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A Short Story from the Everybody Hates Reese Universe



Disclaimer

This work is a fictionalized narrative. All characters, aliases, events, and situations are symbolic and created for storytelling purposes. Any resemblance to real persons or events is coincidental.



Page 1 — The Way He Connects

Reese connected the way careful people do.

He noticed patterns before possibilities. He listened before speaking. His attention wasn’t loud — it was deliberate. If emotional intelligence had a dress code, Reese showed up in neutral colors and common sense.

Consistency mattered to him. Follow-through. Quiet reliability. He was the type people trusted with secrets, pets, and responsibilities they didn’t want to explain twice.

People often mistook his calm for passivity, never realizing how much awareness lived beneath it. Reese didn’t move quickly — but when he moved, it was usually after thinking ten steps ahead and still getting blamed for step eleven.



Page 2 — The Way She Moves

Protocol K moved differently.

She was fluid where Reese was grounded. Curious where he was measured. Conversations curved around her — shifting topics, playful turns, easy engagement that never stayed in one place too long.

She didn’t anchor herself. She adapted. If Reese was a straight line, Protocol K was a question mark that laughed while asking itself.

Where Reese built structure, Protocol K created motion.

And somehow, the contrast worked — at least until motion started mistaking gravity for control.



Page 3 — The Push and the Pull

Reese noticed the imbalance early.

When the connection began to feel heavier than it needed to be, he did what felt responsible — he created space. Not abruptly. Not coldly. Respectfully. Like someone slowly backing away from a campfire before their hoodie caught fire.

He softened his presence. Slowed the rhythm. Redirected moments that lingered too long.

Protocol K resisted the distance.

She checked in when he stepped back. Reappeared when he quieted himself. Where Reese attempted restraint, she offered continuity — the emotional equivalent of saying, Relax, it’s fine, while pulling the chair closer.

He wasn’t trying to disappear. He was trying to prevent damage.

And for a while, she insisted nothing needed to change.



Page 4 — Choosing Restraint

Reese understood how closeness works.

Unchecked familiarity carries weight. It asks questions eventually. It creates expectations whether spoken or not — usually at the worst possible moment.

So, he chose restraint where momentum would have been easier. He stayed measured. Careful. Intentional.

Protocol K insisted nothing would change. That things could remain exactly where they were.

For a time, they did.

Which, in hindsight, should have worried him more.

Reese understood that attention and responsibility don’t always ask the same things of a person.

One feels immediate. The other requires consistency when no one is watching.

He began to notice which one was being prioritized — not by words, but by patterns that were never challenged.



Page 5 — The Wing Man

The Wing Man appeared like background static — low, persistent, unsettling once noticed.

He hovered near Reese’s orbit, offering introductions disguised as help. Suggestions that felt misaligned. Connections Reese clearly wasn’t drawn to.

It felt less like guidance and more like interference — the kind that smiles while doing it.

As time passed, Reese began to feel like a variable in someone else’s equation — caught between Protocol K’s reassurances and the Wing Man’s constant proximity.

It wasn’t rivalry.

It felt like positioning.

Like Reese had wandered into the middle of a game he hadn’t agreed to play.

Reese’s unease with the Wing Man didn’t come from competition.
It came from dishonesty.
Not long after the Wing Man entered Reese’s orbit, he shared a story — casually, almost defensively — about having a harassment charge filed against him by a woman. The implication was subtle but clear: he had been misunderstood, falsely framed, unlucky in how things were perceived.

Later, Reese learned the truth.

There had been no outside accusation. The situation traced back to the Wing Man himself — his own actions reframed as something done to him rather than something he had initiated.

Reese didn’t confront it. He didn’t need to.

The inconsistency lodged itself deeper than anger ever could.

Reese replayed the interaction for days, trying to understand why it unsettled him so deeply. He had always prided himself on being approachable. Friendly. Non-threatening. The kind of person people felt safe around without having to be convinced.

So, the lie didn’t just confuse him — it destabilized him.

He found himself asking a quiet, uncomfortable question: Why would someone need to lie like that around me?

The answer revealed itself slowly.

The Wing Man didn’t want connection. He wanted control of access. Especially when it came to women Reese found himself drawn to. Keeping Reese off-balance meant keeping himself centered.

That realization reframed everything Reese had felt around Protocol K.

Nothing was ever clearly revealed. There were no confirmations. Only subtle patterns. Strange coincidences. Two people insisting they didn’t talk — yet somehow being the only two who consistently held the same information.

If you’re talking, just say that.

What unsettled Reese wasn’t secrecy — it was performance. Distance acted out while proximity remained intact. Silence used not as absence, but as insulation.

Acts don’t require confirmation to feel dishonest.
They only require repetition.
Reese didn’t accuse. He observed.

And once the pattern became clear, the Wing Man stopped feeling incidental.

He felt intentional.
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Page 6 — Benefit of the Doubt

After the friendship shifted, Reese heard things he didn’t want to believe.

Rumblings. Overlapping places. Familiar names appearing in the same spaces over the summer. Nothing concrete. Nothing that came with receipts — just coincidence stretching itself thin.

When Reese asked directly, Protocol K was clear. She said there was no communication. No connection beyond what he already knew.

Reese chose trust.

He had always believed giving people the benefit of the doubt was a form of integrity — even though history suggested it was also how he kept ending up in confusing situations.

Still, patterns quietly stacked. Timing felt off. Absences aligned too neatly.

Reese didn’t accuse. He waited.

Reese wondered when silence became acceptable simply because roles changed.
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Page 7 — Signals Without Words













Page 8 — When He Checked In
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