. He ran his hands over it one last time, as if trying to memorize the feeling.

He turned to Steve, suddenly reluctant to leave. He wanted to stay here, to linger in this moment forever. But he knew this was only the beginning.

“I might even...” He hesitated. Then, forcing himself to say it aloud, “...think about the laser.”

Steve’s smile deepened. Not smug. Not surprised. Just knowing.

“You’ll know when you’re ready,” he said.

Gabriel exhaled, nodding. He knew Steve was right.

He grabbed his jacket, hesitating in the doorway. Then he turned back one last time.

“Thank you,” he said, voice quiet but heavy with meaning.

Steve nodded. “See you soon.”

Gabriel stepped out into the night, the air sharp against his freshly bare skin. It felt like an awakening.

For the first time in his life, he was exactly who he was meant to be.

And he would be back.

Steve leaned against the counter, watching the door close behind Gabriel.

The shop was silent now, save for the faint crackle of the vinyl spinning in the background. The leather couch sat empty. The whiskey glass on the table remained untouched.

He exhaled slowly, rolling his shoulders. A deep satisfaction settled into his bones.

This was why he had opened the shop.

Not for the quick fades. Not for the cheap thrills.

But for this.

For the men who came here searching for something deeper.

For the transformations that weren’t just about hair, but about identity, desire, surrender.

Gabriel had walked in one man and left another.

And Steve had been right from the start—he had known, from the moment Gabriel sat in the chair, that this was more than just a haircut.

This was life-changing.

And Steve was proud.
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HENRY THE PROFESSOR
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Act 2: Henry, The Professor
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The Secret Life of Henry Marshall

Henry lived in two worlds.

By day, he was Dr. Henry Marshall, professor of literature at UCLA, a man who lectured about the great transformations of fiction—Odysseus returning home in disguise, Gregor Samsa waking up as something else entirely, Gatsby becoming Gatsby. He spoke about identity, about longing, about the forces that reshape us, whether we will them to or not.

His students listened intently, taking notes, unaware that he, too, was a man in transformation.

By night, when the campus was quiet and his house was dark, he was MPBlover55, lurking in Discord groups, Facebook threads, and X, scrolling through photos of receding hairlines, high shaved temples, crown shaves.

He told himself he was simply looking. Simply appreciating. But that wasn’t the truth.

Every time he saw a man make the choice—the first clippers pass, the deep U-shape shaved into a once-full head of hair, the moment of no return—his breath hitched. His body tensed. His fingers twitched toward the place on his own scalp where the thinning had begun.

His own hairline was receding naturally, slow, too slow, teasing strip away from what he wanted. He wanted to become bald so badly. How bizarre and perverted, being 55, having normal hair and dreaming of getting it all removed and look like an old man. Some men panicked at the first signs of balding. Henry welcomed it. But it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough.

He wanted to take control. To accelerate the process.

To embrace the Norwood 7.

But he had never told anyone. Not even the men he chatted with, night after night. He danced around it, dropping hints, posting comments on others’ transformations, but never admitting how badly he wanted it for himself.

Then, one night, everything changed.

The Night That Changed Everything

His wife lay beside him, breathing slow, deep in sleep. Henry stared at his phone, screen dimmed, scrolling through Male Pattern Baldness by Choice on Discord. The same ritual, the same obsession, the same endless feed of men at various stages of balding.

A post caught his eye.

"Finally did it. NW7. Can’t stop touching it."

The picture was attached. A man, once thick-haired, now reduced to the perfect donut fringe.

Henry’s stomach clenched. His fingers trembled as he zoomed in. It was beautiful.

His body responded before his mind did. His breath went shallow. He pressed his hand to his own receding hairline, feeling the thinness at his temples, imagining what it would feel like if it were gone—if all of it were gone.

A message notification popped up.

MPBdevotee:

Hey MPPlover55, have you heard about Austrian Barber Steve?

Henry blinked. Who?

He typed back.

Never heard of him. You serious?

MPBdevotee:

Oh man. You have to look him up. He’s not hard to find. He’s everywhere—Discord, Facebook, X. No ads. No business page. He doesn’t need one. Guys find him. He only works by invitation. He does the most insane transformations. He just... gets it.

Henry’s heart pounded. He sat up slightly, glancing at his wife to make sure she was still asleep.

His fingers moved before he could think. Search. Scroll. Click.

And there it was.

Austrianbarber Steve.

No website. No commercial branding. Just a series of photos.

Men with their heads half-shaved, in the middle of transformations. Some going for the clean bald look, others with razor-sharp horseshoe fringes, some grinning wildly, others staring at their reflections in shock, in awe.

Henry’s breath hitched. This was real.

The captions were simple.

"He wanted NW3. I convinced him to go NW6. He was grateful."

"He came in with doubts. Left reborn."

"Some choices change you forever."

Henry swallowed hard. His body was on fire.

This was what he had been waiting for.

A place where someone understood. A place where it wasn’t just about losing hair—it was about embracing it, surrendering to it, becoming it.

For a long time, he just stared at the screen, unable to move, unable to breathe.

Then, finally, he typed.

Hi, Steve. I’m Henry. I’ve been dreaming of the Norwood 7 for years. I think I’m ready, but I don’t know where to start.

The three dots appeared immediately.

Hey Henry. No rush. Tell me what’s on your mind.

Henry let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding.

And for the first time in his life, he told the truth.

3. The Long Conversation

That night, Henry and Steve messaged for hours.

Henry confessed everything—his secret obsession, his fantasies, his sleepless nights lurking in MPB forums, the way his heart pounded every time he saw a man willingly shave back his hairline.

Steve listened.

"You’re not alone in this, Henry."

Henry’s fingers trembled as he typed.

"I feel like I’ve been waiting my whole life for this. But I’m scared."

"That’s normal. But let me ask you something—if you could wake up tomorrow with a perfect Norwood 7, would you?"

Henry swallowed hard. His cock throbbed in his briefs at the thought.

"Yes. Without hesitation."

Steve’s response was simple.

"Then come see me."

Henry’s heart pounded.

Steve sent an address. Near LA. No signs. No walk-ins.

"Come. No pressure. No judgment. Just come."

Henry stared at the message, his pulse racing. His scalp tingled, almost as if it already knew what was coming.

After a long moment, he typed back.

I’ll be there.

4. The Journey to the Barbershop

He had to plan this. He needed the perfect excuse, studied events and conferences so that she would not get sceptic. And then he found the perfect time. A conference, a weekend away.

•  Henry lies to his wife. Tells her it’s a work event. A conference.


•  He packs his bag with shaking hands.

•  Books a hotel near the shop, somewhere he can be alone after.

•  The drive to LA is
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