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Chapter One: John
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My name is John. No, really, that’s the name my mom screamed when I was late to dinner and the one strangers scribbled on mail that isn’t even meant for me. Not that anyone actually uses it. Most just call me “The Fox.” And before you go thinking it’s got something to do with me being a redhead or having some wild, bushy tail—nah, man. It’s about my head, not my height. I’m the guy who always lands on his feet, slides out of messes, and, honestly, I just see angles other people miss. It’s like being short gives you this built-in superpower for noticing stuff. You learn to read a room real fast when most of it’s literally over your head.

Yeah, I know, starting with a life story’s not exactly the best hook. I can hear you yawning already. But I figure if you’re gonna try and follow this mess of a life, you might as well know who’s steering the ship. Or at least who’s hiding below deck, watching all the drama play out.

So here’s the basics: thirty-two years old, American as a dollar bill, though sometimes I feel about as valued as a penny stuck to the sidewalk. My My religion? Hmm... irrelevant for now. In fact, I changed it... and you will find out later what drove me to that, but it’s not a “first chapter” kind of story—more like a “late at night after several drinks” sort of reveal. You’ll get there if you stick around.

I live with my wife. Yeah, you read that right. I can see the mental math happening—short guy, married, what’s the catch? Trust me, you’re not the first to do a double-take. People love to make assumptions; it’s practically a sport. But if you’re expecting some tragic love story or a mail-order bride situation, you’re barking up the wrong tree. It’s complicated, like most things worth having.

Honestly, the world isn’t set up for people like me. I’m not being dramatic—just stating facts. Take my mornings, for example. I’m awake before the sun most days, not because I’m some kind of sunrise poet, but because sleep just kicks me out early. My brain’s got this internal alarm clock that’s set to “why are you even up?” o’clock. I could blame stress, but it’s probably just genetics. Maybe a little paranoia. Who knows.

Every day starts with this little ritual. I sneak out of bed like a cat burglar, careful not to wake my wife. There’s something almost comical about the way I tiptoe around, like I’m afraid she’ll turn to stone if I make a noise. The floor creaks, but I’ve learned which boards are traitors and which ones let me pass without a sound.

The kitchen's my sanctuary. Seriously, if I had to pick a soulmate, it might be my coffee mug. You know that feeling when you finally take the first sip and it’s like the world pauses for half a second? The hiss of the kettle, the clatter of the spoon, the smell of beans—it’s the one consistent thing in a world that keeps trying to put stuff out of my reach. Literally.

Speaking of out of reach, let’s talk about that top cupboard. Whoever designed my kitchen must’ve been seven feet tall or just a sadist. Every morning, it’s the same circus act: drag over the step-stool, balance on my toes, pray I don’t topple and end up in one of those viral “short guy fails” videos. It’s not the end of the world, but it’s a daily reminder that I’m not exactly built for this version of normal. You want to know the real kicker? Nobody else even thinks to put the coffee lower. It’s like the world’s default setting is “tall people only.” And you know what? After a while, you just start laughing about it. If you don’t, it’ll eat you alive.

Clothes are another minefield. Never thought I’d care about fabric until I got tired of looking like I raided a kid’s lost-and-found. Shirts need to cover what they’re supposed to, pants can’t be flood-ready, and don’t even get me started on jackets. People stare, sometimes with that look that’s halfway between pity and curiosity. I’ve gotten good at ignoring it, but some days, man, it gets old. Have you ever noticed how people think staring is subtle? Newsflash: it isn’t.

Breakfast is my territory. I make it every morning, not because I’m some hopeless romantic, but because it’s one part of the day I can actually control. There’s a comfort in it—setting up the plates, pouring the coffee, making sure everything’s just right. My wife thinks it’s cute. I know it’s survival. I need something I can manage, something that doesn’t stare back at me or try to measure me up.

When she finally rolls out of bed, there’s this quick little smile she gives me. It’s not movie magic, but it’s real. She sips her coffee and doesn’t say much, and that’s fine. We get each other in a way that you probably wouldn’t get yet, but you will. I’m not spilling those secrets now. You’ll just have to wait for the plot twist.

Once breakfast’s over, I hit the street. The city's already awake, everyone’s in a rush, nobody looking down. I swear, crossing the road sometimes feels like a bonus round in a video game—dodge the cars, avoid the bikes, try not to get flattened. People don’t see what’s below their line of sight. It’s like I’m wearing an invisibility cloak, except it’s got holes. Every step is a risk, every glance is a calculation.

There’s these two kids I pass every morning. One’s got a face like he’s just seen an alien. The other whispers and snickers. I keep moving. Their laughter’s not deadly, but it cuts anyway. It’s the sort of thing that piles up in your head, bit by bit, until you’re carrying it around like invisible bricks. People don’t realize how heavy that stuff can get.

Then work. The building’s glass door doesn’t lie. I see myself—short, yeah, but standing tall in my own way. I take a breath and push inside, like I’m stepping into the ring. It’s not war, exactly, but it’s not peace, either.

I’m not the type to start trouble, but I definitely finish it if it comes my way. That’s why they call me The Fox. Not just because it sounds cool, but because I know how to wait, how to pick my moment. You learn patience when you’re always underestimated.

Nothing truly terrible’s happened yet, by the way. We’re still in the shallow end.

The office itself is a whole mood. The walls have this vibe, like they’re watching me just as much as the people are. Long hallway, harsh lights, and the receptionist with a face that says, “I’d rather be anywhere but here.” Whispered conversations, names dropped like little bombs. My name always seems to echo louder than anyone else’s, like it’s got something to prove.

My office is in the corner. Not because they respect my need for space, but because, let’s be honest, they think small things belong in corners. I drop my bag, fire up the computer, and pretend the stares aren’t happening. You get good at pretending in this place.

Then there’s Ryan. Tall guy, loud voice, ego that barely fits through the door. He walks past me like I’m a speed bump. He’s got this routine—every morning, like clockwork: “Good morning, genius.” I know what he means. “Genius” is code for “weird,” and “weird” is code for “easy joke target.”

The best (or worst?) was the time he said, “If your size matched your brain, you’d be taller than this building.” Everyone laughed, because that’s what you do when the big guy laughs. It wasn’t funny, but nobody cared.

Me? I played along. Smiled. Because that’s what foxes do. They don’t snarl, they don’t bite—not right away. They wait. They watch. And when they finally move, nobody sees it coming.

Work, man. It’s like this never-ending social gauntlet. You’d think after a while you’d get used to being the odd one out, but nope, every single day there’s something new—a fresh reminder that, hey, you’re not like the rest. Sometimes it’s subtle, sometimes it’s as blunt as a brick to the face. Take the elevator, for example. I step in and it’s like I suddenly turned invisible. People just plant themselves right in front of me, not even a flicker of acknowledgment. I could be a coat rack for all they care.

Meetings? They’re a joke. Those chairs might as well be thrones. I sit there, knees barely brushing the edge, and everyone else is lounging like royalty. And when I speak up, they don’t even bother to turn all the way. Just a half-turn, like I’m background noise instead of a person with actual opinions. It’s laughable, really. Sometimes I wonder if they even hear my words, or if it’s just static to them.

But here’s the thing they don’t get—I’m not just sitting there, fading into the wallpaper. I’m watching, listening, picking up every little detail they’re too busy or self-absorbed to notice. I’ve got ears like a hawk. I catch the undercurrents, the side glances, the whispers. If they think I miss anything, they’re kidding themselves. I act when they’re too comfortable, too distracted. You know that saying about the fox not sleeping on an empty stomach? That’s me. Always restless, always hungry for something more.

Lunch hour rolls around and, honestly, it’s not much better. The cafeteria’s like an obstacle course
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