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prelude

The King of Nothing

––––––––
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They say a man becomes his truest self in silence—when the clippers stop buzzing, the doors are locked, and the only thing left in the shop is the weight of his past.

Dion Golden stood alone in Golden Touch Cuts, staring at the empty chair where a dozen lives had shared their truths, their confessions, their wounds. It used to be him in that seat, years ago. Except he wasn’t Dion back then. He was D-Smooth—a name that rang bells in clubs, back alleys, and on lips that whispered about power and fast money.

Back then, he ran the streets like he owned ‘em. Designer suits, blood-stained secrets, cars that roared through the night like wild animals. He made money with his hands and broke hearts with his silence. And yet, for all the shine, the game never really gave—it only borrowed.

Now? Now he used those same hands to blend fades and sculpt beards, to offer advice disguised as shop talk. He had swapped champagne for coffee, strip clubs for Sade, and street-corner power for peace—however fragile it might be.

But redemption ain’t quiet. It knocks loud. It barges in wearing familiar faces and unspoken truths. Like the daughter he never knew existed until it was almost too late. Like the woman he once wronged, now dying, asking him to be better than he was. Like the fire that took everything but his soul. And yet, in this very chair, he found something that the game never gave him—purpose.

This ain’t just a story about fades and forgiveness. It’s about legacy. It’s about the lies we live, the truths we hide, and the razor-thin line between who we were... and who we could still become.

So, if you’re ready, take a seat. And listen closely.

Because every cut tells a story—and this one’s just getting started.
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The Knock at Golden Touch Cuts
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The barbershop was alive with the hum of clippers, bass-heavy laughter, and the easy banter of men escaping the weight of the world for a fresh fade. But for Dion Golden, none of it cut through the noise inside his head.

Amira. She wasn’t just a name now—she was a ghost he couldn’t shake, a daughter he never knew existed and every time he thought about her, it felt like somebody dropped a brick on his chest. He could still see her in the mental picture Chante’ had texted weeks ago. Same eyes. Same damn smirk he had when he was her age. Seeing that photo had rattled him in a way no gun, no rival, and no street beef ever had.

“Yo D, you good?” one of his regulars asked as Dion lined him up.

“Yeah, yeah,” Dion lied, forcing a smile. “Just thinking.”

But the truth was, he was unraveling. Fatherhood wasn’t in his playbook. Hell, most days he barely knew how to take care of himself.

By evening, the shop was empty. The floors swept clean. Clippers silenced. The space smelled faintly of alcohol spray and pomade—his new sanctuary. Dion leaned against the counter, staring at his reflection in the mirror.

“You ain’t no daddy,” he muttered to himself. “Never was...probably never will be.”

His phone buzzed on the counter. Unknown Number. He hesitated before answering.

“Dion Golden?” a soft, worn voice asked.

“Yeah... who’s this?”

“It’s Chante’.”

Dion’s stomach dropped. That name—like a bad memory he’d locked away.

“Chante’ who?” he said, playing dumb though his pulse was picking up.

“Stop playing, Dion. You know me. That night at the cabin...eighteen years ago?”

The words hit like a sucker punch. His mind flashed to a snowed-in weekend, liquor, laughter and a woman who was supposed to be just another fleeting face.

He clenched his jaw. “Yeah...I remember. What’s up?”

“I’m...I’m sick, Dion. Cancer. And before I go, I need our daughter to know you.”

The words echoed. Our daughter.

Dion gripped the counter. “Wait...Amira?”

“Yes,” her voice cracked. “She deserves to know where she came from. She deserves you.”

Silence filled the line. Dion’s mind raced. Chante’—the worker who went renegade, who disappeared without a word—had been carrying his child all these years? The pieces didn’t fit. They couldn’t. But deep down, he already knew the truth.

“You’re serious?” he asked, voice low.

“I wouldn’t call if I wasn’t.”

Dion rubbed his hand over his face. Feelings he didn’t even know he had bubbled up—anger, guilt, fear.

“Aight,” he said finally. “Set it up. I’ll meet her.”

“Thank you, Dion.”

The line went dead, but the weight remained. Dion sank into his barber chair, staring at the empty shop around him. The man in the mirror wasn’t D-Smooth anymore. D-Smooth didn’t care about kids or legacies. But Dion Golden? Dion had a lot to make up for.
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The Ghost He Can’t Shake
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The bell above the shop door jingled as Amira stepped inside, her eyes scanning the walls covered in photos of faded fades, tight line-ups and smiling customers. She clutched her phone in one hand like a shield.

Dion felt his stomach twist the moment he saw her. She looked familiar—not just from the photo Chante’ had sent, but from somewhere else.

“Amira,” he said, his voice unsure, like he wasn’t sure if he had the right to say her name out loud.

She nodded slightly. “Hey.”

Her tone was flat, guarded. She wore her hoodie pulled tight like she didn’t want to be seen.

“You...been here before?” Dion asked, trying to fill the thick silence.

“Yeah. A few weeks ago. You gave me a cut,” she said quietly.

Dion’s mind raced back. He remembered her now—the shy girl who’d sat stiff in his chair while mentioning a father she didn’t know and they made small talk and joked with her, clueless that the girl was his own flesh and blood. Damn.

“You looked different then,” he said. “Changed your hair color?”

“Yeah, I needed a change,” Amira replied, staring at the floor.

“Look...I know this is weird. For both of us,” Dion said, rubbing the back of his neck. “You want a cut? On the house.”

She glanced up, eyes narrowing slightly. “I didn’t come here for that.”

“I know. But sometimes...talking’s easier when the clippers are going. At least it is for me.”

Amira hesitated. Then, with a small shrug, she slid into the chair.

Dion draped the cape over her shoulders, snapping it gently at the back of her neck. He grabbed his clippers, flicking them on. The familiar hum filled the air but it didn’t ease the knot in his chest. For a few minutes, they sat in silence as he worked on her edges.

“So...” Amira’s voice broke the quiet. “You’re really my pops?”

The words hung heavy between them. Dion’s hands froze for half a second before he forced them steady.

“Yeah,” he said finally. His voice was low, raw. “Guess I am.”

Amira studied him in the mirror, her expression unreadable.

“You don’t even seem surprised,” she said.

“Oh, I’m surprised,” Dion admitted with a small, humorless laugh. “Surprised, mad at myself...all of it. Just trying to keep my hands from shaking so I don’t mess up your line.”

She smirked faintly, then quickly looked away.

“Why didn’t you ever check for me?” she asked.

Dion’s throat tightened. He wanted to tell her the truth—that he didn’t know she existed, that Chante’ disappeared before he even had a chance but would she believe him?

“Because I didn’t know,” he said honestly. “If I had...” he shook his head. “Ain’t no excuse. I’m here now, though. If you’ll let me be.”

Amira didn’t answer right away. She stared at her reflection as the clippers buzzed around her ears.

“We’ll see,” she said softly.

Dion nodded, accepting the lifeline.
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The Cut That Connected Them
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Dion brushed the last strands of hair from Amira’s neck and pulled the cape off her shoulders. She ran her fingers along her fresh line-up, a small smile tugging at her lips before she caught herself and let it fade.

“You good?” he asked.

“Yeah...it’s tight.”

For a moment, the silence in the shop wasn’t heavy. It felt almost normal. But normal didn’t last long. Amira twisted in the chair to face him, her eyes sharper now.

“Can I ask you something?” she said.

“Shoot.”

“Why didn’t you and my mom work out?”

Dion leaned against the counter, crossing his arms. Her question wasn’t an ambush—it was curiosity. But it still landed like a body shot.

“Me and your moms...” he exhaled slowly. “It wasn’t like that. We had a...moment. But we weren’t a thing. She disappeared after. I didn’t know she was pregnant. Didn’t even know she left town.”

Amira’s eyebrows knit. “So, you just...what? Forgot about her?”

“I ain’t forget. But I wasn’t living right back then. I was in the streets heavy. Money, women, cars...all that. Thought I was untouchable.” His voice lowered. “Didn’t realize how much damage I was leaving behind.”

She studied him, her expression unreadable. “You sound like you were...I dunno...famous or something.”

Dion chuckled dryly, shaking his head. “Nah. Famous ain’t the word. Infamous, maybe. Back then, they called me D-Smooth.”

“D-Smooth?” she almost laughed. “That sounds corny as hell.”

“Yeah, well, it fit at the time.” His smile faded as he rubbed his palms together. “But that life? It don’t last. It burns fast and hot, then leaves you with nothing but smoke and regrets.”

Amira tilted her head. “So...you were like a drug dealer or something?”

Dion hesitated. “Something like that. I ran...a business. Women, fast money, the whole nine. Thought I was winning ‘til it all went to hell.”

The shop felt colder suddenly. Amira sat back, processing.

“Did my mom work for you?” she asked.

Dion’s jaw clenched. He hadn’t expected her to go there—not so soon. “Yeah. For a minute.”

Amira’s eyes flickered—hurt, anger, confusion—but she masked it quick.

“You ever think about how different my life would’ve been if you stayed?” she asked, her voice soft but sharp enough to cut.

“All the time,” Dion admitted. “And I can’t change that. But I’m here now. If you’ll let me be.”

She looked at him for a long moment, then stood and grabbed her hoodie.

“I gotta go,” she said quietly.

“Amira—”

“I’ll think about it.”

And with that, she was gone. The door closed behind her, leaving Dion alone with the hum of the fridge and the weight of eighteen years.
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Flashbacks of D-Smooth
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The shop was empty now, the lingering scent of clippers and alcohol spray hanging in the air. Dion swept the last curls and line-up dust into a neat pile by the chair where Amira had sat hours earlier. Her face still played in his mind. The way she stared at him through the mirror—same brown eyes, same stubborn set to her jaw. His daughter. He let out a long breath, leaning on the broom handle. Damn.

For years, he thought he had no ties. No kids. No legacy. Just the fast life and whatever tomorrow brought. But now? Now he had a walking, breathing piece of himself out there. And she wasn’t some baby he could ease into knowing—she was a whole young woman with questions. With feelings about a father who wasn’t there.

Dion set the broom in the corner and grabbed a rag to wipe down his clippers. His movements were slow, deliberate.

Chante’s voice echoed in his head: “She deserves to know you.”

Her words carried weight, but also guilt. Guilt for what she’d hidden...guilt he now felt for not being there even if he didn’t know.

The shop radio clicked on low—Sade’s “Cherish the Day” floated softly, her voice like silk wrapping around his restless thoughts.

He turned off the lights one by one, leaving the red neon “Golden Touch Cuts” sign glowing in the front window. Locking the door, he stepped out into the cool night air.

The Charger’s engine hummed to life as he sank into the driver’s seat. Sade still crooned over the speakers, the bass turned down low. Dion let her play as he pulled onto the street. The city lights blurred past, his mind drifting.

Amira’s voice cut through: “So... you’re really my pops?”

He tightened his grip on the steering wheel. That question hit different every time it replayed in his head. Chante’s face flashed next. The last time he saw her all those years ago. Young. Beautiful. Tired. Talking about needing “stability” and “a fresh start.”

He didn’t realize then she meant leaving with his child. Was I too cold back then? Too wrapped up in D-Smooth’s world to even notice?
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