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The Cranberry Man 




Chapter One: The Juice Incident 

Patrick More adjusted his camera lens, trying to focus on the mayor’s awkward smile during a ribbon-cutting ceremony. The crowd clapped politely, but Patrick barely heard it. His mind wandered — as it often did these days — to the office break room, where his coworkers cracked jokes at his expense. 

“Yo, Patrick! Don’t choke on your cranberry juice, man!” The words echoed in his head, making him tighten his grip on the camera. 

Back at Sensational News Network, Patrick slumped into his chair, sipping his signature cranberry juice. The newsroom buzzed with chatter, the click of keyboards, and the occasional ring of a phone. Just as he reached for his sandwich, a voice boomed behind him. 

“Hey, Cranberry Boy!” 

Patrick sighed. It was Doug — the office loudmouth — accompanied by his band of hyenas. Doug strutted over and pointed at Patrick’s juice. “What’s with the cranberry juice all the time? You got a UTI or somethin’?” 

The group erupted with laughter. Patrick forced a tight smile, staring at his computer screen, pretending not to hear. 

Doug wasn’t done. He grabbed Patrick’s juice, holding it up like a trophy. “Let’s see if it tastes as bitter as you look!” With a dramatic flick of his wrist, he “accidentally” tipped the plastic bottle over. The dark red liquid splashed across Patrick’s desk, soaking his papers and narrowly missing his keyboard. 

“Oops,” Doug said with a smirk. “Hope that doesn’t stain.” 

Patrick leaped to save his documents, frantically blotting them with paper towels. As Doug and his goons sauntered off, one called over his shoulder, “Try not to drown in your cranberry juice!” 

Patrick sat frozen, staring at the soggy papers. His fists clenched. The laughter faded into the background as a soft voice broke through the noise. 

“Patrick?” 

He turned to see Teresa standing beside him, holding a fresh stack of paper towels. She was one of the few people in the office who treated him like a human being. 

“Those guys are jerks,” she said, helping him mop up the mess. 

“Thanks, Teresa.” He forced a small smile. “Maybe I should start taking pictures of Doug sneaking around with other women and send them to his wife.” He chuckled dryly. 

Teresa raised an eyebrow. “That doesn’t sound like you. You’re a nice guy.” 

“Maybe that’s the problem,” Patrick muttered, staring into the crimson puddle. 

That night, Patrick shuffled into his apartment, kicked off his shoes, and grabbed another bottle of cranberry juice from the fridge. He sank onto the couch and stared at the ceiling. His eyes drifted to his camera on the coffee table. 

What if…? No. That’d be crazy. 

He stood up, heading for the bathroom. As he stepped onto the tile floor, his sock slipped on a stray drop of juice. His feet flew out from under him, and with a loud thud, he landed hard on his back. 

“Ugh…” Patrick groaned, staring at the spinning ceiling. Somewhere in his mind, he heard Doug’s voice. 

“Hope you choke on that cranberry juice!” 

Patrick dragged himself to bed, wincing with each step. He flopped onto the semi-firm mattress, eyes staring, fixated on the ceiling, with his thoughts in full motion. His mind raced. People like Doug got away with everything. Cheaters. Liars. Players. Maybe… just maybe he could do something about it. 
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