Daniel Simmons stood in the driveway and dutifully waved goodbye as the airport shuttle van carried his parents off on a working vacation to Europe. It had almost taken an act of Congress to convince them that he didn’t need a babysitter for their month-long trip. He was 17 years old and completely capable of looking after himself without burning the house down or having wild parties. Like that was likely to happen – he only had a few friends in school and most of them were away to summer camps or on vacation. As soon as the shuttle van turned into the street, Daniel dropped his hand and hurried into the house.

After a brief detour into the kitchen for some snacks, Daniel hurried to his room, settled down in front of his computer, and logged online. As soon as he connected to his account, he heard the familiar chime indicating he had e-mail. Mostly spam, he thought, but on the off chance there might be something good he opened the mailbox. As he expected, most of it was junk. But, there were a couple of e-mails from online friends.

Answering his e-mail, Daniel grinned to himself. The recipients thought they were corresponding with a barber in his 40s – a forceful barber who specialized in giving short haircuts. He described a couple of fantasy haircuts his imaginary alter ego had given during the course of business that day – one a long to short transformation. He went into detail about a high schooler with an overgrown bowl cut who decided to take the plunge and get his first crewcut. He described how the student’s long blonde hair had piled up in front of his clippers before tumbling to the kid’s shoulder before sliding to the floor – where all long hair belonged.

The last e-mail came from someone he didn’t know – but the subject header HAIRCUTS piqued his interest. He opened the e-mail and read it with a sick feeling in his stomach.

CONGRATULATIONS ON FOOLING EVERYONE ELSE IN THE CHAT ROOM, the e-mail read. MAYBE I SHOULD TELL THEM THAT YOU ARE ONLY A HIGH SCHOOL STUDENT WHO REALLY NEEDS A HAIRCUT. YOU REALLY SHOULD GET THAT PRETTY HAIR CUT … MAYBE I’LL CUT IT FOR YOU.

Daniel sat back, breathing hard as he read the e-mail a second and then, a third time. He didn’t recognize the sender’s name. He examined the e-mail again to see if he could get any clues about the sender and realized that even whoever sent it really didn’t have that much information about who Daniel really was. He knew he’d made a couple of mistakes in different chats – things any high school student would know about, but things that a 40 year old barber probably wouldn’t be all that familiar with. He sat back and tried to think about what he should do.

Running his fingers through his chin-length thick auburn hair, Daniel decided the only thing to do was delete his user name and create a new one. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d had to do that, and he doubted that it would be the last. With a resigned shrug, Daniel leaned forward and deleted his old screenname. Twenty minutes later, he had created a whole new screenname and profile.

Over the course of the next week, Daniel enjoyed his temporary independence and visited the usual haircut chat rooms where he used to hang out. During the first couple of chats, Daniel tried to see if he could recognize any clues to who might have sent him that strange e-mail, but he quickly lost interest in that and concentrated more on stroking his groin as he followed – and occasionally – contributed to the chats.

By Friday, Daniel had forgotten about the strange e-mail and the incident was pushed from his conscious mind. He popped down to Taco Bell and loaded up on food before hurrying back to the house to log onto the computer. Sometimes, the chat rooms were really busy on a Friday night – sometimes, there was hardly anyone interesting showing up in the chats. This Friday night seemed like it was going to shape up as one of those boring nights. He hung out for a couple of hours before finally logging off and heading down to the den to see what he could find on the TV. 

His channel hoping was rewarded when he found the old movie “The Boy With Green Hair” on one of the Turner stations. It was all about this curly haired war orphan who woke up one morning to find that his hair had been turned to green overnight. Daniel became interested though, when everyone in town started trying to convince the boy to cut all his green curls off. There was even a cool chase scene where a bunch of schoolboys chased the orphan through the woods in an effort to hold him down and shave his head. In the end, the boy submitted and allowed his grandfather to lead him to the barbershop where he climbed into the big barber chair and his head was shaved while all the schoolboys watched through the plate glass window.

Daniel’s only real disappointment with the movie was that the head-shaving scene was too, too short for his liking. There were a couple of good shots, to be sure – but if he had directed the movie, he would have made sure that the camera caught each and every slow swipe of the clippers. And then, he would have shown the orphan getting his head lathered up and shaved.

As he watched the barbershop scene, Daniel didn’t wish that he were the one in the chair like so many guys from the chat room would have done. No, he wished that he could have been the barber – the guy who got to take those powerful clippers and buzz every green lock off of the orphan’s head. Once the movie was over, Daniel headed off to his room where he stripped down and lay spread-eagled across his bed as he stroked his erection and replayed the haircut scenes from the movie in his head. Of course, in his mind’s eye, Daniel saw every pass of the clippers over the orphan’s head and he was the one holding the clippers.

Daniel took his time bringing himself to climax, wanting to vicariously live every moment of the head-shaving scene from the movie. It wasn’t long before he couldn’t hold back any longer and he erupted violently, his come shooting high into the air before splattering across his bare chest. When his dick finally stopped twitching, Daniel remained where he was for a few minutes before finally dragging himself to his bathroom to clean himself off. Once showered and dried, Daniel staggered back to his bed and crawled between the cool sheets.

Daniel was asleep almost as soon as his head hit the pillow. He dreamed about the orphan in the barber chair. In his dream, he had tied the orphan’s hands behind his back – and then suddenly, the orphan slapped him across the face. Only, the orphan couldn’t slap him with his hands tied. Then, Daniel was slapped across the face again and the pain brought him awake. He tried to rub his face and discovered that his hands were bound behind his back. 

Opening his eyes and coming fully awake, Daniel found someone leaning over his bed, his hand raised as if to strike Daniel again. The hand lowered. In the dark room, Daniel couldn’t see the intruder’s face.

“You’re finally awake,” the intruder’s soft voice hissed.

“You’d better release me,” Daniel squeaked in a frightened voice. “The police will be here soon.”

The intruder laughed. “And why would the police come here?”

“The security company….” Daniel’s voice trailed off. He didn’t remember setting the alarm system before going to be.

“They might – IF you had bothered to set the alarm,” the stranger laughed. “You just made my job that much easier.”

“My dad doesn’t keep much money in the house, there’s my computer and some electronics,” Daniel blubbered.

The stranger laughed even harder. “I don’t want any of that shit,” he laughed.

Daniel was confused. “Then, wha….” His voice trailed off. He was afraid to ask what the intruder wanted.

“What do I want?” The stranger asked. “That’s simple – I want you. That’s all.” He stroked Daniel’s face, which made the high school boy cringe. “Do what I say and don’t fight me and you won’t get hurt. Hell, you might even enjoy it.”

The stranger sat on the edge of the bed and pulled a wide roll of medical adhesive tape from a black canvas pouch slung over his shoulder. He pulled off a wide strip and placed it across Daniel’s mouth. He calmly pressed the tape down firmly. With Daniel effectively gagged, the stranger pulled back the sheet and used the surgical tape to bind his victim’s legs together at the ankles. Only then did he turn on the lights.

Blinking at the sudden brightness of the room, Daniel looked at the stranger and then quickly turned away – maybe if he didn’t see the stranger’s face, the intruder wouldn’t do anything bad to him. But, the intruder grabbed Daniel’s chin and turned his head so that the two were looking at each other.

“Don’t look away,” the stranger ordered. “I want you to see me. You’re going to be seeing a lot of me in the future.” 

Daniel gulped behind the tape gag as he stared into his captor’s face. The man was about 30 or 35, with a hard face and unfriendly brown eyes. His brown hair was buzzed close to his head all over. He reached out and began kneading Daniel’s right nipple between his thumb and index finger, making the high school boy wince.

“You haven’t been a very good boy,” the stranger said, giving Daniel’s nipple a twist. “Lying to everyone in the chat room about all those super short haircuts you gave in your shop. You really fooled everyone – I especially liked the one about the high and tight flattop some angry father forced his son to get.” The intruder gave Daniel’s another hard twist, grinning as the young man squirmed to get away. “That’s the one that made me want to meet you.”

Daniel’s eyes widened in surprise.

The intruder smiled an unfriendly smile. “Oh yes,” he said grimly. “I really believed you at that time – and I had an idea that the two of us could combine our skills and have a steady flow of long-haired pretty boys sitting in your chair after hours. They’d all be waiting fearfully for that terrible moment when your clippers sent their precious hair tumbling to the floor.”

“I knew I had to meet you,” the intruder continued. “I knew we could be haircut buddies and have fun together, so I hired a couple of computer whizzes I know to start tracking you down.”

The stranger’s voice grew angrier than it had been and he gave Daniel’s tortured nipple another painful twist. “It took some time, skill, and money – but, I did it,” the intruder said. “I tracked you down.” He released Daniel’s nipple and let his hand drift down the boy’s naked belly. Lifting the elastic waistband of Daniel’s white jockey shorts, the stranger reached into the underpants and grabbed Daniel by the balls and gave them an angry twist.

“You can’t imagine how angry I was when I found out that you’re just a punk schoolboy,” the stranger hissed. “Just a punk schoolboy with long hair.”

Pulling his hand from Daniel’s underpants, the stranger dug around in his canvas bag and produced a large pair of black-handled scissors. Opening the blades, he slid the blade up under Daniel’s underpants at his hip and slowly closed the heavy blades. He did the same thing on the left and just pulled Daniel’s jockey shorts off like it was a diaper. Smiling wickedly, the stranger fingered his captive’s thick, generous, reddish bush of pubic hair.

Looking into Daniel’s eyes with amusement, the stranger grinned. “I think you’re going to have to lose this thatch of hair between your legs,” he said, his smile growing broader when Daniel’s eyes grew round with terror. The intruder reached down and gently rolled Daniel’s dick in his hand. “Nice dick,” he said conversationally. “Not real big – nothing to be overly proud of, but not too small either.” He skinned Daniel’s foreskin back. “Nice foreskin, though.”

The intruder suddenly stood and playfully slapped Daniel’s thigh. “Well, its about time we got started with you,” he said happily and easily lifted Daniel from the bed and carried him into his bathroom where he sat Daniel on the toilet.

Daniel’s captor left the bathroom for a few moments, returning with a much larger black bag that he sat on the floor. Sliding the door to the shower stall open, the intruder grabbed onto the upper track of the sliding door and pulled on it as if testing it. Daniel watched in confusion when the intruder actually did a couple of chin-ups before dropping to the floor and turning around with a satisfied look on his face. The intruder rummaged in the larger bag and came up with a couple of wrenches and some heavy U-bolts. Daniel’s knees began to tremble as he watched his captor go to work attaching those bolts to the shower door track. He didn’t want to know what those U-bolts were going to be used for, but couldn’t help wondering anyway.

The purpose of the U-bolts became apparent soon enough – the intruder dipped his hand into the smaller bag and produced two sets of handcuffs. He quickly snapped on each of Daniel’s wrists before the short length of rope that had been binding his hands behind his back was cut off. Daniel tried to struggle, hoping to break away, but the intruder was much stronger. Daniel’s struggles only made the intruder laugh as if he were actually enjoying himself even more. Before the high school student knew what was happening, the handcuffs had been locked over each of the U-bolts and Daniel found himself chained to his own shower, his arms above his head.

Once Daniel was chained in place, the intruder lightly ran his fingers all over his captive’s body. He leaned close to Daniel, his smile a hungry leer. “You don’t know how disappointed I was to discover that you had tricked me,” he said calmly. “I was so excited over the idea of having you as a haircut buddy – and then, I realized that you could still be my haircut buddy.” He dug his fingers into Daniel’s long, thick hair and stroked it lovingly. “I decided to be your haircut mentor – I realized that with the right kind of training you’d still make a perfect haircut buddy.”

The intruder stepped back and began rummaging through the two bags he’d brought with him. “After I realized that,” he continued, “I realized what a perfect opportunity you’d give men. I could train and transform you into the perfect little buddy. Of course, you’ll need a few transformations. You might not like them at first, but you’ll get used to them over time.”

He stood, holding a plastic shower cap in his hand and carefully pulled it over Daniel’s hair, making sure that every lock was captured within the elastic band. Then, the intruder pulled several plastic bottles from the larger of his bags. He donned latex gloves and then held up one of the bottles so that Daniel could see it. He recognized the stuff as a depilatory that was always advertised on late night television commercials.

“This stuff is supposed to be pretty good,” the intruder said. “In fact, it IS good. It’ll leave your skin nice and smooth and so, so silky.” He began applying the crème, starting with Daniel’s hands and working his way down his prisoner’s arms to his armpits. He applied the depilatory generously and needed to start another bottle by the time he had finished with Daniel’s arms. The intruder covered every inch of skin on Daniel’s chest – even though the high school student had little more than peach fuzz across his torso. Daniel moaned morosely behind his gag when the intruder applied an extra generous amount of the depilatory to his luxuriant pubes. By the time the intruder finished applying the depilatory, he had covered every inch of Daniel’s bare body – he even covered Daniel’s back.

Stepping back, the intruder examined his handiwork so far. “Looks good, but I keep thinking I missed something,” he said. Then, he smiled wickedly. “That’s it! That fuzz you think of as a goatee. Can’t forget about that.” Daniel moaned pitifully again as the intruder wiped the depilatory across his chin and cheeks. “There, that’s better,” the intruder laughed. “Now, don’t you go anywhere – I’ve got to leave you for a little while. But, I will be back.”

Daniel waited until he heard a car engine in the driveway. Then, he began struggling and pulling, hoping to pull the shower door track down. He jerked and twisted until he was exhausted and hung limply from the track, tears dripping down his cheeks.

As he hung there helpless, thoughts began to tumble through his head. At first, he hoped that someone might notice a strange car at the house and the police would come. He actually smiled behind his gag as he thought about the police bursting in and catching the intruder red-handed. Then Daniel froze and the smile faded – if the police caught the guy red handed, that meant that they’d also find Daniel naked and chained up. He’d not only be naked, but he’d be naked and hairless from the neck down to his toes. Then, everyone would know what had happened to him. Everything would come out, he was sure of that – his secret fetish, his Internet searches and chat files. Daniel stiffened – the Internet files that were on his computer – the haircut stories and pictures. Everyone would know all about them. Daniel could imagine the whispers and giggles that would follow him wherever he went – especially at school. School! Daniel realized that school would begin a week after his parents returned. Even if the claims made about the depilatory preventing hair from growing back for months, Daniel realized that most of his skin would still be mostly hairless.

Daniel was in the middle of feeling sorry for himself when he heard the sound of a car outside. He stiffened and listened – half praying that it was someone who would rescue him from his nightmare and half praying that it wasn’t. Straining his ears, Daniel thought that he heard two car doors close. He began trembling again. After a while, he heard voices coming up the stairs. Someone had called the cops – there were two of them headed for his bedroom. Everything was going to come out.

Daniel almost cried in relief when the intruder appeared in the doorway to the bathroom. Then, he hung his head in shame when he saw that the intruder had brought another person with him.

“Holy shit!” The newcomer,” exclaimed. “You really did it.”

The newcomer’s voice seemed much younger than the intruder’s. Daniel cautiously raised his head slightly to study him. The new guy couldn’t be more than a couple of years older than Daniel. His blond hair was cut into a traditional flattop style. Under any other circumstances, Daniel would have been excited to be receiving such intense scrutiny from someone as cute as this new guy.

“Oh, that’s just the beginning,” the intruder said to the blond. “I’ve got a lot more in store for our Dannyboy. But, before we move on, Danny needs to be showered down.” He reached into his back pocket and pulled out an evil-looking stun gun and thumbed the trigger. The stun gun made a crackling sound as electric sparks danced between the electrodes. He lowered the crackling device towards Daniel’s dick. “In just a moment, my friend here is going to cut the tape around your ankles and then unlock your handcuffs. You’re going to behave yourself, got it?” Daniel kept his eyes on the stun gun that was so dangerously close to his penis and nodded. “Good,” the intruder smiled. “Once the handcuffs are unlocked, you’ll step into the shower and turn the water on and wash the crème off your body.” 

The intruder nodded to the blond while never taking his eyes from Daniel’s face. “Remember, you do anything other than what I’ve told you to do and I’ll fry that little dick of yours right off.”

The blond knelt and cut the surgical tape around Daniel’s ankles, then warily stood and unlocked the left handcuff. He waited as Daniel slowly lowered his arm. When their captive didn’t make any sudden moves, the blond stepped to the other side and released the other handcuff. Daniel carefully lowered his arm and carefully stepped into the shower. The blond handed him one of those scrubby puffballs and told him to get the water on.

Daniel’s fingers were trembling as he adjusted the water and lifted the hand-held shower wand from its bracket. The intruder ordered him to direct the spray right at his crotch. Following the orders, Daniel turned the shower wand to his groin and watched in horror as the spray literally washed his reddish pubes away. The intruder ordered Daniel to start washing his hair away with the scrubby, although that really wasn’t necessary. The depilatory had been left on long enough that most of his body hair just slid right off his body as the water hit it.

When Daniel finally stepped out of the shower, the blond immediately began drying his smooth body. The soft towel felt so strange against his freshly denuded flesh. Daniel stood limp and still, his eyes never leaving the stun gun that remained in the intruder’s hand. As soon as the blond had Daniel dried off, he ordered Daniel to raise his arms and again handcuffed him to the shower door track.

“You were a good boy, Danny,” the intruder said, finally putting the stun gun away. He turned to the blond. “Get the leg spreader from the other room.” The blond nodded and hurried into Daniel’s bedroom, returning in moments with a steel bar that had steel rings attached to each end. He knelt in front of the prisoner and locked the rings on each of Daniel’s ankles – the device forced Daniel to keep his ankles spread wide.

“That’s good, very good,” the intruder grinned. He turned to the blond. “You ready?”

“Oh yeah!” The blond exclaimed enthusiastically. “Let me just get my stuff.” He leapt to his feet and hurried from the room. He returned carrying a large fishing tackle box. He placed it on the vanity by the sink opposite Daniel and opened it up. His body blocked Daniel from seeing exactly what he was doing, which made the prisoner even more nervous. 

When the blond turned around, his hands were covered in latex gloves and he held a plastic thing shaped kind of like a bell in his hand as he approached Daniel. He gently took Daniel’s dick in his hand and even more gently skinned his foreskin back as far as he could. Then, he placed the plastic bell over the head of Daniel’s cock and pulled his foreskin up over it. The blond glanced questioningly at the intruder.

“Tighter.”

Nodding, the blond pulled Daniel’s foreskin a little tighter over the bell-shaped device. His hands hid what he was doing from Daniel, but the prisoner heard a click and felt pressure on his foreskin – it didn’t really hurt a lot, but it was slightly uncomfortable. The blond stood and stepped away. 

Daniel looked down and studied his dick. His foreskin was trapped in a ring that appeared to be locked over the bell-shaped device.

“How long now?” The intruder asked.

“It’s pretty much done,” the blond replied proudly. 

“That simple?” The intruder asked in amazement.

“Yep – it was designed to be self-applied,” the blond said.

Daniel was mystified about what they were talking about. The intruder tapped the head of his prisoner’s dick and explained. “My friend here is a medical student – you can call him Doc,” he said cheerfully. “He’s just applied what is known as a Taraklamp.” Daniel looked blankly at the intruder. He didn’t understand the significance of the word. 

The intruder tapped the Taraklamp again. “I wasn’t quite clear earlier when I said you could still be a haircut buddy,” the intruder said. “What I should have said was that I decided that you’d make a good haircut slave. MY haircut slave. Soooo,” he tapped the head of Daniel’s dick again. “When I saw that foreskin of yours, I decided it had to go.”

Daniel’s head jerked up, his eyes round with fear. The intruder couldn’t mean what he was saying.

The intruder smiled as if he could read Daniel’s mind and nodded slowly. “Yes, that’s right,” he said. “I decided to mark you as my slave in a way that you’ll never forget. You’re being circumcised.”

Doc stepped closer. “We can either leave the clamp alone and your foreskin will just shrivel up and drop off, or later once it’s numb – we can just snip it off.” He made cutting motions with his fingers and grinned wickedly. “Snip, snip and it’s all done.”

Tears flowed freely down Daniel’s face and his shoulders shook as sobs overcame him. Neither the Intruder nor Doc seemed in the least bit moved by Daniel’s display of sorrow. To further his embarrassment, Daniel began getting an erection which only caused the others to laugh even more and tease him about secretly enjoying his predicament. Doc assured Daniel that he’d be totally healed long before his parents returned home from their trip. The revelation that he and the intruder knew all about their trip brought Daniel’s tears to a sudden stop as he jerked his head up in surprise.

“Oh yes,” the intruder grinned. “We know exactly how much time we have to train you, boy. When we get finished, you’ll be well on your way to being a good little haircut slave for us.” He looked around the spacious bathroom. “I think that we have more than enough room in here to do everything we want,” he said. 

For the first time, Daniel regretted that his father had designed the house to have a huge bathroom off of each bedroom. As the intruder and Doc left the room, Daniel looked around in dismay and realized that his tormentors planned to turn his very own bathroom into a chamber of horrors for him. For the first time, he looked directly ahead of him at the mirror over the sink. 

At first, Daniel couldn’t believe how different he looked already. Just the removal of all of his body hair significantly changed how he looked – at least, in how he expected himself to look. The sight of himself with his arms cuffed to the shower track made him feel ill, and at the same time he felt a thrill of excitement. He looked as helpless as he felt with his arms chained over his head. His dick twitched and bobbed a little. He heard his tormentors returning and tensed up, wondering what they were bringing up next.

Daniel’s heart sank when he saw them appear in the doorway maneuvering a salon styling chair through the door. They placed the chair directly in front of him – between the shower and the sink. Daniel’s mouth went dry – the intruder had been talking about making him into a haircut slave, but Daniel had been able to fool himself into not believing that his flowing auburn tresses would actually be cut off. The appearance of the salon chair left no doubt at all in his mind about what the intruder had planned for him.

Daniel watched in mounting fear as the intruder and Doc pulled several sets of professional, heavy-duty barber clippers from their bags and carefully lined them up on the counter. Scissors, combs, brushes, cans of shaving crème, and razors were pulled from the bags and placed carefully in position. Daniel felt his eyes beginning to water again as he stared at the razors -–he didn't want to be shaved bald. There were two straight razors and about a dozen safety razors on the counter. The last item from the bag was a white, pinstriped barber’s cape.

The intruder smiled at Daniel. “There, all set up,” he announced cheerfully. “How’s it feel to have your own personal, private barbershop, Dannyboy? Doesn’t it make you feel special?” He laughed as he and Doc unlocked the handcuffs, lifted Daniel and turned him around – the leg spreader still attached to his ankles – and sat him in the chair. Before Daniel’s numbed mind could even react, he found his arms securely taped to the arms of the salon chair. Several wraps of surgical tape went around his wrists and just below his elbows. His ankles were released from the leg-spreader and quickly taped to the tubular steel footrest of the chair at the ankles and upper thighs, preventing him from moving his legs at all.

“Go ahead, Doc,” the intruder ordered. “Get on with the next phase in our slave’s transformation.”

“With pleasure,” Doc chuckled pulling on another pair of latex gloves. He opened a sterile gauze alcohol pad and swabbed Daniel’s right nipple. “This is going to sting,” he warned, exchanging the pad for a piercing needle. 

Daniel stiffened and began shaking his head – he didn’t want his nipple pierced. Of course, Doc ignored the protests and carefully lined the needle up along the outside of Daniel’s right nipple. Paying no attention to the muffled protests from his subject, Doc slowly pushed the needle through from one side to the other, twisting it as he went.

Doc looked up to the intruder. “Hand me that first ring,” he said, holding out his hand.

First? Daniel thought and then he realized that his tormentors planned to ring both of his nipples. He gasped as Doc eased the needle out and began inserting the ring through the hole he had just made. The needle going through his left nipple didn’t hurt any more than the first one had – it didn’t hurt less, but at least the pain wasn’t worse. When Doc stepped away, Daniel looked down forlornly at his freshly ringed chest. He knew he’d never be able to explain those silver rings to his parents – so that meant, he’d never wander around the house showing off his chest again.

The intruder snapped the barber cape so that it billowed around Daniel and slowly settled around his naked body. He pulled the cape tightly around Daniel’s neck and fastened it. Then, he came around in front of his captive and pulled the surgical tape gag from his mouth.

“Wh-wh-why are you doing all this to me?” Daniel whined.

“Because we can,” the intruder said firmly. “You made me believe that there was a partner out there for me who shared my interests. I made plans for that partner,” he said. “Imagine how pissed off I was to find out that I’d been fooled by a punk kid. I’d wasted all that money and effort in finding a dominant barber in his mid-40s who liked giving short haircuts to longhaired teens. Instead of finding that man – I found a longhaired teen making fools of everyone online.”

The intruder removed the shower cap covering Daniel’s hair, letting it fall free. “And then, I started thinking about how lucky I really was,” he continued. “Instead of another Master, I’d found something else I didn’t have – a slave.” He saw Daniel’s eyes shift towards Doc and chuckled. “Oh no – Doc’s not my slave – he’s more like my apprentice. But, you – you’ll make a good slave. I have more than enough time to start training you before your parents come home.” He selected a wide-toothed comb and began carefully combing Daniel’s reddish locks. He parted the hair on the left and right side of Daniel’s head and gathered all the hair on top of the slave’s head in a pony tail band. When he was finally satisfied, he laid the comb down. “And now, it’s time for your first haircut.”

Doc squatted in front of the chair and patted his blond flattop. “Think he’d look good with a flat like mine?”

“He might,” the intruder agreed. “But, I’ve got a very special haircut planned for him, Doc. That’s a great haircut for a young person – but Danny here likes to pretend he’s an adult. His new haircut should make him look like an adult.”

Doc looked up at his mentor in confusion. “So, what have you got in mind?”

The intruder grinned as he picked up the largest of the styling scissors and a comb. “You’ll see – it’s something very special just for him.”

“Please don’t cut all my hair off” Daniel begged. “I give in – give me a short haircut. I didn’t mean to hurt anyone online, I was just having fun.”

“And, I’m just having my fun now,” the intruder said. “And, I really don’t care what you want – from now on, you’re going to get your haircut how I want it cut and when or as often as I want it cut. In fact, I’m going to be giving you almost all of your haircuts. Get used to it – so shut up or I’ll buzz you down totally and cover your head in the depilatory and that includes your eyebrows.”

Doc disappeared into Daniel’s bedroom and returned with the chair from Daniel’s desk. He placed it to one side in front of the salon chair where he’d have a good, unobstructed view of the haircut. He grinned at Daniel and rubbed his crotch, which was already showing a noticeable bulge.

Daniel’s lower lip quivered as the intruder began combing the long hair on the right side of his head. He flinched when he heard and felt the first snip of the scissors. His frightened eyes flicked down to the cape where the intruder had dropped the first shorn lock. At least six inches of his reddish-brown hair had been snipped off.

Doc watched with interested curiosity as his mentor continued to comb out a section of the neophyte slave’s hair and carefully snip it off. Doc knew from personal experience just how skilled a barber the intruder was – the truth was that his mentor was a better barber than most professionals were. Of course, he’d had a lot of experience over the years. He watched as Daniel’s right ear emerged from under the mass of hair that normally hid it from view. He continued to rub his crotch as the intruder continued giving Daniel an excellent scissor cut and wondered exactly what he had in mind for the high school student.

Of course, Doc didn’t really care what haircut Daniel eventually ended up with – for him, the excitement came in the transformation process. His pleasure was heightened by the fact that the haircut was being given to an unwilling subject. He’d love to see Daniel buzzed to the skin all over, or even get his head shaved – but, he was satisfied in watching the scissors remove large locks of hair that covered Daniel’s shoulder and lap.

As his mentor continued to style Daniel’s hair, he looked over at Doc and smiled. “Make yourself comfortable,” he said.

Grinning, Doc stood and unbuttoned his jeans and kicking off his sneakers, pulled his jeans off exposing a prominent bulge in his boxer-briefs. He smiled knowingly at Daniel as he hooked his thumbs in the elastic waistband of his underwear and slid them over his hips to expose a 7-inch cock topped by a neatly trimmed perfect triangle of blond hair. He wrapped his fingers around his dick and wagged it in Daniel’s direction. He sat back down to enjoy the rest of the haircut, lightly stroking his dripping cock.

Doc couldn’t understand why his mentor stopped cutting Daniel’s hair when he reached the left side. The right side and back had been cut to about two inches long. So why did his teacher suddenly stop? He couldn’t figure it out. He watched silently as the intruder placed his hand on the top of Daniel’s head and forced it forward until the slave’s chin was resting on his chest. The intruder began snipping the long hair at the crown of the slave’s head – only, he wasn’t leaving the remaining hair two inches long. He was cutting the thick, auburn hair as close to the scalp as he could. The intruder glanced over at Doc and winked.

Doc held his breath as he began to get an idea of what his mentor had in mind. Doc’s dick twitched in anticipation as he watched his mentor exchange the scissors for the heavy, black-cased clippers. Doc pulled his long-sleeved T-shirt up over his head and began caressing his nipples as he watched his mentor place the clippers on the right side of Daniel’s forehead and slowly ease them into the thick, auburn hair. 

The intruder pushed the clippers only halfway back over the top of Daniel’s head before lifting them and starting again on the left side of the slave’s head. He left an island of hair right in the middle of his forehead and a bridge of hair from one side of his head to the other halfway to the back. Doc licked his lips hungrily as he watched his mentor create a humiliating male pattern baldness look on the high school student. Suddenly, he realized the reason the intruder had left the hair on the left side of Daniel’s head so long – he was creating a comb over! 

The intruder buzzed away the thick hair between the bridge of hair halfway back and the island right at Daniel’s forehead leaving just a thick tuft of auburn locks about an inch wide and an inch and a half long right at Daniel’s forehead.

Doc studied Daniel’s face as his mentor went to work with thinning shears on the remaining auburn hair on the top of the slave’s head. Daniel’s face was blank – like he was in shock and unaware of what look he was being given. Doc couldn't wait for Daniel to come out of his trance-like state – the neophyte slave’s reaction was going to be priceless.

Once the intruder had thinned the remaining hair on the top of Daniel’s head to sparse wisps, he picked up his balding clippers and went to work on the bald spot he had created at the crown of Daniel’s head, shaving the stubble to the skin. Doc had to force himself not to jack off – he didn’t want to blow his wad before the time was right. He grinned so much that his face began to hurt as the intruder used the balding clippers on the front of Daniel’s head. By the time he was done, Daniel did indeed look much older.

The intruder sprayed some shaving crème in his hand and slowly massaged it into the bald spot at Daniel’s crown. Then, he did the same thing at the front of the slave’s head. Doc noticed that Daniel shivered a little when he felt the first touch of the straight razor on his crown. Still, he didn't come fully out of his trance-like state. He just sat there, bound to the chair as the intruder shaved the top of his head, leaving only the narrow bridge of hair from one side to the other and the sparse tuft at his forehead.

The shaving finished, the intruder created a low part on the left side of Daniel’s head and combed the long locks over his balding pate. The young slave’s hair was so long that it easily reached all the way to the right side of his head. The intruder used the thinning shears again to remove some of the thickness of the comb over locks – not much, but just enough to make them thinner. Then, he continued with Daniel’s haircut on the left. When he was finished, he stepped back to admire his handiwork.

“Well, what do you think?”

“It’s incredible!” Doc exclaimed.

“Thanks – I think this punishment fits him perfectly,” the intruder grinned. “Let’s see what our new slave thinks of his new look.” He spun the chair around so that Daniel could face the mirror for the first time. For several long moments, nothing happened. Then, Daniel’s eyes focused as the realization of what had happened to his precious hair sank in. His lower lip trembled and wobbled as he began to shake his head. Tears ran freely down his face as he looked up at the intruder.

“Please don’t leave me looking like this,” he begged. “I’d rather be bald than look like this.”

“Too bad,” the intruder said. “If you’re a really good learner, I might give you a buzzcut when you finish your training – but not until then. Besides, I still haven’t taken you out in public with your new style. You want to show off your new haircut, don’t you?” He looked over at Doc. “Ready to finish your work?”

Doc grinned and nodded eagerly, rushing to his box as the intruder carefully removed the cape from around Daniel’s neck, folding it neatly to trap all of Daniel’s shorn locks in it. 

Daniel looked down at his naked, hairless body and then jerked his head up quickly in Doc’s direction when he heard the snap of latex gloves. His sudden movement sent a lock of his new comb over flying out of place. He looked down at the plastic bell that trapped his foreskin and up again at his reflection in the mirror. The intruder and Doc hadn’t been playing a nasty joke on him – they really intended to circumcise him.

He sobbed uncontrollably as Doc lightly touched his trapped foreskin – Daniel could hardly feel anything. His foreskin was totally numb. Doc smiled as he sprayed an ice-cold anesthetic spray all over Daniel’s foreskin, totally numbing it. He unwrapped a sterile scalpel from his bag and held it up as if admiring it.

“All I have to do now is trace this blade around the groove here,” he explained to his mentor, indicating a space on the clamp. “There will be almost no bleeding and our slave won’t even need stitches. The clamp will keep the two sides of the incision closed.”

“Nice,” the intruder grinned. “How long does the clamp need to stay in place?”

“About a week,” Doc replied, going to work with the scalpel and circumcising the slave. Daniel stared numbly down as his dick’s appearance was changed permanently. His shoulders slumped as his tensed muscles went limp. The intruder nodded in satisfaction – he recognized the signs perfectly. Daniel’s will had just broken – the rest of his slave indoctrination would go smoothly.

When Doc finished his work, the intruder cut Daniel loose from his bonds and stepped back. The slave remained limply in the chair. “I think you need to thank Doc for his work, boy,” the intruder said. “You know what you need to do.”

Daniel absently nodded his head and slowly climbed from the chair and sank to his knees in front of Doc who grinned and took the slave’s head between his hands and guided it towards his erect dick. Daniel opened his mouth obediently and accepted the 7-inch dick into his mouth. Doc had to give him a few instructions to keep the slave from retreating back into a trance-like state, but all in all had to admit the blowjob was pretty good. He knew that once Daniel got over his present shock, he’d do a better job. 

Doc teased Daniel by running his fingers through the slave’s hair, lifting the thinned locks of his comb over and rubbing the shaved portions of his scalp. When he felt his balls begin to churn, he dropped his hands to Daniel’s ears and held on to them as he emptied his juice down the slave’s throat. Pulling his dick free from Daniel’s mouth, Doc held it right in front of the slave’s face and waited. For a moment, Daniel just looked at it and then realized that Doc wanted him to lick it clean. He obediently leaned forward and licked Doc’s mushroom head clean.

“That’s a good boy,” the intruder said, patting Daniel squarely on the bald spot at his crown. “Look at me boy.” Daniel shifted on his knees and looked up at the intruder with a broken expression on his face. “Who am I?”

The question confused Daniel at first. He had never seen the intruder before tonight – he didn’t even have a clue as to the screenname that the intruder used online. He blinked blankly a few times as the intruder repeated the question. Daniel looked down at his freshly circumcised cock and slowly reached up to feel his head. The intruder smiled as resigned understanding flashed into Daniel’s eyes.

“Who am I?” He repeated.

“You’re The Master,” Daniel said softly.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to calling me that,” The Master said. “Doc and I will be staying here with you until your parents come back.” He helped Daniel to his feet and guided him to the vanity counter where the barber cape had been spread. His shorn hair was spread out before him. “Now, lean over the counter – right over that cape, boy.”

Daniel began trembling again as he obeyed The Master’s orders. He knew what was coming and didn’t want to think about it. He concentrated on the luxuriant locks of hair that had so recently been shorn from his head. His tears dropped down into the pile of hair. He tried looking up, but found that he was facing the mirror and the last thing he wanted to see was that comb over hairstyle The Master had given him. He looked down at his shorn hair again and closed his eyes as The Master began spreading his ass cheeks.

Daniel shuddered as he felt the cold, slick lubricant spread into his virgin hole. He gasped when The Master’s erect rod pushed against his puckered hole for the first time, but Daniel knew that it certainly wasn’t going to be the last time.

The first full thrust sent stabs of pain through his bowels, but strangely, as The Master’s dick worked deeper and his ass loosened up slightly, the pain was greeted with feelings of pleasure. The Master pulled Daniel’s head up and ordered the slave to open his eyes.

Obeying, Daniel was forced to stare at his reflection as The Master fucked him for the first time. Daniel wasn’t sure which was more humiliating – the haircut he was stuck with for as long as The Master and Doc stayed with him or the experience of being fucked.

Over the course of the next couple of weeks Daniel lost track of how many times The Master or Doc bent him over and fucked his ass or made him drop to his knees and suck them. The shaved parts of his head were shaved every morning and evening to keep all signs of stubble away. Around the house, Daniel remained totally naked modified body always on view to his masters and to himself. 

The morning before his parents were due to return, The Master and Doc removed all of their equipment. Daniel thought he’d be glad to be rid of them, instead he felt a twinge of panic at being left alone. The Master promised that he'd be hearing from them very soon and reminded him that he was their property. 

“Wait!” Daniel cried as The Master was going out the door. “What about my hair? I can’t let my parents see me like this. I can’t go back to school with my hair like this?”

“You can if I say that’s what you will do,” The Master said. 

“They’ll freak and the kids at school will go crazy teasing me,” Daniel complained.

“So?”

Daniel hung his head, trying to think of an explanation for his unusual – even freakish looks. “Yes, Master.”

“You can keep your new look or shave it all off,” The Master said indifferently. “I don’t care.” He smiled wickedly. “Consider it a present from me – the last time you have a choice in how your hair looks. I left you a present on your pillow.”

An hour later, Daniel stood in front of the mirror in his bathroom. He was trembling again as he held the clippers The Master had left on his pillow. He didn’t want anyone he knew to see him like he was, but he was nervous about shaving his head by himself. He took a deep breath and turned the clippers on. If this was going to be his last haircut choice, he chose to be bald. He was crying as he raised the clippers to his head and finished the job The Master had started.

