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Was supposed to be a simple house call.

I should've trusted my gut the moment Miguel called. He never calls. Usually just showed up at the shop, same quiet nod, with the same heavy silence that said more than words ever could. But tonight, his voice carried something I'd never heard from him.

Fear.

"Bro... I need a house call," he said. 

"Right now. I'll pay extra. Just come."

I didn't ask questions. I grabbed my kit, locked the shop, and drove across town with a pressure building behind my ribs like the night itself was leaning on me. His house was dim, one lamp glowing like a lonely spotlight. He opened the door pretty fast, before I even knocked. Eyes darting behind me before he let me in.

He didn't speak. 
Didn't smile. 
Didn't breathe right.

Just sat in a chair he'd dragged into the middle of the living room. No TV. Not even music. Just silence thick enough to feel out of place. 

I set up my tools, trying to ignore the way my hands felt, they felt alot heavier than usual.

"You good?" I asked.

He didn't answer.

Then, quietly: "They told me not to say anything."

And my stomach dropped like gravity pushed it down.

"Who?"He swallowed.

"Just... cut."

I started the fade. Clippers buzzing too loud, or it was just the fact my senses were heightened. My heartbeat got louder by the second. My sweat was already forming at my hairline. 

I kept repeating the one thing that's always saved me:

You're good at this. You're one of the best. Focus. Blend. Fade. Breathe.

Halfway through his taper, engines growled outside. And thats when I seen the two trucks. Big ones, I was so focused on the cut I didnt realize what kind they were, they were just black. Dark as a void.

Then the Doors slammed and Miguel closed his eyes.

"I'm sorry," he whispered.

The front door opened without knocking and eight men walked in, heavy boots, heavy jackets, heavier eyes. 

Cartel. 

They didn't say anything or introduced themselves, but you just knew. And knew they were dangerous. The kind of dangerous you feel before you understand. They surrounded me. Not threatening. Just watching.

One of them, the leader, he was older, calm, eyes like cold metal looked at Miguel's half-finished fade.

"You cut him clean," he said.

"Good hands."

I nodded, throat tight then he pointed at one of his men and demanded.

"Cut him first."

So then I did. My palms were sweating so bad I had to wipe them on my apron.

The eight men watching every flick of my wrist. Every angle. Every detail. If I messed up... 

I didn't let myself finish that thought. Another cut. Another fade. Another round of silent pressure.

Then the leader stepped forward.

"My turn."

The room changed. It didn't get louder. It didn't get darker. It just... tightened. Like the air itself was bracing. He sat down slowly, deliberately, like he knew exactly what kind of power he held over the moment. The others closed in tighter, forming a ring around us. I swallowed hard and started. 

His hair was thick, stubborn, the kind that shows every mistake. My hands trembled immediately. Not just a little. Not subtly. Trembled like my nerves were trying to escape my skin, i had to remind and forced myself to breathe. But every time the clippers touched his head, he watched me in the mirror. Not his reflection. 

But at me. 

His eyes tracking every motion, every hesitation, every breath.

"You nervous?" he asked softly.

My throat locked. "Just... focused."

He smiled without looking away. "Good. Focus is important."

My heartbeat was a drum in my ears. Sweat rolled down my back. My shirt clung to me. My fingers cramped. My vision tunneled. Every second felt like a minute. Every motion felt like a test. I shaped the fade. Cleaned the edges. Sharpened the line-up like I do religiously. Every detail perfect. Every motion controlled. 

But My hands shook, but the cut stayed clean. I kept telling myself this

You're great at this. You're great at this. You're great at this.

Halfway through, he tilted his head slightly.

"You mess this up," he said quietly, 
"and I'll know."

My stomach twisted so hard I almost dropped the clippers. But I kept going. Kept my cool, showed no fear. This is my craft. Always precise always perfect.

When I finished, I stepped back, barely breathing. The leader touched the side of his head, feeling the blend. He looked at himself in the mirror. Then he smiled.

"You're our barber now."

He handed me a thick roll of cash. More than I make in a week.

"We'll call you," he said. 
"When we need you."

They walked out, closed the door. And suddenly, all the pressure in my chest collapsed outward. 

My lungs opened. 
My shoulders dropped. 
My hands stopped shaking. 

It felt like someone had pulled a plug and drained every ounce of anxiety out of me. Miguel finally exhaled, rubbing his face.

"Bro... I'm sorry."

I packed my tools, breathing deeper than I had all night and silence in the room felt different now. Lighter, empty, and safe.I stepped outside, and the cool night air hit me like a reset button. 

I survived. 
I impressed them. 
I did my job.

But now I'm theirs And that thought...
that's the one that sits heavy in my chest.

The End

"They said they would call. He will answer. That is what ours means."
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