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The Boy Behind the Mirror
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Julien Renaud didn’t know what the feeling was, not at first—not when it began to ripple through him like an echo moving through a cave, not when it pressed low and warm into the space just below his ribs, not even when it curled into his palms like a secret that had been waiting for him to finally look.

He only knew that it had something to do with men. With the shape of them. With the way they walked. The way they carried the weight of years in their shoulders and the wear of time on their foreheads. But most of all, it had to do with what they no longer had—hair. Or rather, the loss of it. The withdrawal. The surrender. The skin that now lived where hair used to be.

That was the part that made something in him tighten.

Not in shame, not yet. In awe.

He first saw it clearly when he was seven, sitting on a scuffed orange plastic chair in the back of a corner barbershop, waiting for his father to finish a trim before their Saturday errands. The radio hummed low with classical jazz. The floor smelled like talc and aftershave and old linoleum. Julien didn’t care about any of it—until a man stepped through the door and took off his flat cap.

The light above the counter hit the man’s scalp with perfect precision.

Julien stared.

The top of his head was bare—utterly bare—save for a faded ring of grey along the back and sides. A crown of what had once been there. The man’s scalp caught the overhead light like polished stone, glowing slightly, almost reverent.

It was beautiful.

It was arresting.

It was... electric.

And when the man scratched the top of his head absentmindedly, revealing the soft fold of skin at the back of his skull, Julien felt a jolt pass through his stomach like a struck match.

He didn’t understand what it meant. But he knew—instinctively, viscerally—that he should not speak of it. That it was a private thing. A sacred thing. A dangerous thing.

Something in the air around that man had changed. It wasn’t that he was handsome. It wasn’t about muscles or voice or anything teenage magazines talked about.

It was the bareness that did it.

The idea that hair had been lost. Or taken. Or let go of. That this man had once looked different, and now looked like this—exposed, defined, claimed.

Julien didn’t know the word “erotic.” But his body did.

It stirred. Low and confused. Warm and unwelcome.

And for the first time, he felt a flush of something he would later recognize as arousal—but that day, it just made his knees press together and his cheeks burn and his breath catch in his throat.

He didn’t sleep well that night.

Over the next year, these moments multiplied like lights blinking on in the dark.

On the tram, a middle-aged man with a high, clean forehead sat across from him, head tilted, crown visible in the fluorescent glow.

In the changing room at swimming lessons, a man drying his head with a towel revealed a smooth dome and a carved widow’s peak like something sculpted.

Julien watched. Quietly. Hungrily.

And each time, his body reacted before his mind could catch up.

A little shiver behind the navel. A pulse in the fingertips. A flicker of heat that didn’t match the moment but lived anyway.

It felt wrong.

It felt powerful.

It felt like him.

He started to worry around the age of ten that he might be the only one.

Not just the only boy who didn’t talk about girls the way others did—but the only boy who found himself staring at receding hairlines instead of lips or curves. The only one whose body whispered not at posters of pop stars, but at blurred news anchors with pale crowns and confident expressions.

The only one who, when left alone in the flat, would take a small pair of nail scissors and lift the hair at his temples and think: what if it started here? Just a little? Would I look different? Would I look better?

He cut a little once. Just enough to see a change. Nothing dramatic. Just a shift. A sliver of skin where there hadn’t been any before.

He stared at it in the mirror for over an hour.

He touched it again and again, gently, his fingertips tracing that barely-there hollow.

His scalp tingled for days.

At twelve, he tried to be “normal.”

He smiled at a girl who passed him a note in history class. Said yes to a date at the cinema. Let her kiss his cheek.

He told himself it felt fine.

But later that night, back in his room, he couldn’t stop thinking about the man sitting two rows in front of them at the cinema—late forties, completely bald on top, with only the faintest shadow of grey above his ears. Julien couldn’t even remember the movie. Only the shape of the man’s head. The way he had leaned forward in his seat, revealing the full curve of a skull that had nothing to hide.

Julien had stared like it was art. Like it was confession.

And when he closed his eyes, that was what returned to him—not the kiss.

Not the girl.

He started searching online. Carefully. Anonymously. Slowly. Terms like “shaved head,” “male hair loss,” “bald transformation.” At first, it was innocent. A curiosity. But then the feelings came again. That ache. That rush. That tightness in his chest.

Sometimes it was overwhelming. Too big to hold.

He would close the browser and sit on the edge of his bed, his pulse drumming in his fingertips, his scalp warm with imagined sensations.

He wanted to see it again.

He wanted to feel it.

Not just on someone else.

On himself.

But then came the shame.

Deep. Heavy. Cold.

Because he began to realize that this wasn’t something he could explain to anyone. Not his parents. Not his classmates. Certainly not the girl who kept texting him.

Who gets stirred by something like this?

Who imagines their own hairline retreating and feels their body come alive?

He thought about talking to a school counselor once. Got as far as the doorway. Turned away.

Because how do you say it?

I want to look older. I want to look undone. I want to see the edges of myself disappear and feel more real, more grounded, more desirable in that loss.

He didn’t know how to say it.

So he said nothing.

And the silence began to swell.

He stopped dating girls. Quietly. No drama.

His parents noticed but didn’t ask. Camille offered gentle distractions. Lucien remained silent. The house continued on in its elegant quiet, with Julien folding further into himself each year.

And still—he kept watching.

Barbershops. Forums. Subtle glances on the street.

The sight of a man with a worn crown was no longer surprise—it was hunger.

Each new face brought possibility.

Each new pattern of hair loss, a new fantasy: What if I could choose it? Accelerate it? Own it?

The thoughts weren’t just passing anymore.

They were building a home inside him.

And even though they frightened him sometimes—how deeply they moved him, how his body reacted in ways he didn’t fully understand—he also knew, with growing certainty, that they would never leave.

This wasn’t a phase.

It was a pulse.

A rhythm.

A calling.

And whether the world understood it or not, Julien was already on the path.

Not just to being someone new.

But to finally being himself.
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Unraveling the Roots
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Paris, 03:12 a.m. | Winter

Julien wasn’t sleeping much anymore.

He would lie in bed beside Mathieu, the quiet between them louder than any argument they’d ever had, and scroll through Discord threads with the screen brightness dialed down low. MPBBC—his haven, his confessional, his hidden church—was quieter at night. Just the regulars. The ones who didn't log in for spectacle or flirtation, but for ritual.

Sometimes he didn’t even type. He just read.

nw7don had posted a new picture—his crown reduced to bare pink, the fringe now a delicate silver arc.

Buzzsaw_87 had replied with a fire emoji and three words:

“You’re nearly there.”

Julien’s throat tightened.

He bookmarked the image without thinking. And then, like always, guilt rose like steam off pavement after rain.

Why did it feel like this?

Why did a fringe trigger him more than any erotic photo ever could?

Why did he ache not to see someone else bald—but to become it?

To move himself along the Norwood scale like ticking off holy milestones?

That night, Julien opened a private window and did what he’d avoided doing for years:

He typed into Google:

“Why am I turned on by balding?”

He expected shame.

What he found... surprised him.

The first site he opened was clinical but careful: Healthline. It called the feeling trichophilia, described neutrally as “a hair-related sexual preference that can involve arousal from specific hairstyles, textures, lengths, or the act of hair cutting or removal.” Healthline

Nothing about illness.

Nothing about disorder.

Just difference.

Julien exhaled.

He clicked on another. This one more academic. A blog by Dr. Mark Griffiths, a psychologist specializing in behavioral addiction and sexual variance.

“Trichophilia,” the article read, “is not listed as a mental illness unless it causes distress or impairment. Many individuals with this preference lead happy, healthy, and fulfilling lives.”

Source: Dr. Mark Griffiths – A Beginner’s Guide to Trichophilia

Julien sat straighter.

“Although often sensationalized, most fetishes emerge as harmless fixations. Trichophilia is one of the more common and socially benign. It may develop in adolescence and often ties to early memory associations or emotional imprinting.”

That word again: imprinting.

Something clicked.

He remembered the barbershop at seven years old.

The man with the gleaming scalp and the slow, deliberate scratch behind his ear.

The way something electric had moved through his belly like music—music he didn’t yet understand.

What if that moment hadn’t been wrong?

What if it had just... stuck?

He clicked another link.

A study in the Archives of Sexual Behavior reported that hair-related fetishes are far more common than people admit, especially among men attracted to other men. Not because gay men are more deviant, the author insisted—but because they often experience aesthetic coding more intensely. Hair becomes metaphor. Hair becomes identity. Hair becomes submission, dominance, control, freedom, shame, power.

“For some men,” it read, “hair—or the loss of it—becomes the external marker of an internal truth.”

Julien read that sentence three times.

He reached for his scalp without realizing.

There it was.

That tingle again.

But this time, not of guilt.

Of recognition.

What if he wasn’t sick?

What if he wasn’t broken?

What if his desire to be NW7 wasn’t some perversion—but a language?

One only certain people could speak.

Julien dug deeper.

He found an old forum post from a man who had chosen laser hair removal on his crown to speed up his MPB fetish. The comments were filled with admiration—and understanding.

“The day I lost the option to grow it back,” the man wrote, “I felt free. I felt real. I felt claimed by something I’d only ever imagined.”

And underneath, another reply:

“It’s not about looking old. It’s about stripping away what never fit.”

Julien sat back.

The room was dark now, save for the glow of his screen.

Mathieu stirred in his sleep.

Julien didn’t look away from the screen.

Instead, he opened his journal.

A blank page.

He wrote:

“I am not broken.

I am bald by design.

I am hairless because it speaks the truth I was too scared to say.”

He paused.

Then wrote the words again.
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The Scent of Truth
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Paris, 04:26 a.m. | Same night

Julien didn’t sleep.

After closing his tabs on trichophilia, he lay in bed next to Mathieu, who had rolled onto his side, one arm curled over his pillow, a faint line of sweat forming at his lower back where skin met cotton.

Julien stared at him.

The room was still. Too still.

The words from earlier still echoed:

“It’s not about looking old. It’s about stripping away what never fit.”

But now another question burned louder.

Not about hair.

Not about baldness.

But about him—Mathieu.

Why had Julien chosen him?

Why did he always choose the hairy ones? The ones who smelled like cedar and earth and something ancient, something rooted. The ones with broad shoulders and coarse chest hair, who let their armpits show, unshaven, wild. Why was it that when Mathieu came home from a run, drenched in sweat, his tank top soaked and clinging to him, Julien had to leave the room or else do something irrational?

It wasn’t polite.

It wasn’t beautiful.

It was raw.

And it undid him.

Was this normal?

Or was this, too, some brokenness?

He slipped quietly out of bed.

Bare feet on parquet.

He padded into the kitchen, poured cold water, and sat with his laptop again. The browser window blinked open, still glowing from the last search.

He hesitated.

Then typed:

“Why am I aroused by body hair and sweat?”

He hit enter.

And braced himself.

He expected mockery. Sleaze. Forums thick with slang and sarcasm.

But instead, he found... science.

Pheromones.

Androstenone.

Evolutionary attraction.

The first article he clicked was from Medical News Today—a breakdown of the biology behind scent-based attraction. He read, slowly, heart still drumming:

“Pheromones, often secreted in sweat, carry information about genetic compatibility and sexual readiness. Many people, especially those attracted to men, report heightened desire in the presence of natural body scent.”

He blinked.

“This may explain the frequent correlation between armpit exposure, body hair, and primal arousal in gay male attraction patterns.”

He blinked again.

Another article from Psychology Today dove deeper. It explained that attraction to body hair—especially when combined with natural scent—often connects to subconscious themes: safety, maturity, masculinity, honesty. A partner who doesn’t hide behind polish. Who is not afraid to be unfiltered.

Julien’s throat tightened.

He remembered being twelve. Standing behind the locker room curtain at the pool, watching an older boy undress. He wasn’t muscular. But he was hairy. Thighs, chest, underarms. Julien had stood frozen, heart loud in his ears, as the scent of chlorine and sweat and something unnameable drifted through the air between them.

He hadn’t known what to call it.

Only that it struck him somewhere deeper than touch ever could.

Another article by a sex therapist specializing in fetish psychology made the point even clearer:

“For some individuals—particularly gay men or men with non-conforming attraction patterns—body hair and natural scent become more than just turn-ons. They symbolize authenticity. Permission. The right to be.”

That word again.

Permission.

Julien let out a long breath.

He clicked again.

And found a blog post by a man named Eli, titled: Why I Love My Hairy Husband.

The writing was simple. Unpretentious.

Eli described the first time he pressed his face into his partner’s unwashed chest and felt peace instead of shame.

“He didn’t hide from me. And that made me want him more. Because the world teaches us to mask our scent, our texture, our wildness. But he let me see it. Smell it. Know it.”

Julien read the sentence again.

Then whispered to himself: “He let me know it.”

That was it, wasn’t it?

The armpits. The chest hair. The sweat.

They weren’t about perversion.

They were about truth.

He stared at Mathieu’s open bedroom door.

At the light slipping through the crack.

At the man who had, unknowingly, become his map.

And for the first time in weeks, the spinning slowed.

The voices quieted.

He wasn’t a pervert.

He was a seeker.

Drawn to what was real.

Not polished. Not choreographed. Just present. Honest. Human.

Hair was a language.

And scent was a signature.

And Julien?

Julien was learning to read both.
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Private Discord Thread
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[DM between: nw7frenchie & redflagged]

Timestamp: 04:53 a.m.

nw7frenchie:

I have a question I’ve never dared ask in here.

It’s not about balding this time. Not directly.

redflagged:

Shoot. No judgment here.

nw7frenchie:

Do you ever get turned on—not just by haircuts or head hair—but by... body hair?

Like. Furry chest. Inner thighs. Armpits. A full bush.

And not groomed. Not scented. Just... real.

And especially when it’s sweaty?

redflagged:

Oh man. 100%.

It’s more common than you think.

And it’s powerful, right? Like it grabs you somewhere before you’re even thinking.

nw7frenchie:

Yes.

That’s exactly it.

It feels ancient. Like it taps into something I never learned.

Just knew.

redflagged:

You’re describing primal imprinting. A lot of us have it.

Some people talk about “clean” sex. But there’s another kind.

Not dirty as in wrong—dirty as in earthy.

Like sex that smells like him.

Like he’s undone and you’re allowed to know him.

nw7frenchie:

...

I’ve always chosen hairy boyfriends. Always.

And when they come home from a workout, when they stretch in front of me and I catch that scent from under the arms—musky, sour, thick—I can’t look away.

It hurts sometimes. In a good way.

Like I’ve seen something sacred.

redflagged:

That’s not perversion, man.

That’s reverence.

And you’re not alone. A lot of guys—especially gay guys—feel it stronger.

The world teaches us to erase the male body. Wax it. Cover it.

But some of us crave what’s unfiltered.

nw7frenchie:

I used to think I was disgusting for loving armpits.

For wanting to bury my face in them.

For craving not just the sight—but the smell.

That heavy, damp salt that comes with effort.

It felt animal. I thought that made me wrong.

redflagged:

But what if animal is right?

What if that’s what we’re drawn to because it’s honest?

Not polite. Not sanitized. Just... true.

nw7frenchie:

Even the hair down there...

A man with a thick bush, hairy thighs, even sweat-matted ass hair—it wrecks me.

Not because I want to tame it.

But because it’s his. All of it.

Like a forest no one cleared. Like something sacred left untouched.

redflagged:

You ever hear of olfactory fetishism?

Attraction to scent as the primary driver of arousal?

nw7frenchie:

I have now.

redflagged:

You’re not just visual. You’re sensate.

And sweat—real sweat, not cologne—is the rawest truth a man can offer.

It’s how the body says yes.

And body hair? That’s the texture of that truth.

nw7frenchie:

God.

I wish I could tell my boyfriend that.

That the days I crave him most are the ones he thinks he’s unpresentable.

redflagged:

Say it.

Trust me.

I told mine last year and he laughed, then lifted his arms and said, “So you like this?”

I buried my face there and nearly lost my mind.

That moment healed something I didn’t even know was wounded.

nw7frenchie:

I want that.

Not just the sex. The acceptance.

To not hide how deep it goes.

That when he lifts his arm and the hair is damp and tangled, I feel chosen.

Not gross. Not wrong.

But called.

redflagged:

Then maybe you’re not just turned on.

Maybe you’re in adoration.

nw7frenchie:

Maybe I always have been.
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I Don’t Know How to Tell Him
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MPBBC | Private DM: nw7frenchie & redflagged

04:57 a.m. – ongoing

nw7frenchie:

You’re lucky.

That your boyfriend laughed and lifted his arm.

That you could say it out loud.

I can’t.

I haven’t.

redflagged:

You haven’t told him about any of it?

nw7frenchie:

No.

Not the MPB stuff.

Not the body hair either.

Not how my knees go weak when he walks around in those grey sweatpants and the waistband tugs just enough to show the trail.

Not how I almost came just from the smell of his armpit after a hike in July.

Not how I wanted to bury my face in it like it was sanctuary.

redflagged:

Damn. That’s not just lust. That’s worship.

nw7frenchie:

I know.

That’s what scares me.

redflagged:

What’s holding you back?

nw7frenchie:

It’s not shame. Not only.

It’s fear of breaking the thing that works.

Mathieu thinks I like him for who he is—and I do. I really do.

But if I tell him the truth...

That I chose him because of the hair on his chest. Because his legs are like velvet when I touch them under the covers.

Because I get lightheaded when he scratches his belly and the fringe of his armpit hair fans out.

He’ll think I’m using him. Or worse—fetishizing him.

That it’s not love. Just hunger.

redflagged:

You ever ask yourself why you feel that way?

nw7frenchie:

Because he’s the first person who didn’t make me feel weird just for being quiet.

We met two years ago, after an art exhibition.

I was standing alone in front of a Basquiat piece, and he walked over and said, “You look like someone who’s afraid to be seen but dying to be noticed.”

It was the first time I felt read. Not glanced at. Seen.

And I thought—if I play it safe, maybe he won’t leave.

redflagged:

But now you’re hiding. That’s not safety. That’s a cage.

nw7frenchie:

I know.

But it’s a soft one.

We don’t fight. He smiles at my drawings. He always kisses my shoulder before sleeping.

He’s gentle in the mornings.

He doesn’t know he’s the center of every fantasy I’ve ever had.

redflagged:

So what happens when you close your eyes?

nw7frenchie:

I picture him exactly as he is—but more wild.

Sweaty. Natural. Not trimmed.

I imagine him with a deep Norwood 5, like time carved a V into him.

I imagine shaving it for him.

Slowly. Carefully. With reverence.

And then I lower my face to his chest and breathe until my body feels like a prayer.

redflagged:

Then you’ve already told him.

Just not with words.

nw7frenchie:

But what if words ruin it?

redflagged:

What if they set it free?

nw7frenchie:

I think I started loving him the moment I noticed the sweat matting his chest hair after we ran for the train.

I watched the sun hit his neck and caught a whiff of that ripe, salted scent, and I wanted to follow it like a trail.

I was so embarrassed, I pretended to look at the map just to stop staring.

He was panting. Smiling. Oblivious.

And I wanted to cry. Because I knew—this wasn’t something I could explain.

redflagged:

Maybe you don’t need to explain it.

Maybe you just need to show up.

And let yourself need in front of him.

nw7frenchie:

He once said I hold back during sex.

That I’m too careful.

But it’s not because I don’t want him.

It’s because I want to worship him, and I’m afraid if I do, he’ll laugh.

Or pull away.

Or think it’s too much.

redflagged:

Love is too much. That’s the point.

But when it’s safe?

It can change everything.

nw7frenchie:

I think I’m going to write him a letter.

Not to give him.

Just to see the words.

redflagged:

That’s how it starts.

One word at a time.
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How He Smiled at Me Once
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Two Years Earlier | Paris, 19th arrondissement

It was raining the night they met.

Not in a dramatic way. Just the kind of rain that makes strangers crowd together in doorways and pretend not to notice when their shoulders brush. The city was damp with early spring, and Julien had come to the small gallery opening alone—half out of boredom, half out of loneliness, and entirely because he’d seen a flyer with Basquiat’s name and felt something in his chest unlock.

The room was mostly white walls, bad wine, and too many scarves. Art students with strong opinions swirled around him. Julien drifted quietly between canvases, stopping longer than most. He didn’t want conversation. He wanted presence. Solitude in public.

Which is why it startled him when a voice behind him said softly, “You look like someone who’s afraid to be seen... but dying to be noticed.”

Julien turned.

And saw him.

Mathieu.

Taller than him. Softly stubbled. Unpretentious. His curls damp from the rain, sticking to his forehead. A black canvas tote over one shoulder, t-shirt clinging slightly to his chest. And eyes—deep, dark, and patient.

Julien blinked.

He didn’t reply.

He didn’t need to.

Because Mathieu just smiled—wide, kind, unafraid—and added, “You stared at that piece like it owed you an answer.”

Julien looked back at the painting.

It was a riot of color and fracture. Broken faces. Crowns. The word truth scratched in blood-red strokes.

“I think it does,” he said quietly.

Mathieu smiled again. Not like someone trying to impress. But like someone genuinely delighted.

They didn’t separate for the rest of the evening.

That night, they walked home in the rain. No umbrella. Just Mathieu’s jacket over both their heads and laughter bouncing off the empty Rue Riquet.

Julien had never laughed like that in years.

There was no flirtation, not really. Just an ease. Like stepping into warm water. Like finding a rhythm without effort.

They exchanged numbers.

The next day, they had coffee.

Four days later, Mathieu cooked dinner in Julien’s apartment—shirtless, barefoot, his chest hair glinting in the yellow kitchen light, the smell of olive oil and garlic hanging in the air.

Julien had excused himself to the bathroom, breathing too fast. He hadn’t been turned on like that in years. Not by performance. But by presence.

That night, they kissed on the sofa, slow and shy.

The next morning, Mathieu made tea.

They never discussed whether they were a couple.

They just were.

But Here’s the Truth Julien Never Said

HE KNEW FROM THE FIRST week that Mathieu was his type.

Not just emotionally—though that mattered.

But physically.

Utterly.

Mathieu was hairy. And unbothered. A trail from chest to stomach that disappeared below the waistband. Forearms dark with curl. A small tuft in the middle of his back. Underarms thick, untrimmed. And scent—natural, salty, masculine.

He was exactly what Julien had always dreamed of. The kind of body that made his breath catch. The kind of man who smelled like honesty.

But he never said a word.

Not once.

When they had sex, Julien let Mathieu lead. He followed. Responsive, tender, always affectionate—but never needy. Never bold. Never rough.

He didn’t push.

He didn’t dare.

Because everything was so perfect—smooth, effortless, peaceful. They liked the same films. Slept at the same time. Brushed their teeth side by side. Never raised voices. Never questioned anything.

People called them “the golden couple.”

Even Julien believed it sometimes.

But not at night.

Not when he lay next to the man he loved and imagined him differently—sweaty, older, a little heavier, maybe balding. Vulnerable. Animal. Owned.

Not when he remembered the pull in his stomach the day he caught a whiff of Mathieu’s shirt after he’d gone for a run—the musk clinging to the collar, the faint tang of armpit and heat and skin.

Not when his hands trembled over the keyboard, wanting to search “gay pheromone attraction” but deleting it in case Mathieu saw.

Not when he found himself pulling back his own fringe in the mirror, picturing a higher temple, a deeper V, a barer crown.

Not when he cried afterward—not from shame, but from hunger.

Julien had kept all of it inside.

Because what they had was beautiful.

And he didn’t know if it could survive his truth.

He told himself it didn’t matter.

But each year, each month, each unsaid word, the space between their bodies grew thicker with things he couldn’t voice.

And now, two years later, lying beside Mathieu in perfect silence, Julien felt more seen by strangers online than by the man whose heartbeat he heard every night.

And so the dilemma lived here:

A love too smooth.

A man too afraid to rupture it.

A truth that kept whispering: This could be even deeper—if you let it.
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What I Can’t Say Out Loud
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Paris, 05:41 a.m.

The street outside was still. The world still asleep.

Julien sat at the kitchen table, shirtless, cold. His hands trembled slightly as he opened a blank document.

He stared at the cursor.

Then began to type.

Letter to Mathieu (never sent)

MATHIEU,

I don’t know how to start this, so I’m just going to speak like you’re not listening. Like I’m whispering into my pillow. Like I’ve already lost you and this is the only thing I have left.

There are things I haven’t told you. Not because I didn’t trust you—but because I love you too much.

Yes, I said that word. Again. Love.

I never said what your body does to me.

Not just your smile or your kindness—though those undo me too—but your body. The hair on your chest. The scent under your arms when you stretch. The way your thighs feel under the sheets. The quiet salt of you when you come home after a run and don’t know I’ve pressed my nose to your shirt like it’s a shrine.

I never told you how those things aren’t “turn-ons” for me. They’re something deeper. Something holy. Something that makes my heart stutter and my knees go weak.

And I’ve wanted to tell you. So many times.

But I didn’t. Because I was afraid you’d laugh.

Not because you’re cruel—but because you’re good. And I’ve lived most of my life afraid that the things I love will make good people walk away.

There’s more.

This is the part that scares me most.

I think about being bald. Not from age. Not by accident. But on purpose.

I think about it a lot. Too much, maybe.

I picture myself with nothing on top. NW7. The full crown of absence. I don’t want to “try” the look. I want to becomeit.

And I think about shaving you, too. With your eyes closed. My hands shaking. A towel under your neck. Not out of kink. But devotion. Like I’m peeling away the part of you that performs.

I never said any of this.

Because we don’t fight. Because we’re good. Because our life is easy.

But sometimes I want it to be rough. Not cruel. Just real.

I want to bury my face in your scent and not feel the need to explain it.

I want you to know everything—and still stay.

But I don’t know if that’s possible.

And I don’t want to lose you.

So I say nothing.

And hope one day, you’ll hear what I never said.

– J

He saved the file. Closed the laptop.

Pressed his palms against his eyes.

He didn’t cry out. But his breath hitched. And the tears came.

Quiet. Slow.

Like rain on a closed window.

Discord | Private DM – nw7frenchie & buzzsaw_87

nw7frenchie:

I wrote him a letter. I’m not going to send it. But I wrote it.

buzzsaw_87:

That’s huge, man. What did it feel like?

nw7frenchie:

Like bleeding onto the page.

Like I finally said what my body has been screaming for two years.

buzzsaw_87:

And?

nw7frenchie:

I’m scared.

I love him more than anyone I’ve ever met.

But this thing in me—it’s not going away.

It’s getting louder.

buzzsaw_87:

So tell him.

nw7frenchie:

I can’t.

If I lose him, I don’t know who I’ll be.

But if I don’t speak...

I’ll disappear.

buzzsaw_87:

Then you’re already halfway gone.

nw7frenchie:

You ever feel like your skin doesn’t match the man inside?

buzzsaw_87:

Every damn day. Until I shaved. Until I told him.

Until I let someone love me in the version I actually needed to become.

nw7frenchie:

What if that version turns him off?

buzzsaw_87:

Then he wasn’t in love with you.

He was in love with your performance.

nw7frenchie:

I wish I were braver.

I wish I could say: “I want your sweat. Your fur. Your smell. Your baldness. Your truth.”

buzzsaw_87:

You just did.

nw7frenchie:

But not to him.

buzzsaw_87:

Then say it with your hands.

With your body.

With your silence breaking.

One word at a time.

Julien stared at the screen until the words blurred.

Then shut the laptop.

He didn’t feel lighter.

He felt honest.

And sometimes, that was heavier than anything.
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The Ones Who Understand Me Are Names on a Screen
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Julien didn’t send the letter.

He reread it three times. Each time, his chest tightened more. Each time, he heard Mathieu’s imagined voice in his head—confused, maybe even amused. Not cruel. Never cruel. But distant. Polite. Quietly alarmed.

He couldn’t bear that distance.

Not from him.

So he closed the file, renamed it something bland and forgettable—“Draft_Note_2022”—and filed it into a folder beneath a folder on an encrypted drive.

That’s where truth went now.

Under passwords.

Behind silence.

That week, Julien tried something else.

He didn’t say anything.

But in bed, when Mathieu kissed him, Julien kissed back harder. He let his hands wander to places he usually avoided. He clutched the back of Mathieu’s neck with more hunger. He pulled the blanket off them halfway through, just to feel the hair on Mathieu’s chest brush against him in the open air.

He let himself breathe him.

Just once, when Mathieu lifted his arm to reach for lube, Julien leaned into the curve of his pit and inhaled—softly, quickly, quietly.

The scent hit him like a wave.

Salt. Musk. Home.

But he didn’t stay there.

Because Mathieu didn’t respond.

He just kept kissing. Routine. Gentle. Expected.

When Julien tugged at his hip harder than usual, Mathieu murmured “Careful,” not in irritation, but in habit. Like he was used to the softness. Like the gentleness was who Julien was.

Julien pulled back.

Let himself soften.

Smiled.

“Sorry.”

And just like that, the moment was over.

Later, as Mathieu slept beside him, his back turned, his breathing slow, Julien lay awake.

The scent was still in the sheets.

And his longing felt like a scream in a sealed jar.

Discord | MPBBC | Private DM with: follicletruth

nw7frenchie:

Tried to be more physical tonight. More bold.

He didn’t pull away. But he didn’t lean in, either.

He still sees me as gentle. Careful. The quiet one.

I think if I showed him the part of me that aches for scent and stubble and sweat and scalp...

He wouldn’t see me anymore.

Just something he doesn’t understand.

follicletruth:

I’ve been there.

You love them. They love you.

But your need lives in a language they don’t speak.

So you learn to live bilingual.

Publicly tender. Privately burning.

nw7frenchie:

I want to tell him about the MPB thing.

About how sometimes I imagine shaving his head.

About how I’ve epilated patches on my own scalp just to feel something that matched the fantasy.

But I won’t.

Not now.

Because I’d rather lose pieces of myself than lose all of him.

follicletruth:

That’s not weakness.

That’s love in compromise.

But you can’t live there forever.

Just know that.

So Julien returned to the only place that saw him clearly:

The server.

The usernames.

The avatars that looked like strangers, but understood him better than the man who kissed his shoulder goodnight.

He stopped writing letters.

Stopped trying to be wilder.

He let the soft sex return. The candlelit evenings. The quiet good-mornings.

To the outside world, they were still perfect.

But inside?

Julien had built a cathedral out of restraint.

And every night, he worshipped in secret.
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The Mirror Ritual
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Paris, 11:38 p.m.

It started with a single hair.

Not the one on his chest. Not his arm.

The one just behind the edge of his temple—where his hairline dipped with natural symmetry, a soft curve like a painter’s brush stroke.

Julien had stared at that spot for nearly twenty minutes.

The bathroom light above him was cold, fluorescent, a little too honest. He leaned forward, hands gripping the porcelain sink, eyes locked on his reflection. His thick fringe fell forward, obscuring the view. He pushed it back with trembling fingers.

There it was.

The corner.

Not receded. Not yet. But high enough that he could imagine.

He breathed in.

Shallow. Controlled.

Then reached for the tweezers.

At first, he hovered.

He didn’t want to break the spell by rushing.

This wasn’t about plucking. It wasn’t about grooming.

This was about crossing a line.

The moment before the ritual begins is always the most sacred. The inhale before the first note. The silence before the confession.

Julien angled his face slightly, letting the light skim the shape of his forehead.

He felt his skin tingle.

Then—he pinched.

A soft pull.

A faint, satisfying sting.

A hair gave way.

He exhaled.

Not relief.

Something else.

Something like... release.

He did another.

Then another.

He counted under his breath:

Three. Five. Eight.

Each one carefully chosen. Not enough to draw blood. Not enough to be noticed. But enough to change something. Microscopically. Symbolically.

He worked across his right temple.

Then the left.

A ritual of symmetry.

Each tiny tweak opened up his forehead just slightly more, shifting the illusion, giving his reflection a whisper of Norwood 2. The hint of recession. The suggestion of time.

But this wasn’t about time.

This was about choice.

His breath was quicker now.

He pulled back more of his fringe, flattening it up, exposing scalp that was normally hidden. Not bald. But light. Pale. Untouched by sun.

He tilted his head, imagining. What would it look like if that spot spread further? If the corners met in a clean V, then climbed back, surrendering their grip?

His hand slipped beneath the waistband of his sweatpants. Rested there. Still.

He didn’t move.

He just held.

Because the arousal wasn’t about friction.

It was about control.

He plucked two more hairs.

Each one snapped softly.

Each one made his thighs twitch.

He stared at himself. His jaw tight. His scalp faintly red now at the temples.

And then he leaned in—close—so close his breath fogged the mirror.

He whispered:

“You’re almost there.”

And in that moment, the shame rose.

Not because he had done something wrong.

But because he wanted more.

Because this small act of removal had lit a fire he couldn’t put out.

Because it would never be enough.

He sat on the edge of the bathtub, heart pounding. The tweezers trembled in his hand.

His eyes burned.

Not from the light.

From the silence.

The mirror said nothing.

The house was still.

Mathieu was in the next room, reading in bed, unaware that the man he loved was in here, unmaking himself one follicle at a time.

Julien pressed his forehead into his palms.

And the tears came.

Slow. No sobs. Just quiet heat spilling down his cheekbones.
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