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Dedication 
To all the love seekers out there. 

May you find the one who makes your heart sing, 

And may your journey to "I do" be filled with joy, 

laughter, and endless love. 

 

To My Future Mr. Right, 

 

This book is dedicated to you, the person who will one day 

hold my hand through life’s twists and turns. Though we haven’t 

met yet, I know you’re out there somewhere, navigating your own 

journey, just as I am mine. 

 

May this book be a testament to the laughter, love, and 

adventures we will share. Here’s to the future filled with quirky 

moments, heartfelt conversations, and the unbreakable bond we 

will build together. 

 

Until we find each other, I’ll be here, dreaming of the day 

our paths finally cross. 

 

With hope and anticipation, 

 

Sahiba Lall 
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Foreword 
Dear Reader, 

 

Embarking on the quest to find your perfect partner is one 

of life's most exhilarating and meaningful adventures. In "Tying 

the Knot: Finding Mr. or Ms. Right," we delve into the heart of 

what it means to search for, find, and commit to your ideal match. 

This book is a blend of wisdom, humor, and heartfelt advice 

crafted to guide you through the complexities of modern love. 

 

Whether you're single, dating, or contemplating a serious 

relationship, this book offers insights and inspiration to help you 

navigate your journey with confidence and clarity. With a mix of 

real-life stories, practical tips, and a touch of humor, I hope to 

make your path to finding the right person not only successful but 

also enjoyable as I’m on my quest for my Mr. Right. 

 

Here's to finding your perfect match and creating a love 

story that is uniquely yours. 

 

Warmly, 

Sahiba Lall 
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Preface 
Finding the right person to share your life with is both a 

deeply personal and universally shared experience. "Tying the 

Knot: Finding Mr. or Ms. Right" was born out of countless 

conversations, observations, and experiences that have shaped my 

understanding of love and relationships. 

 

In this book, you'll find a blend of practical advice and 

lighthearted anecdotes designed to help you navigate the 

sometimes confusing world of modern dating. From 

understanding what you truly want in a partner to recognizing red 

flags and celebrating the quirks that make a relationship unique, 

this book covers it all. 

 

I've always believed that love should be a source of joy and 

fulfillment, not stress and anxiety. With that in mind, I've 

approached this book with a sense of fun and elegance, aiming to 

provide guidance that is both sweet and sophisticated. I hope that 

as you read these pages, you'll feel empowered and excited about 

your journey to finding the right person. 

Thank you for allowing me to be a part of your adventure 

in love. 

 

With love and light, 

Sahiba Lall  
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Chapter One 
Searching for The One in This Era: 

Love Seams or Needs Awakening 

 

Ah, the quest for love in the 21st century! Gone are the 

days of love letters delivered by pigeons or serenades under 

moonlit balconies. Today, love is swiped, clicked, and filtered. In 

this digital age, where emojis speak louder than words and first 
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impressions are judged by profile pictures, searching for “The 

One” has become both a thrilling adventure and a comic escapade. 

 

Let’s face it: modern dating is a mix of high-tech 

conveniences and good old-fashioned absurdity. Picture this: 

you’re sitting in your pajamas, scrolling through potential 

soulmates while binge-watching your favorite show. You come 

across a profile that catches your eye. “He loves dogs, hiking, and 

sushi? Swipe right!” But wait, does he also love long walks on the 

beach, or is that just a euphemism for something else? Ah, the 

mysteries of online profiles. 

 

Dating apps have turned finding love into a game – a 

quirky, sometimes bewildering game where the prize is a potential 

partner, and the penalty is an awkward first date. Let’s not forget 

the classic “coffee date,” the haven for modern romance. It’s 

casual, it’s non-committal, and it allows for a quick escape if your 

date turns out to be a dud. But beware of the dreaded “accidental 

friend zone” – you know when you’re discussing your love for 

Marvel movies, and they respond with, “Wow, you’re like a 

brother/sister to me!” 

 

Navigating through the digital jungle of dating apps 

requires a keen eye and a sense of humor. Profiles with pictures 

taken in the gym? Swipe left if you’re not ready to spend your 

weekends doing burpees. Posing with a tiger in Thailand? Swipe 

left unless you’re into exotic pet ownership. But amidst the sea of 

selfies and bios, there are those rare gems that make you pause 

and think, “Maybe, just maybe, this could be the one.” 
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Let’s not forget the resurgence of matchmaking in this era. 

Yes, even in the age of algorithms and artificial intelligence, some 

of us are turning to professional matchmakers. These modern-day 

Cupids promise to find your perfect match using a combination of 

personal interviews and a sprinkle of magic. Imagine the relief of 

knowing that someone else is doing the heavy lifting of sorting 

through profiles while you sit back and wait for the curated 

introductions. It’s like having a personal shopper for love! 

 

And then there’s the delightful unpredictability of meeting 

someone in real life. Despite the dominance of digital dating, love 

still finds a way to surprise us in the most unexpected places. 

Maybe it’s a chance encounter at a coffee shop where you both 

reach for the last croissant. Or perhaps it’s at a friend’s wedding 

where you lock eyes with someone across the dance floor. These 

moments, though rare, remind us that love doesn’t always need an 

app or an algorithm – sometimes, it just needs a little luck. 

 

In this era of endless possibilities and occasional 

absurdities, searching for “The One” is a journey filled with 

laughter, missteps, and moments of pure joy. So, embrace the 

humor, enjoy the ride, and remember: love might be just a swipe 

away, but it’s the shared laughter and genuine connections that 

make the journey worthwhile. 

 

Here’s to finding your perfect match in this wonderfully 

wacky world of modern love!  
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Chapter Two 
Who is My Right? 

 

So, you’ve dived headfirst into the turbulent sea of 

modern dating. You’ve swiped, you’ve scrolled, and you’ve 

survived a few coffee dates without spilling hot lattes on yourself. 

Now comes the million-dollar question: who exactly is your right 

person? 
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Let’s start by acknowledging a universal truth: figuring out 

who’s right for you is as challenging as assembling IKEA furniture 

without an instruction manual. Sure, the parts look like they 

should fit, but somehow you always end up with a wobbly 

bookshelf and three extra screws. 

 

First, we need to dispel the myth of the “perfect” person. If 

you’re waiting for a flawless human being to walk into your life, 

you’ll be staying longer than it takes to binge-watch every season 

of your favorite show. The truth is we all have quirks and 

imperfections. So, the right person isn’t perfect; they’re just 

perfect for you, warts and all (figuratively speaking, of course). 

 

One key to identifying the right person is understanding 

your non-negotiables. Think of these as the “must-haves” on your 

romantic shopping list. Are you a dog lover who can’t imagine life 

without a furry companion? Then, someone with a cat allergy 

might not be the best fit. Do you have a deep, abiding love for 

pineapple on pizza? You’ll need someone who can tolerate your 

controversial taste in toppings. 

 

Of course, knowing what you don’t want is just as 

important. For instance, if your idea of a nightmare is spending 

every weekend camping in the wilderness, maybe steer clear of the 

avid outdoorsy types. Unless, of course, you’re willing to give it a 

try, but let’s be honest, no one wants to see you wrestle with a tent 

at 3 AM. 
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Now, let’s talk about the all-important “vibe.” You know, 

that indescribable connection that goes beyond shared interests 

and compatible lifestyles. It’s that spark that makes your heart do 

a little happy dance when you’re around them. The right person 

will make you laugh, even when your jokes are terrible. They’ll get 

your weird sense of humor and maybe even match your 

enthusiasm for midnight karaoke sessions. 

 

But here’s the kicker: the right person will also challenge 

you. They’ll push you out of your comfort zone and help you grow. 

They’ll call you out when you’re being unreasonable (gently, we 

hope) and support you when you need it most. In other words, 

they’ll be your partner in crime and your rock. 

 

Let’s not forget the importance of timing. Sometimes, the 

right person shows up at the wrong time, and it’s like trying to 

catch a train that’s already left the station. Maybe you’re 

knee-deep in a demanding career, or perhaps you’re still figuring 

out what you want in life. The key is to be patient and trust that 

when the time is right, the right person will be there, too. It’s like 

waiting for the perfect avocado – too soon, and it’s rock hard, too 

late, and it’s mush. Timing is everything. 

 

Finally, remember that finding the right person is a 

journey, not a race. Enjoy the process, learn from your 

experiences, and keep an open mind. Love has a funny way of 

sneaking up on you when you least expect it – like finding a $20 

bill in your coat pocket or discovering that the barista spelled your 

name correctly for once. 
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So, who is your right person? They’re the one who makes 

you feel like you’ve come home, even if the home is a cozy 

apartment filled with mismatched furniture and a couple of cats. 

They’re the one who sees you at your worst and still thinks you’re 

the best. And most importantly, they’re the one who makes your 

heart sing, your soul dance, and your life a little brighter every day. 

 

Here’s to finding the right person – may your journey be 

filled with laughter, love, and a few good stories to tell along the 

way. 
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Chapter Three 
Who is Going My Way of Right? 

 

Alright, so you’ve navigated the treacherous waters of 

modern dating and identified the qualities that make up the right 

person. Now comes the next hilarious hurdle: finding someone 

who’s not just right but who’s also heading in the same direction 

as you. Because, let’s face it, there’s nothing worse than falling for 
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someone who’s running the marathon of life in the opposite 

direction. 

 

First, let’s talk about life goals. Picture this: you’re 

dreaming of a cozy life in the countryside, raising chickens and 

growing your own veggies. Meanwhile, your date is planning a 

jet-setting career that requires them to live out of a suitcase and 

sample takeout from every corner of the globe. Clearly, someone’s 

going to end up either very bored or very travel-weary. Finding 

someone who shares your vision for the future is like finding a 

needle in a haystack but with less hay and more hilarious 

miscommunications. 

 

Speaking of miscommunications, let’s address the classic “I 

thought you meant...” scenarios. You say you love to travel, 

envisioning romantic getaways to Paris and beach vacations in the 

Maldives. They say they love to travel, but what they really mean is 

they enjoy backpacking through the most remote jungles of South 

America with nothing but a canteen and a Swiss Army knife. Who 

knew “travel” could be interpreted so wildly differently? The trick 

here is to dig deeper into those vague declarations of love for 

“adventure” or “relaxation.” Trust me, your future sanity depends 

on it. 

 

Another aspect of going the same way is lifestyle 

compatibility. If you’re a night owl who loves binge-watching 

horror movies until 3 AM, and they’re an early bird who’s up at the 

crack of dawn for yoga and green smoothies, you might find 

yourselves living on opposite schedules. While opposites can 

attract, living in different time zones (metaphorically speaking) 
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can lead to some amusing yet frustrating moments. Imagine trying 

to have a heartfelt conversation while one of you is half-asleep and 

the other is buzzing with morning energy. It’s like trying to tango 

while wearing a spacesuit – awkward and utterly comical. 

 

Let’s not forget about hobbies. Sure, it’s great to have your 

interests, but having a few shared passions can make the journey 

together a lot more enjoyable. Maybe you both love cooking – 

great! Just make sure one of you isn’t a vegan, and the other isn’t a 

carnivore. Picture the chaos of trying to prepare a meal that 

satisfies both tofu cravings and steak desires. The kitchen might 

become a battleground of quinoa versus ribs. Finding common 

ground can turn mundane activities into bonding experiences 

rather than epic culinary showdowns. 

 

Then there’s the topic of family and friends. Meeting the 

essential people in each other’s lives is like stepping into a new 

season of a reality show where you hope to be the crowd favorite. 

You want someone whose family you don’t just tolerate but 

actually enjoy spending time with. And let’s not forget about 

friends. If your idea of a fun night out involves board games and 

wine, and their friends prefer nightclub hopping until dawn, well, 

a compromise might be in order – or at least a lot of coffee for the 

mornings after. 

 

Money management can also be a comedy of errors. You 

might be a saver, diligently stashing away for a rainy day while 

you’re a spender, splurging on the latest gadgets and fancy 

dinners. Finding a middle ground without one of you feeling like 

Ebenezer Scrooge or a reckless spender can be quite the balancing 
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act. Maybe you’ll end up with a financial plan that allows for both 

sensible savings and the occasional splurge on something frivolous 

– like that avocado toast everyone’s always talking about. 

 

In the end, finding someone who’s going your way isn’t just 

about matching life goals and hobbies; it’s about finding a rhythm 

that works for both of you. It’s about knowing when to 

compromise and when to stand your ground and laughing 

together through the mismatched moments. Because the truth is, 

the right person might not always be a perfect match in every way, 

but they’ll be willing to walk the path with you, detours and all. 

 

So here’s to finding someone who not only shares your 

destination but is also ready to enjoy the journey with all its twists, 

turns, and unexpected stops. After all, it’s not just about reaching 

the finish line but about having a blast along the way.  
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Chapter Four 
Me, Who Doesn’t Want to Change 

 

Alright, so you’ve scoured the dating landscape, 

dodged profile pitfalls, and maybe even found someone who 

shares your life goals. But there’s a little something we need to 

address: the elephant in the room, the unmovable force, the 

steadfast rock that is... you. Yes, you, in all your stubborn glory, 
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who’s not particularly keen on changing. Because personal growth 

is incredible and all, but sometimes you just want to stay exactly as 

you are – quirks, habits, and all. 

 

Now, before we dive into this hilarious predicament, let’s 

get one thing straight: it’s perfectly okay to be yourself. In fact, 

being true to who you are is crucial in any relationship. But 

sometimes, the real challenge is finding someone who loves you 

not despite your quirks but because of them. So, let’s explore the 

comical reality of being you – the wonderful, unchangeable you. 

 

First, there’s the issue of habits. We all have them, those 

little routines and rituals that make us who we are. Maybe you’re 

the type who insists on eating cereal with a fork because spoons 

are for quitters. Or perhaps you have a precise way of folding 

laundry that involves precise military corners. These habits might 

seem trivial, but to you, they’re non-negotiable. Finding someone 

who not only accepts these idiosyncrasies but also finds them 

endearing is like hitting the relationship jackpot. 

 

Next, let’s talk about personal style. Your wardrobe is a 

curated collection of comfort and practicality, with a splash of your 

unique flair. If you’re a fan of quirky socks and graphic tees, you 

might raise a few eyebrows at formal events, but hey, that’s just 

your style. The right person will see past the mismatched patterns 

and appreciate the individuality behind them. And if they can rock 

a pair of equally quirky socks, well, you might just have found your 

soulmate. 
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Then there’s the matter of hobbies. You’ve spent years 

cultivating your interests, whether it’s building model trains, 

perfecting your stand-up comedy routine, or collecting every 

limited-edition action figure ever made. These hobbies are a part 

of your identity, and you’re not about to give them up for anyone. 

Finding someone who shares or at least respects your passions is 

essential. After all, you don’t want to spend your weekends 

explaining why your comic book collection deserves an entire 

room. 

 

Socializing is another arena where your unchangeable 

nature shines. Maybe you’re a bit of an introvert who prefers quiet 

nights in with a good book and your favorite blanket. The idea of 

attending every social event on the calendar fills you with dread. 

Finding someone who understands and respects your need for 

alone time is essential. And if they’re willing to join you for a 

Netflix marathon in cozy pajamas, even better. 

 

Let’s not forget your culinary preferences. You’ve 

developed a taste for certain foods that others might find, well, 

unconventional. Whether it’s your obsession with hot sauce on 

everything or your love for combining seemingly incompatible 

ingredients (peanut butter and pickles, anyone?), you’re not about 

to change your palate for anyone. The right person will not only 

accept your culinary quirks but might even join you in creating 

new, bizarre concoctions. 

 

Communication styles can also be a source of humor. If 

you’re someone who prefers to express feelings through sarcastic 

quips and witty banter, you need a partner who gets your sense of 
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humor and can dish it right back. After all, life’s too short to take 

everything seriously. A relationship built on laughter and mutual 

teasing is sure to stand the test of time. 

 

Ultimately, the goal isn’t to find someone who changes you 

but someone who complements you. Someone who embraces your 

quirks laughs at your jokes, and maybe even picks up a fork to join 

you in your cereal-eating rebellion. Relationships are about 

balance – finding someone who appreciates the unchangeable you 

while encouraging you to grow in ways that feel right for you. 

 

So here’s to being unapologetically yourself and finding 

someone who loves you just the way you are. Because, in the end, 

the best relationships are built on acceptance, understanding, and 

a shared sense of humor. And who knows? Maybe you’ll even find 

someone who insists on eating pizza with a fork, just like you.  
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Chapter Five 
The Dating Disasters That Made Me 

Stronger 

 

Alright, let’s get real for a moment. We’ve all been 

there: the date that turned into a disaster so epic it should have its 

own theme song. While dating can be a delightful journey toward 

finding “The One,” it’s also an obstacle course filled with 
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cringe-worthy moments, awkward silences, and unforgettable 

mishaps. What doesn’t kill you makes you funnier, right? 

 

Let’s kick things off with a classic: the restaurant debacle. 

Imagine this – you’ve scored a date with someone who seems 

absolutely perfect. You choose a nice restaurant, thinking it’ll be 

the ideal setting for a romantic evening. But as soon as you sit 

down, things start to go awry. Maybe the waiter spills a glass of red 

wine all over your white shirt. Or perhaps you mispronounce a 

dish so severely that the waiter corrects you with an amused 

smirk. And let’s not forget the potential for a food-related 

catastrophe – like ordering something exotic and realizing you’re 

allergic, right there at the table. Nothing says “romance” like a 

sudden trip to the emergency room. 

 

Then there’s the horror of wardrobe malfunctions. You 

dress to impress, but fate has other plans. A button pops off at the 

worst possible moment, your zipper refuses to stay up, or you spill 

something on yourself right before meeting your date. You try to 

play it cool, but inside, you’re desperately hoping they don’t notice. 

If they do, and they laugh it off with you, you might just have a 

keeper. After all, a shared sense of humor can smooth over even 

the most embarrassing moments. 

 

Speaking of embarrassing moments, let’s not forget the 

conversational catastrophes. Maybe you accidentally bring up a 

touchy subject, like their ex or your obsession with conspiracy 

theories. Or perhaps you get tongue-tied and end up saying 

something completely nonsensical. If your date can roll with the 

punches and find your flubs endearing, you’re definitely on the 
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right track. And if they join you in a chorus of “Did I really just say 

that?” laughter, you’ve hit the jackpot. 

 

Then there are the dreaded awkward silences. You’re 

sitting across from your date, and suddenly, the conversation 

grinds to a halt. You both stare at each other, desperately trying to 

think of something – anything – to say. The seconds tick by like 

hours, and you start to wonder if you should just blurt out your 

deepest, darkest secret to break the tension. Pro tip: resist the 

urge. Sometimes, the best way to handle an awkward silence is to 

acknowledge it with a smile and a light-hearted comment like, 

“Well, this is a fun silence!” It’s incredible how quickly a little 

humor can dissolve the tension. 

 

Public faux pas are another rich source of dating disasters. 

Maybe you trip and fall spectacularly on your way to the table, or 

you accidentally wave at someone who wasn’t actually waving at 

you. Public clumsiness can be mortifying, but if your date helps 

you up with a smile and a joke, it’s a good sign they’re not taking 

things too seriously. After all, life is entirely of stumbles, both 

literal and metaphorical. 

 

And let’s not overlook the role of technology in modern 

dating mishaps. Your phone, that trusty sidekick, can turn a traitor 

at the worst moments. Maybe you accidentally butt-dial your date 

and leave a rambling, awkward voicemail. Or perhaps you get a 

text from a friend asking how the date is going – and your date 

sees it before you can hide your screen. If you both can laugh 

about it and move on, you’re building a foundation of resilience 
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and shared embarrassment – the cornerstones of any great 

relationship. 

 

In the grand scheme of things, dating disasters are just 

stepping stones on the path to finding the right person. Each 

cringe-worthy moment, every awkward silence and all the spilled 

drinks make you more robust, more adaptable, and certainly more 

entertaining at parties. The key is to embrace these mishaps with 

humor and grace, knowing that they’re all part of the journey. 

 

So, here’s to the dating disasters that made us stronger, 

wiser, and infinitely more amusing. May we look back on them 

with laughter and gratitude, knowing they led us closer to finding 

the person who will love us – awkward moments and all.  
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Chapter Six 

Me, Boring at Times and Adventurous 

at Another Level 

 

Life is a balancing act, and nowhere is this more evident 

than in the quirky juxtaposition of being a homebody one moment 

and an adrenaline junkie the next. Suppose you’ve ever found 

yourself binge-watching an entire season of a show in your 
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pajamas, only to later plan a spontaneous skydiving trip. In that 

case, you’ll understand the hilarity of living a life oscillating 

between cozy comfort and wild adventures. 

 

Let’s start with the “boring” side of things. You know, those 

days when your idea of excitement is deciding between two 

different types of cereal for breakfast. Your home is your 

sanctuary, where you indulge in the simple pleasures of life. 

Maybe you spend an entire Saturday meticulously organizing your 

sock drawer, and you find genuine joy in it. It’s okay – sock drawer 

organization is an art form that not everyone can appreciate. 

 

Then there are the quiet nights. You curl up with a good 

book or get engrossed in a puzzle that’s approximately a thousand 

pieces too many. Your friends might invite you out, but the 

thought of socializing seems far less appealing than discovering if 

Miss Marple solves the case before you do. And let’s not forget 

your love for that trusty old robe that’s seen better days but feels 

like a hug from a cozy cloud. 

 

But oh, when the adventurous bug bites, it bites hard! One 

moment, you’re contemplating the pros and cons of switching to 

decaf, and the next, you’re booking a last-minute trip to climb a 

mountain. Your friends have learned to expect the unexpected 

from you. One week, you’re leading a blissful, hermit-like 

existence, and the next, you’re sending them selfies from the top of 

a bungee jump platform. 
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Your dual nature can be a source of endless amusement – 

especially for your potential partners. Imagine their confusion 

when they discover you can go from “Netflix and chill” to “let’s go 

skydiving tomorrow” at the drop of a hat. The key here is finding 

someone who can appreciate both sides of your personality. 

Someone who’s just as comfortable joining you for a movie 

marathon as they are strapping on a harness for a rock climbing 

adventure. 

 

The transition from dull to adventurous can sometimes 

catch you by surprise. Picture this: it’s a lazy Sunday afternoon, 

and you’re nestled on the couch, content with your book. 

Suddenly, a wild idea strikes you – “Let’s go white-water rafting!” 

You spring into action, making plans and gathering gear. Your 

friends are left wondering if an extreme sports enthusiast has 

replaced you. But no, it’s just you embracing the thrill of 

spontaneity. 

 

Of course, being adventurous at another level doesn’t 

always mean grand, adrenaline-pumping activities. Sometimes, 

it’s about the little surprises, like deciding to bake a dozen 

cupcakes in the middle of the night because you found a recipe 

that looks too good to pass up. Or taking a detour on your usual 

walk because you spotted a mysterious trail that begs to be 

explored. These mini-adventures add a dash of excitement to your 

otherwise serene existence. 

 

Dating someone who can handle your alternating lifestyles 

is like finding a unicorn. They need to appreciate your love for a 

quiet night while also being ready to pack a bag and join you on an 
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impromptu road trip. If they can keep up with your unpredictable 

rhythm, you’ve found someone truly special. 

 

Balancing these two sides of yourself can be tricky, but it’s 

all part of what makes you wonderfully unique. Embrace the 

contrasts, laugh at the absurdity, and enjoy the ride. After all, life 

is meant to be a mix of thrilling adventures and peaceful moments 

– it’s what keeps things interesting. 

 

So here’s to being a delightful mix of boring and 

adventurous. May you find joy in the simple pleasures, 

exhilaration in the wild escapades, and someone who loves you for 

the unpredictable, lovable whirlwind that you are.  
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Chapter Seven 
I Love Rock Climbing, and He Likes 

Tennis: Gosh Darling, I'll Love to See You 

Play 

 

Love is a game of compromise, especially when your 

favorite activities couldn’t be more different. You’re all about 
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scaling vertical rock faces and feeling the thrill of reaching new 

heights while your partner finds joy in perfecting their backhand 

on the tennis court. Navigating these differences can lead to some 

of the most humorous and endearing moments in a relationship. 

 

Let's start with your passion: rock climbing. There’s 

nothing like the feeling of chalking up your hands, tightening your 

harness, and conquering a sheer cliff face. You live for the 

adrenaline rush, the challenge, and the sense of accomplishment. 

When you first mention your love for rock climbing, your partner’s 

eyes widen. They’re probably picturing you dangling precariously 

from a cliff, which, to be fair, isn’t too far from the truth. 

 

Then there’s their sport of choice: tennis. Ah, tennis. The 

elegant, refined game of champions. Your partner looks absolutely 

dashing in their crisp white tennis outfit, gracefully swinging their 

racket with precision. The problem? You have the coordination of 

a newborn giraffe when it comes to tennis. But love makes us do 

crazy things, like attempting to play a sport we’ve never tried 

before. 

 

The first time you step onto the tennis court together is an 

exercise in comedy. You’re there in your rock climbing gear, 

complete with a chalk bag and harness – just in case there’s a 

sudden need to scale the tennis net. Your partner hands you a 

racket, and you grip it like it’s a foreign object. The match begins, 

and it quickly becomes apparent that your climbing prowess 

doesn’t translate to tennis skills. Balls whiz past you, and you’re 

more likely to swing at thin air than make contact with the ball. 
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Meanwhile, your partner looks like a pro, effortlessly 

returning serves and darting around the court. You can’t help but 

admire their grace and agility, even as you trip over your own feet. 

In the midst of your struggles, they cheer you on with encouraging 

words and a big smile. Despite your lack of tennis talent, they 

appreciate your effort and the hilarious spectacle you’re creating. 

 

Of course, turnabout is fair play. You invite your partner to 

join you for a day of rock climbing. Watching them suit up in 

climbing gear is a delight – they look slightly bewildered as you 

help them with the harness and explain the basics of belaying. 

When it’s their turn to climb, they approach the rock wall with the 

same trepidation you felt on the tennis court. 

 

As they make their way up the wall, you cheer them on, 

offering guidance and encouragement. They might not have your 

climbing skills, but their determination is admirable. There are a 

few comical moments – like when they cling to the wall, looking 

down with wide eyes, or when they struggle to find their footing. 

But through it all, you’re there, supporting them just as they 

supported you on the tennis court. 

 

These experiences create a unique bond. You both learn to 

appreciate each other’s passions, even if you’re not exceptionally 

skilled at them. The moments of laughter, shared effort, and 

mutual encouragement bring you closer together. You discover 

that the absolute joy comes from spending time together and 
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trying new things, no matter how awkward or clumsy you might 

feel. 

 

In the end, you might not become a tennis star, and your 

partner might not become an expert climber. But that’s okay. 

You’ve both stepped out of your comfort zones and embraced each 

other’s interests with enthusiasm and humor. You’ve learned that 

love isn’t just about shared activities – it’s about being there for 

each other, cheering each other on, and finding joy in the 

differences that make you unique. 

 

So here’s to the mismatched sports enthusiasts who find 

common ground in laughter and love. May you continue to 

support each other, even when the racket feels like a foreign object 

or the rock wall looks impossibly high. Because in the game of 

love, it’s not about winning – it’s about playing together and 

enjoying every hilarious, heartwarming moment along the way.  
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Chapter Eight 
I'm Supposed to Be Not Talking, But I 

Can't Stop with You 

 

So, here’s the thing about you: you’re a talker. A 

chatterbox. A veritable fountain of words. You’ve been told that 

silence is golden, but you’re pretty sure that’s just a conspiracy by 

introverts to keep the world from hearing your fantastic stories. 

But with your partner, your talking reaches new, hilarious heights. 

You just can’t stop, and they don’t seem to mind. In fact, they 

might just love it. 
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You know you’re a talker when you start conversations 

with the cashier at the grocery store about the merits of organic 

produce versus regular, and before you know it, there’s a line 

forming behind you. You can turn a simple “How was your day?” 

into a 45-minute TED Talk about the nuances of office politics and 

the latest episode of your favorite TV show. Your friends have 

learned to schedule extra time for your “quick” phone calls 

because they know there’s no such thing with you. 

 

When you first started dating your partner, you tried to 

play it cool. You nodded, smiled, and kept your responses short 

and sweet. But as you got more comfortable, the floodgates 

opened. You found yourself launching into detailed narratives 

about your day, your childhood, your hopes, your dreams, and that 

random thought you had about whether penguins ever get bored. 

It’s a nonstop stream of consciousness, and your partner is the 

captivated audience. 

 

Your partner, bless their heart, listens with an amused 

smile, occasionally interjecting with a “Really?” or “No way!” 

They’re the perfect audience, encouraging your verbal acrobatics 

with genuine interest. But now and then, you notice a glazed look 

in their eyes – the telltale sign that you’ve been talking non-stop 

for 20 minutes about the fascinating history of the spork. You try 

to rein it in, but the words just keep coming. 

 

There’s something magical about how your partner handles 

your verbosity. They have this uncanny ability to listen intently, 

even when you’re recounting the intricacies of your third-grade 

science fair project. They ask questions, laugh at your jokes, and 
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somehow make you feel like the most exciting person in the world. 

It’s like they’ve been specially trained in the art of handling 

talkative partners. 

 

But let’s not forget the times when your endless chatter 

leads to hilarious situations. Like that time you were trying to be 

romantic and gaze into each other’s eyes, but you couldn’t help 

narrating your thoughts: “I wonder if our waiter has a cat? He 

looks like a cat person. Do you think he names his cat something 

cool, like Captain Whiskers?” Your partner couldn’t help but burst 

out laughing, breaking the romantic silence with fits of giggles. 

 

Or the time you were supposed to be silently observing a 

peaceful nature hike, but you couldn’t resist commenting on every 

plant, animal, and cloud formation. “Wow, look at that tree! It’s 

like nature’s own skyscraper. And that bird – do you think it’s 

having a good day? Oh, and that cloud looks like a bunny, don’t 

you think?” Your partner just chuckled and squeezed your hand, 

happy to hear your musings. 

 

You’ve also had to face the challenge of moments when 

talking isn’t precisely appropriate – like during a yoga class. You’re 

lying there in Shavasana, trying to clear your mind, but you can’t 

help but whisper to your partner: “Do you think our instructor’s 

voice sounds like a calm ocean breeze? Or more like a gentle 

waterfall?” They shush you with a smile, but you can tell they’re 

stifling a laugh. 
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Despite your best efforts, there’s no stopping the words 

once they start flowing. And truth be told, your partner wouldn’t 

have it any other way. They love your stories, your thoughts, and 

your endless curiosity about the world. Your constant chatter is a 

testament to your vibrant personality and your love for life. 

 

So here’s to the talkers, the chatterboxes, the storytellers. 

May you find someone who loves listening as much as you love 

talking, someone who encourages your verbal escapades and finds 

joy in every word you say. Because in the symphony of love, your 

endless dialogue is the melody that makes your relationship sing.  
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Chapter Nine 
I Love to See You Holding My Hand as 

Tight as You Can – And Never Letting Go in 

a Crowd 

 

There’s something incredibly comforting about holding 

hands with your significant other. It’s a gesture that says, “I’ve got 

you,” and, “You’re not getting away that easily.” For you, it’s more 

46 



than just a sweet gesture – it’s a necessity, especially in a crowd. 

Because, let’s face it, crowds can be chaotic, and you’ve got a knack 

for getting lost in them. 

 

You’re the type of person who can get separated from a 

group in a matter of seconds. You’ve turned losing sight of your 

partner into an art form. So, hand-holding has become your 

foolproof strategy for navigating the bustling streets, packed 

festivals, and those dreaded holiday shopping crowds. 

 

Your partner, bless their heart, has accepted this as part of 

their mission in life. They’ve become an expert in the art of 

hand-holding, gripping your hand with the strength and 

determination of a mountain climber scaling Everest. They’ve 

mastered the subtle art of steering you through crowds of people 

while maintaining a vice-like grip that says, “You’re not getting 

away this time.” 

 

The first time they realized the importance of this was at a 

music festival. It was your favorite band; the crowd was massive, 

and the energy was electric. You started bouncing along to the 

music, completely losing yourself in the rhythm. In the blink of an 

eye, you’d danced your way five people deep into the throng. When 

you finally stopped and looked around, your partner was a distant 

dot on the horizon, waving frantically. 

 

After that debacle, a new strategy was devised: never let go. 

Your partner started gripping your hand like their life depended 

on it. And in those chaotic moments, they discovered a hilarious 
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side effect – you become incredibly chatty when you’re tethered to 

them. As they drag you through a sea of people, you provide a 

running commentary on everything you see: “Look at that guy’s 

hat! Do you think he bought it here or is it a family heirloom? Oh, 

there’s a dog! Do you think the dog likes crowds? Should we get a 

dog?” 

 

In the holiday shopping rush, hand-holding is an absolute 

must. You tend to wander off at the sight of anything remotely 

interesting – a shiny object, a toy store, or a particularly 

well-decorated display. Your partner has perfected the art of 

gripping your hand while simultaneously navigating shopping 

carts and crowded aisles. It’s like they’re part of an Olympic event, 

dodging and weaving with you in tow. 

 

One memorable moment was at a street fair, where you got 

separated because you absolutely had to check out a booth selling 

vintage vinyl records. By the time you turned around, your partner 

was gone, swallowed by the crowd. You ended up calling each 

other like lost children in a supermarket, describing your 

surroundings in increasingly absurd detail until you were reunited. 

From that day on, the rule was clear: no hand, no wandering. 

 

Even in less crowded situations, hand-holding remains a 

staple of your relationship. At the movies, you grip their hand 

during the scary parts, squeezing tight enough to make them 

wince. On walks, you hold hands as if a gust of wind might blow 

you away. It’s a symbol of your connection, a physical reminder 

that no matter what, you’re sticking together. 
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Your partner has grown accustomed to this constant 

hand-holding, and they’ve even developed a sense of humor about 

it. They joke that you have the wandering tendencies of a curious 

puppy and that they’re your trusty leash. But deep down, they love 

the way you rely on them, the way your hand fits perfectly in theirs 

and the way you light up when you’re by their side. 

 

So here’s to the hand-holders, the navigators of crowds, 

and the partners who keep us grounded. May you continue to hold 

on tight, navigate the chaos together, and find humor in the quirks 

that make your relationship uniquely yours. Because in the 

crowded world, there’s nothing sweeter than knowing you’re not 

facing it alone – and that your partner’s got your hand every step 

of the way.  
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Chapter Ten 
Hey, I Love Shopping. I'll Buy Stuff 

Myself – But Please Help Me with Picking. 

Thanks. 

 

Shopping: for some, it’s a sport; for others, it’s a 

necessary evil. For you, it’s a delightful adventure, a treasure hunt 
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where the prize is a perfect pair of shoes or an irresistible gadget. 

However, as much as you love shopping, you’ve learned that 

having your partner help you pick out stuff adds a whole new level 

of fun – and chaos. 

 

Your shopping trips are legendary. You have an uncanny 

ability to spend hours browsing, trying on, and deliberating over 

every item. Your partner, ever the supportive sidekick, has learned 

to embrace these excursions with a mix of patience, humor, and a 

good pair of walking shoes. 

 

It all starts with the declaration: “Hey, I love shopping. I’ll 

buy stuff myself, but please help me with picking. Thanks.” Your 

partner knows what’s coming – a marathon session of decisions, 

debates, and delightful discoveries. 

 

The first stop is always the clothing store. You dive into the 

racks with the enthusiasm of a kid in a candy store. Your partner 

stands guard, ready to give their opinion on every outfit you try on. 

“How about this one?” you ask, emerging from the fitting room in 

a dress that looks like it’s been attacked by a Bedazzler. Your 

partner, suppressing a laugh, says, “Well, it’s…sparkly.” 

 

Next, you move to the shoe department. Here’s where the 

real fun begins. You try on pair after pair, modeling each one with 

a dramatic flourish. “Do these make my feet look big?” you ask, 

standing on your tiptoes and striking a pose. Your partner, who’s 

seen this routine many times, replies with a straight face, “They 

make your feet look just the right size for shoes.” 
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The gadget store is a whole different adventure. You’re like 

a kid in a tech wonderland, wide-eyed and eager to explore every 

shiny new device. “Look at this!” you exclaim, holding up a gadget 

with more buttons than you can count. “What does it do?” your 

partner asks, genuinely curious. “I have no idea, but it looks cool!” 

you reply, tossing it into the cart. 

 

Your partner’s role as the shopping sidekick extends to the 

home goods section, where you deliberate over the merits of 

different scented candles. “This one smells like a summer breeze,” 

you say, inhaling deeply. “And this one smells like…um, a rainy 

day in Paris?” Your partner nods sagely, “Yes, very Parisian rain.” 

 

Throughout the trip, your partner’s main job is to keep 

track of the things you’ve already picked out. You tend to get so 

caught up in the excitement that you forget what’s already in your 

cart. “Do we really need three different types of olive oil?” they ask, 

holding up the bottles. “Of course we do,” you reply as if it’s the 

most obvious thing in the world. 

 

One of the highlights of these shopping trips is the 

inevitable moment when you find something utterly bizarre. “Look 

at this!” you say, holding up a plastic flamingo lawn ornament. 

“It’s perfect for our living room!” Your partner raises an eyebrow. 

“Are you sure about that?” “Absolutely,” you insist. “It’ll add a 

touch of whimsy.” 
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After hours of shopping, you finally reach the checkout. 

Your partner helps you unload the cart, and as the cashier rings up 

the items, you realize you’ve bought twice as much as you 

intended. “How did this happen?” you wonder aloud. Your partner 

just smiles and shrugs. “It’s the magic of shopping with you.” 

 

Despite the chaos and the endless debates, your partner 

secretly enjoys these shopping adventures. They love the way your 

eyes light up when you find something you love, the way you dance 

around the store in a new outfit, and the way you turn a mundane 

task into a shared experience filled with laughter and love. 

 

So here’s to the shoppers and their patient sidekicks. May 

your adventures continue to be filled with joy, humor, and the 

occasional plastic flamingo. Because in the grand scheme of 

things, it’s not just about what you buy – it’s about the fun you 

have and the memories you create along the way.  
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Chapter Eleven 
I Love Rain and Rainbows. Do You? 

 

Rain: nature’s way of saying, “You weren’t going to 

have a perfect hair day anyway.” And rainbows? Well, they’re like 

the universe’s way of apologizing for the rain. You love rain and 

rainbows, and you’re determined to get your partner on board 
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with this love affair, even if it means a few soggy adventures and 

some questionable logic. 

 

Your enthusiasm for rain is infectious – and slightly 

bewildering to your partner. The first time you drag them out into 

a downpour, they stand under the awning of your building, 

watching you dance around like Gene Kelly in “Singin’ in the 

Rain.” You’re twirling your umbrella, splashing in puddles, and 

generally making a spectacle of yourself. “Come on!” you shout, 

“It’s just water!” 

 

Your partner ventures out hesitantly at first, then more 

confidently as they see the sheer joy on your face. They quickly 

learn that with you, rain is not an inconvenience – it’s an 

opportunity for fun. You introduce them to the art of 

puddle-jumping, explaining with great seriousness that the goal is 

to make the biggest splash without soaking your shoes. Your 

partner, of course, ends up with soggy shoes and a smile that 

matches yours. 

 

One of your favorite rainy day activities is playing “Spot the 

Rainbow.” As soon as the rain starts to let up, you’re out on the 

porch, scanning the sky for that elusive arc of colors. “There it is!” 

you shout, pointing excitedly at what is just an exceptionally bright 

patch of cloud. Your partner squints, trying to see the rainbow 

you’re so excited about. “Are you sure?” they ask. “Positive!” you 

reply with the confidence of someone who’s never let facts get in 

the way of a good rainbow sighting. 
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The real fun begins when you decide to go on a “rainbow 

hunt.” This involves driving around town after a rainstorm, 

windows down, eyes peeled for the slightest hint of color in the 

sky. Your partner drives while you serve as the self-appointed 

“rainbow spotter,” leaning halfway out the window, shouting, 

“Turn left! I think I saw something!” They oblige, turning down 

random streets and following your whimsical directions. 

 

During one particularly memorable rainbow hunt, you 

insist that you saw a double rainbow just over the next hill. Your 

partner dutifully drives up and down several hills, all while you 

offer commentary like a tour guide who’s lost their map. “Look at 

that! It’s almost a double rainbow. If you squint and use your 

imagination, you can see it.” Your partner laughs, “Or maybe it’s 

just a streetlight.” 

 

When you do finally spot a real rainbow, it’s a moment of 

pure magic. You both hop out of the car and stand in awe, 

watching the colors stretch across the sky. “See? I told you they’re 

real,” you say with a grin. Your partner shakes their head, but they 

can’t deny the beauty of the moment – or your infectious 

excitement. 

 

Rainy days also bring out your inner child. You’ve got a 

collection of brightly colored rain boots and matching umbrellas, 

each more whimsical than the last. Your partner has learned to 

embrace this sartorial side of you, even if it means walking around 

with someone who looks like they stepped out of a children’s book. 

You’ve also convinced them to get their pair of fun rain boots. 
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“They’re practical!” you insist, ignoring the fact that they have 

rubber ducks on them. 

 

On those rare days when your partner isn’t quite as 

enthusiastic about venturing out into the rain, you resort to more 

creative methods. “You know,” you say casually, “rain has a 

calming effect on the mind. It’s scientifically proven.” They raise 

an eyebrow. “Really?” “Absolutely,” you reply with a solemn nod. 

“Plus, it’s a great excuse to wear our rain gear. And who doesn’t 

love rain gear?” 

 

Whether it’s a drizzle or a full-blown thunderstorm, you 

find joy in every raindrop. And with your partner by your side, 

you’ve turned rainy days into some of your most cherished 

memories. From splashing in puddles to chasing rainbows, you’ve 

shown them that a bit of rain is nothing to fear – and that 

sometimes, the best moments come when you embrace the 

unexpected. 

 

So here’s to the rain lovers, the rainbow chasers, and the 

partners who join us in our quirky adventures. May your days be 

filled with laughter, your puddles be plentiful, and your rainbows 

always be within reach. Because when you’ve got someone to share 

the rain with, every storm has a silver lining – and a splash of 

color.  
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Chapter Twelve 
I Want Him to Make Me Stop Being 

Crazy Many Times and Eating Unapologetic 

Food 

 

When it comes to being a little crazy and enjoying 

unapologetic food, you’ve mastered the art. Your partner, on the 
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other hand, has become an expert at gently reining you in – or at 

least trying to. It’s a delicate balance between letting you be your 

wonderfully wild self and preventing chaos from taking over. 

 

You’re no stranger to midnight cravings, and your food 

choices often surprise – or downright confuse – your partner. 

“Honey, it’s 2 a.m. Do we really need to make nachos right now?” 

they ask, finding you in the kitchen surrounded by tortilla chips, 

cheese, and jalapeños. “Absolutely,” you reply with a grin. 

“Midnight nachos are a sacred tradition.” They sigh, grab a 

handful of chips, and join you because, let’s face it, your 

enthusiasm is contagious. 

 

Then, there are your spontaneous culinary experiments. 

You’re convinced that pineapple belongs to everything, and you’re 

not afraid to prove it. “Pineapple and spaghetti – it’s the next big 

thing!” you declare, twirling a forkful of noodles mixed with the 

tropical fruit. Your partner gives you a skeptical look but takes a 

bite anyway. “Well, it’s…unique,” they say, trying to be diplomatic. 

“See? I’m a culinary genius!” you reply triumphantly. 

 

Your unapologetic love for junk food is legendary. You have 

a weakness for anything deep-fried, covered in cheese, or both. 

Your partner often tries to steer you towards healthier options, 

with mixed results. “How about a nice salad tonight?” they 

suggest, holding up a bowl of leafy greens. You wrinkle your nose 

and reach for the pizza menu. “Salad’s fine…as a side dish. With 

extra croutons.” 
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In an attempt to balance your diet, your partner 

occasionally orchestrates “healthy eating challenges.” These 

involve meal prepping, green smoothies, and a lot of optimistic 

planning. “This week, we’re going to eat clean!” they announce 

with determination. You nod enthusiastically, but by day three, 

you’re sneaking chocolate bars and hiding them in the vegetable 

drawer. “What? It’s my emergency stash,” you explain when they 

inevitably find it. 

 

Your partner also has the unenviable task of stopping you 

from indulging in your wilder ideas. Like the time you decided that 

a trampoline was an essential addition to your living room. “It’ll be 

great exercise!” you insisted. “And think of the fun we’ll have!” 

They pointed out minor details like ceiling height and the fact that 

trampolines and coffee tables don’t mix. You pouted but eventually 

conceded. “Fine, but I’m putting it on the wishlist.” 

 

Another time, you decided you were going to learn the 

ukulele at 3 a.m. “It’s the perfect time to practice!” you said, 

strumming wildly while your partner buried their head under a 

pillow. “Maybe during daylight hours?” they suggested, voice 

muffled. You agreed, but only after serenading them with a 

somewhat questionable rendition of “Somewhere Over the 

Rainbow.” 

 

When it comes to your quirks, your partner has learned the 

art of gentle persuasion. They’ve perfected the balance of 

indulging your whims while subtly guiding you back to reality. 

Like when you announced you were going to start a home brewery. 

“Imagine the possibilities!” you exclaimed, surrounded by brewing 
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kits and hops. They nodded and suggested starting with a simple 

brewing class first. “Let’s walk before we run, shall we?” They were 

right, of course, but you still dream of your label. 

 

Despite the occasional craziness, your partner loves your 

zest for life and your unapologetic approach to everything, 

including food. They’ve learned to embrace the chaos, finding 

humor in your midnight nachos and pineapple spaghetti. And 

while they might try to guide you towards healthier choices or 

more sensible ideas, they wouldn’t change a thing about you. 

 

Because in the end, your quirks and spontaneity are part of 

what makes you, you. Your partner’s attempts to balance your wild 

side with a touch of sanity only highlight the love and care they 

have for you. So here’s to the craziness, the unapologetic food 

choices, and the partners who navigate it all with patience, humor, 

and love. 

 

May you continue to be your wonderfully wild self, finding 

joy in every crazy idea and midnight snack. May your partner 

always be there to share the laughs, indulge the cravings, and 

occasionally gently steer you back to sanity. Because when it 

comes to love, a little bit of craziness is the spice that keeps life 

exciting – and utterly delicious.  
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Chapter Thirteen 
Being with You Makes Every Day New 

and Growing Stronger Every Time 

 

Being in a relationship is like a never-ending adventure, 

filled with daily surprises, unplanned detours, and the occasional 

mishap that somehow makes everything better. With your partner, 
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every day feels fresh and exciting, and your bond only grows more 

robust through all the hilarity and chaos that life throws your way. 

 

Your mornings set the tone for the day. You’re a morning 

person, up at the crack of dawn, ready to conquer the world. Your 

partner, however, is not. They emerge from the bedroom like a 

reluctant vampire, shielding their eyes from the glaring sunlight 

and grumbling incoherently. “Good morning, sunshine!” you 

chirp, handing them a cup of coffee. They take it with a groan, 

clearly contemplating the wisdom of their life choices. 

 

Your energy in the mornings is both a blessing and a 

challenge. On weekends, you’re ready for a hike, a new recipe, or a 

DIY project by 7 a.m. Your partner, still trying to find their way to 

the coffee pot, gets swept up in your enthusiasm. “Come on, let’s 

paint the living room!” you suggest paintbrushes in hand. “How 

about we start with a nap?” they reply, but they’re already rolling 

up their sleeves because they know resistance is futile. 

 

Day-to-day chores become a comedy routine. Take grocery 

shopping, for instance. You have a meticulous list organized by 

aisle. Your partner sees it as a mere suggestion. While you’re 

comparing prices on canned tomatoes, they’re off in the snack 

aisle, tossing in bags of chips and cookies. “We’re supposed to be 

eating healthier!” you protest, but you secretly love their rebellious 

streak – and the snacks aren’t bad either. 

 

Then there are your attempts at cooking together. You love 

trying new recipes, and your partner is always game to help, even 
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if it means setting off the smoke alarm. “I’m pretty sure it’s 

supposed to look like that,” you say, poking at a dish that’s more 

charcoal than casserole. Your partner smiles, grabs the takeout 

menu, and says, “Pizza it is.” Cooking might not always go as 

planned, but the laughter and teamwork make it worth every burnt 

attempt. 

 

Exercise is another area where your partnership shines – 

or at least, it’s entertaining. You’re into yoga, finding your inner 

peace in impossible poses. Your partner tries to join in but ends up 

in a tangled heap on the floor. “I think I’m more suited for the 

savasana,” they say, lying flat and closing their eyes. You giggle, 

knowing that even in their relaxed state, they’re doing their best to 

support your interests. 

 

But it’s not just the fun and games that make your 

relationship strong. It’s the way you navigate life’s challenges 

together. You’ve faced car breakdowns, surprise bills, and the 

occasional argument over who left the cap off the toothpaste. Each 

time, you come out more robust, with a shared sense of humor 

that makes even the most challenging situations bearable. 

 

Your relationship is built on a foundation of mutual 

support and endless laughter. When you decided to take a salsa 

dancing class, your partner gamely joined, even though they have 

two left feet. “It’s like stepping on a minefield,” they joked as you 

both stumbled through the steps. By the end of the class, you were 

laughing so hard you could barely dance, but you had the time of 

your life. 
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And let’s not forget the countless inside jokes that only you 

two understand. Like the time you tried to assemble a piece of 

IKEA furniture without reading the instructions. It ended up 

looking more like modern art than a functional table, but now, 

every time you pass it, you both crack up. “Abstract, isn’t it?” you 

say, and your partner nods, adding, “A true masterpiece of 

confusion.” 

 

Every day with your partner feels like a new adventure 

because you never know what’s going to happen next. Whether it’s 

a surprise date night, a spontaneous road trip, or simply a quiet 

evening at home that turns into a pillow fight, you embrace it all 

with open arms and a sense of humor. 

 

So here’s to the partners who make every day feel new, who 

grow stronger with each laugh, and who turn even the most 

mundane moments into cherished memories. May your days be 

filled with unexpected joys, your nights with shared dreams, and 

your life together with a love that’s ever fresh, ever funny, and ever 

more vital. 

 

Because when you’re with the right person, every day is an 

opportunity for growth, laughter, and a little bit of craziness – and 

that’s what makes it all worthwhile.  
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Chapter Fourteen 
Love Languages and Mismatched 

Signals: A Comedy of Errors 

 

Understanding each other's love languages is supposed 

to strengthen relationships, but sometimes it feels like trying to 

decode an ancient manuscript written in invisible ink. You're all 

about words of affirmation, while your partner leans heavily into 
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acts of service. This occasionally leads to hilarious 

miscommunications and moments of pure comedic gold. 

 

You’ve always believed that a well-timed compliment can 

work wonders. So, you shower your partner with words of praise. 

“You’re amazing!” you tell them as they’re trying to fix the leaky 

faucet. “You’re the best!” you add, offering moral support from the 

safe distance of the couch. They appreciate the sentiment but 

would probably prefer a helping hand over a running commentary. 

 

Your partner, on the other hand, shows love by doing 

things for you. This includes anything from making breakfast to 

fixing your perpetually squeaky door. One Saturday morning, you 

wake up to the smell of burnt toast and a kitchen that looks like a 

tornado hit. “I made you breakfast!” they announce proudly, 

presenting a plate of something that once resembled scrambled 

eggs. You smile, because it’s the thought that counts – and 

promptly suggest going out for brunch. 

 

Then there are the gift-giving debacles. You put a lot of 

thought into finding the perfect presents, convinced that each one 

will be a hit. Your partner? Not so much. Like the time you 

received a set of screwdrivers for your birthday. “They’re 

practical!” they insisted. You had to admit, they were right – but 

you couldn’t help but laugh every time you reached for a 

screwdriver in your newly organized toolbox. 

 

Physical touch is another area ripe for comedy. You love 

spontaneous hugs, while your partner sometimes feels like they’re 
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being ambushed. One evening, you decide to initiate a romantic 

embrace while they’re in the middle of assembling furniture. They 

jump, nearly dropping a hammer on their foot. “Warn me next 

time!” they say, half-laughing, half-serious. You make a mental 

note to save the hugs for less precarious moments. 

 

Quality time together often turns into a series of 

mini-adventures, each with its own set of challenges. You decide a 

couples' cooking class is a great way to bond. It quickly becomes 

apparent that your cooking styles are as different as your love 

languages. You’re meticulously measuring ingredients while your 

partner is tossing in spices with wild abandon. The instructor 

watches in bemused horror as you create something that’s part 

gourmet meal, part kitchen disaster. 

 

Your attempt at a DIY project is another story worth 

telling. You envision a beautiful hand-painted mural on the living 

room wall. Your partner, ever the realist, suggests starting with 

something simpler, like assembling a bookshelf. “How hard can it 

be?” you ask, confidently wielding a paintbrush. Three hours and 

several spilled paint cans later, you have a mural that Picasso 

might have painted on a particularly experimental day. 

 

Even planning a vacation becomes a comedy of errors. You 

want a relaxing beach holiday while your partner craves an 

action-packed adventure. You compromise by booking a trip that 

includes both. The result? A hilarious mix of lazy beach days where 

your partner fidgets restlessly and adrenaline-fueled excursions 

where you cling to your life vest and wonder what you were 

thinking. 
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Despite these mismatches, the love between you is 

undeniable. You learn to laugh at the misunderstandings and 

cherish the moments when you finally get it right. Like when you 

surprise your partner with their favorite homemade cookies, and 

they, in turn, organize a surprise movie marathon of all your 

favorite rom-coms. It’s these little gestures, perfectly tailored to 

each other’s love languages, that make your relationship uniquely 

yours. 

 

So here’s to the miscommunications, the mismatched 

signals, and the moments of pure, unfiltered comedy that come 

with understanding and loving each other. May your love 

languages continue to translate into laughter, and may your 

relationship grow stronger with every humorous misstep. 

 

Because when it comes to love, it’s not about getting it 

perfect – it’s about perfectly enjoying the journey together, quirks 

and all. 
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Chapter Fifteen 
Pajamas, Karan Johar Movies, and 

Sunday Meltdowns 

 

Ah, Sundays – the one day of the week when you can 

fully embrace your inner couch potato. For you, there’s nothing 

better than lounging in pajamas, binge-watching Karan Johar 

movies, and crying over every climactic scene. Your partner, ever 
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the trooper, joins you in this ritual, albeit with a mix of 

bewilderment and amusement. 

 

You start the day with a big bowl of popcorn and a stack of 

DVDs. “Ready for an emotional rollercoaster?” you ask, already 

tearing up at the movie trailers. Your partner nods, grabbing a box 

of tissues and mentally preparing for the inevitable flood of tears. 

 

As the opening credits roll, you snuggle up together, 

sinking into the comfort of your well-worn couch. The first movie 

kicks off, and within minutes, you’re deeply invested in the 

melodrama unfolding on screen. “This is going to be so good,” you 

say, clutching your partner’s hand in anticipation. 

 

Your partner, meanwhile, tries to keep up with the 

convoluted plots and emotional highs and lows. “Wait, so she’s in 

love with him, but he’s actually her long-lost brother’s best 

friend?” they ask, trying to follow the storyline. “Exactly!” you 

reply, eyes glued to the screen. “Isn’t it just heart-wrenching?” 

 

By the time the first climax hits, you’re a sobbing mess. 

“Why does love have to be so complicated?” you wail, reaching for 

another tissue. Your partner wraps an arm around you, patting 

your back soothingly. “There, there. It’s just a movie,” they say, 

though you can see their eyes are a little misty too. 

 

As the movies continue, so does the emotional 

rollercoaster. Each new plot twist sends you spiraling into fits of 

laughter or bouts of sobbing. During a theatrical scene, you look 

71 



over to see your partner shaking their head in disbelief. “How do 

they come up with this stuff?” they mutter, half-amused, 

half-exasperated. 

 

When the inevitable tear-jerking moments arrive, you and 

your partner become a well-oiled machine of emotional support. 

You sob into their shoulder while they hand you tissues, and then 

it’s their turn to get teary-eyed while you offer comforting words. 

It’s a tag-team effort that only strengthens your bond. 

 

Your favorite part of these movie marathons is the chance 

to be unabashedly sentimental. “Remember our first date?” you 

ask during a particularly romantic scene. “Of course,” your partner 

replies with a smile. “You spilled your drink on me, and I thought 

it was adorable.” You laugh, feeling a surge of love for the person 

who puts up with your movie-induced meltdowns. 

 

In between movies, you take snack breaks that turn into 

mini-adventures. You both raid the kitchen for anything remotely 

edible, concocting strange but delicious combinations. “Popcorn 

and chocolate syrup – genius or gross?” you ask, holding up a 

sticky handful. Your partner shrugs, takes a bite, and declares, 

“Surprisingly delicious!” 

 

As the day goes on, your partner gets more into the spirit of 

things. They start predicting plot twists and getting just as 

invested in the characters as you are. “I bet they end up together,” 

they say confidently. “No way,” you counter. “She’s too good for 
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him.” When the credits roll and you’re proven right, you do a little 

victory dance. “Told you so!” 

 

By the end of the day, you’re both emotionally drained but 

blissfully content. You’ve cried, laughed, and shared countless 

hugs, all while staying comfortably in your pajamas. “This was the 

best Sunday ever,” you declare, snuggling closer to your partner. 

They smile, planting a kiss on your forehead. “I have to admit, it 

was pretty great.” 

 

These lazy, emotionally charged Sundays are a testament 

to the love and understanding between you. Your partner’s 

willingness to embrace your quirky habits and join you in your 

cinematic escapades only deepens your bond. Together, you’ve 

created a tradition that’s as unique and special as your 

relationship. 

 

 

So here’s to the Karan Johar marathons, the tear-streaked 

cheeks, and the endless supply of tissues. May your Sundays 

always be filled with comfort, connection, and the joy of sharing 

your favorite stories with the one you love. 

 

 

 

Because when you find someone willing to spend their day 

off crying over Bollywood movies with you, you know you’ve got a 

keeper – one who embraces your eccentricities and makes every 

moment, no matter how melodramatic, a cherished memory. 
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As the evening approaches and the final movie begins, you 

find yourselves reflecting on your own love story. “We could totally 

be a Karan Johar movie,” you joke, leaning against your partner. 

“Think about it: we’ve got the romance, the drama, and definitely 

the comedy.” Your partner laughs, agreeing wholeheartedly. “All 

we need now is a dramatic rain scene,” they add, looking out the 

window just as raindrops start to fall. “Perfect timing!” 

 

Inspired, you both jump off the couch and head to the 

balcony, still in your pajamas. The cool rain feels refreshing, and 

you start to dance, laugh and twirl under the gray sky. “This is our 

movie moment!” you shout, splashing in puddles and feeling 

utterly carefree. 

 

Your partner, ever the good sport, joins in with enthusiasm 

despite getting soaked. “We might need umbrellas next time,” they 

chuckle, trying to shield themselves from the downpour. You pull 

them close and say, “Where’s the fun in that? This is way better!” 

 

After your impromptu rain dance, you head back inside, 

dripping wet and filled with joy. You dry off, change into fresh 

pajamas, and resume your cozy spot on the couch. “That was the 

best ending to the best day,” you sigh contentedly. Your partner 

nods, wrapping an arm around you. “I couldn’t agree more.” 

As the final movie reaches its climax, you both tear up 

again, but this time it’s different. The tears come from a place of 

deep connection and understanding. You realize that, much like 
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the characters on screen, you’ve faced your own set of challenges 

and triumphs, and each has only made your love stronger. 

With the credits rolling and the rain still gently tapping on 

the windows, you turn to your partner and say, “Thank you for 

being my rock, my movie buddy, and my everything.” They smile, 

pulling you closer. “Thank you for bringing so much joy and 

excitement into my life. I wouldn’t want it any other way.” 

These Sunday marathons have become a cherished ritual, a 

testament to your shared love of simple pleasures and heartfelt 

moments. Each movie, each tear, and each laugh adds another 

layer to the beautiful tapestry of your relationship. 

So, here’s to the cozy Sundays spent in pajamas, the 

laughter and tears shared over dramatic plot twists and the love 

that continues to grow stronger with each passing day. May your 

life together be filled with many more movie marathons, 

unexpected rain dances, and the joy of knowing you’ve found 

someone who truly understands and embraces your heart. 

In the end, it’s not just about finding someone to watch 

movies with – it’s about finding someone who turns every day into 

a new adventure, who makes you feel cherished and understood, 

and who loves you for exactly who you are. And that, dear reader, 

is the most incredible love story of all.  
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Chapter Sixteen 
The Rhythm of Sleep and Hilarious 

Habits 

 

Navigating the intricacies of a shared life inevitably 

brings you face-to-face with your partner’s unique sleeping habits. 

What’s more intimate than snuggling up together at night and 
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discovering that your sweet, loving partner transforms into a 

human windmill the moment they fall asleep? 

 

You’ve always prided yourself on your impeccable bedtime 

routine: a cup of herbal tea, a chapter from your favorite book, and 

precisely three minutes of meditation. Your partner, however, has 

a different approach to winding down. Their pre-sleep ritual 

involves an intense battle with the blankets, a last-minute snack 

that inevitably involves loud crunching and a few rounds of 

scrolling through their phone. 

 

Once the lights go out, the true comedy begins. You both 

have your preferred sleeping positions, but somehow, every night 

turns into a battle for territory. You like to start on your back, but 

within minutes, your partner has somehow managed to occupy 

80% of the bed, leaving you precariously perched on the edge. 

“How do you do that?” you whisper in awe as they snore, blissfully 

unaware. 

 

And then there are the blanket wars. You wake up in the 

middle of the night, shivering, only to find that your partner has 

cocooned themselves in all the available covers. You try to tug a 

cornerback without waking them, but it’s like playing a game of 

stealth Jenga. “Just a little more… there!” you think triumphantly, 

only for them to roll over and take the whole thing with them. 

 

Despite the nightly wrestling match, you wouldn’t trade it 

for the world. Something is endearing about your partner’s sleep 

quirks – like the way they mumble in their sleep. You’ve had entire 
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conversations with them in the middle of the night, only to realize 

they’re completely unconscious. “Did you remember to feed the 

giraffes?” they ask one night. “Sure did,” you reply, chuckling as 

you make a mental note to ask them about their dream the next 

morning. 

 

You, of course, have your peculiar habits that keep things 

interesting. You tend to sleep talk, too, though your topics are 

usually more mundane. “Did you see where I put the laundry 

detergent?” you ask into the darkness. Your partner, used to your 

nocturnal musings, simply pats your head and assures you it’s in 

the cupboard, knowing you won’t remember any of this come 

morning. 

 

Your differing sleep schedules also provide plenty of 

entertainment. You’re an early bird, up with the sunrise, ready to 

tackle the day. Your partner, on the other hand, is a night owl who 

prefers to get their second wind just as you’re winding down. This 

means you often find them up late, doing something random and 

inexplicable. “Why are you reorganizing the pantry at 2 a.m.?” you 

ask one night. “Because I can’t sleep,” they reply, as if that explains 

everything. 

 

Naps are another source of amusement. You can fall asleep 

anywhere, anytime, which often leads to impromptu napping 

sessions on the couch, in the car, or even at the dining table. Your 

partner marvels at your ability to doze off mid-conversation. “Are 

you sleeping again?” they ask, poking you gently. You snort awake, 

insisting you were just resting your eyes. 
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You’ve both learned to adapt to each other’s quirks. Your 

partner now keeps an extra blanket handy for your nightly blanket 

snatching, and you’ve accepted that their nocturnal pantry 

reorganizing isn’t going to stop anytime soon. It’s all part of the 

rhythm of sleep that you’ve come to cherish. 

 

And then there are the mornings, those beautiful, 

bleary-eyed moments where you reconnect after a night of tossing, 

turning, and mumbled conversations. You share stories of the 

strange dreams you had, laugh about the nightly blanket battles, 

and promise to let each other sleep peacefully – knowing full well 

that tonight will be just as hilariously chaotic. 

 

Your partner’s habit of snoring like a chainsaw is 

something you’ve grown to find oddly comforting. Sure, you 

sometimes have to nudge them to get them to roll over, but it’s 

also a reminder that they’re there, right beside you. You’ve even 

started to time your nudges just right to create a rhythmic, almost 

musical snoring pattern. “A little to the left… perfect,” you think, 

smiling to yourself. 

 

So here’s to the rhythm of sleep, the blanket wars, and the 

hilarious habits that make every night an adventure. May your 

nights be filled with laughter, your dreams be sweet, and your love 

grow stronger with every snore, mumble, and sleepy conversation. 

 

Because when you find someone who embraces your 

quirks, battles for the blankets, and still manages to make you 
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laugh even in their sleep, you know you’ve found someone worth 

staying up – and sleeping in – for.  
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Chapter Seventeen 
In a Moment’s Silence, Happy Faces 

 

The blissful silence after the chaos of the day is one of 

those moments you cherish with your partner. It’s the calm after 

the storm, the serene pause in between your lively banter and 

playful antics. And yet, even in these quiet moments, you both 
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manage to find ways to amuse each other and fill the silence with 

joy. 

 

One of your favorite rituals is simply sitting together, 

sipping tea or coffee, and enjoying the comfortable silence. You 

both have a knack for non-verbal communication, that’s truly 

impressive. A raised eyebrow, a slight smile, or a playful nudge can 

convey entire conversations. It’s like you’ve developed your silent 

language, one that’s as funny as it is endearing. 

 

Take, for instance, the way you both share a love for 

people-watching. You’ll sit together on a park bench, silently 

observing the world around you. With just a glance and a subtle 

nod, you can share your thoughts on the eclectic cast of characters 

passing by. “Did you see that guy’s hat?” your eyes say. “Totally 

hilarious,” their grin replies. 

 

Then there’s the way you both silently compete in everyday 

tasks. Making breakfast becomes an unspoken race to see who can 

flip the perfect pancake. You try to outdo each other with 

increasingly elaborate fruit arrangements, all while maintaining a 

poker face. “Nice banana swan,” their smirk says. “Check out my 

apple rose,” your wink responds. 

 

You’ve also mastered the art of silent but expressive facial 

reactions. Watching TV together, you both become critics without 

uttering a word. A dramatic eye-roll at a cheesy plot twist, a shared 

grimace at a poorly executed stunt, and a synchronized sigh at a 

touching moment – your faces do all the talking. “Can you believe 
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this?” your widened eyes ask during a particularly absurd 

commercial. “Not even a little,” their exaggerated frown replies. 

 

Even household chores take on a humorous twist in your 

silent partnership. You’ve developed a system of communicating 

through gestures and exaggerated motions. Doing the dishes, 

you’ll mime an elaborate dance with the sponge, while your 

partner pretends to conduct you like an orchestra. Vacuuming 

turns into a silent pantomime performance, complete with 

dramatic flourishes and pretend sword fights with the vacuum 

hose. 

 

Grocery shopping together is another exercise in 

non-verbal hilarity. You both have a game where you try to sneak 

random items into the cart without the other noticing. A can of 

whipped cream here, a bizarrely shaped vegetable there – it’s like a 

silent scavenger hunt. When you get to the checkout and the 

cashier scans the items, you exchange looks of mock surprise and 

pretend ignorance. “Did you put that in the cart?” their raised 

eyebrow asks. “Nope, must have been a ghost,” your innocent 

smile replies. 

 

One of your most cherished silent rituals happens at 

bedtime. After a long day, you both unwind by reading in bed. 

You’ll share snippets of funny passages by nudging each other and 

pointing at the page, trying to stifle your laughter so as not to 

break the silence. It’s a quiet but joyful way to end the day, 

wrapped up in the comfort of each other’s company. 
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Of course, not all moments of silence are devoid of sound. 

There are the quiet snorts of laughter when one of you does 

something unexpectedly silly, like the time you tried to balance a 

book on your head while walking to the kitchen. Or the silent fits 

of giggles that follow an inside joke, the kind only the two of you 

could ever understand. 

 

Even during more serious moments, the silent bond you 

share brings comfort and happiness. Sitting together, holding 

hands, and simply being present with each other speaks volumes. 

It’s in these moments that you realize how fortunate you are to 

have found someone who understands you so profoundly, even 

without words. 

 

So here’s to the moments of silence, the happy faces, and 

the unspoken conversations that fill your life with humor and love. 

May you always find joy in the quiet moments, and may your faces 

continue to light up with the shared understanding that comes 

from truly knowing and loving each other. 

 

Because when you find someone who can make you laugh 

without saying a word, who can communicate a world of meaning 

with just a glance, and who makes every silent moment feel like a 

shared adventure, you know you’ve found something exceptional.  
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Chapter Eighteen 
Dramatically Annoying with You, Yet 

Loving You the Most 

 

Living with someone you love is a series of delightful 

contradictions. You adore your partner more than anything, but 

let's face it, they can also be dramatically annoying. Yet, it's those 
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very quirks that make you love them even more, even if you won't 

admit it out loud. 

 

Take, for instance, your partner’s habit of leaving socks 

everywhere. And I do mean everywhere. On the couch, under the 

table, even in the refrigerator once (don’t ask). You’ve turned it 

into a game of “Where’s Waldo,” except with socks. Every time you 

find one, you hold it up triumphantly and shout, “Found another 

one!” Your partner just grins, unapologetic. “It’s like a treasure 

hunt,” they say. “Yeah, and the prize is more laundry,” you retort, 

rolling your eyes. 

 

Or consider their dramatic flair for the mundane. A simple 

trip to the grocery store turns into an epic saga. “We’re out of 

milk!” they declare, as if it’s a national crisis. “To the supermarket, 

Batman,” you respond, playing along. In the produce aisle, they 

pretend to be a food critic, inspecting each fruit with exaggerated 

scrutiny. “This apple is not merely an apple; it’s a symphony of 

flavors,” they proclaim. You snicker and toss it into the cart, 

knowing full well that they’ll eat it in two bites and move on to the 

next one. 

 

Your partner also has a unique approach to cooking. They 

treat every meal like an episode of a cooking show, complete with 

running commentary. “Today, we’re making pasta,” they announce 

to an imaginary audience. “First, we boil the water – the suspense 

is killing me!” You watch, amused, as they narrate each step with 

dramatic flourishes. By the time dinner is ready, you feel like 

you’ve watched a full season of a culinary drama. “Bravo,” you say, 
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clapping your hands. “Encore!” They bow deeply, enjoying the 

applause. 

 

Then there are the morning routines, which are nothing 

short of theatrical. Your partner has a love-hate relationship with 

the alarm clock, often hitting the snooze button multiple times. 

When they finally drag themselves out of bed, it’s with all the 

enthusiasm of a zombie in a low-budget horror film. “Must… 

find… coffee,” they groan, shuffling towards the kitchen. You, the 

morning person, cheerfully greet them with a cup of their favorite 

brew. “Here you go, my little drama queen,” you say, earning a 

sleepy smile in return. 

 

Let’s not forget their knack for being overly prepared for 

everything. Going out for a walk? They pack a backpack with 

snacks, water, a first aid kit, and an emergency poncho. “You never 

know when it might rain,” they insist, despite the clear blue sky. 

“We’re going to the park, not Mount Everest,” you tease, but you 

secretly appreciate their thoughtfulness. 

 

And yet, for all their dramatic tendencies, there’s no one 

you’d somewhat be annoyed by. It’s their quirks and antics that 

keep life exciting and fun. Like the way, they insist on narrating 

your pet’s thoughts. “Mr. Whiskers is displeased with the state of 

his kingdom,” they say in a mock-serious tone, as the cat gives you 

both a disdainful look. You laugh, knowing that your partner’s 

imagination is one of the things you love most about them. 
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Even their habit of overpacking for every trip has its 

benefits. You’ve lost count of the times their extra supplies have 

come in handy. “See? I told you we’d need this,” they say smugly, 

producing a spare charger or a forgotten toiletry. You roll your 

eyes, but you’re secretly grateful. “Okay, you win this round,” you 

concede, and they smile triumphantly. 

 

Despite the occasional annoyances, there’s a sweetness to 

your relationship that outweighs any frustration. It’s in the way 

they make you laugh when you’re feeling down or how they always 

know when you need a hug. It’s in the small, everyday moments 

that you realize just how much you love this person, dramatic 

flaws and all. 

 

So here’s to the dramatically annoying partner yet the one 

you love the most. May your days be filled with playful banter, 

your nights with shared laughter, and your life with the kind of 

love that embraces every quirk and idiosyncrasy. 

 

Because when you find someone who can drive you crazy 

and make you smile in the same breath, who turns everyday 

moments into theatrical productions, and who loves you fiercely 

through it all, you know you’ve found a love worth holding onto – 

socks in the refrigerator and all.  
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Chapter Nineteen 
Who Can Understand My Gibberish 

and My Love Language 

 

Finding someone who understands you is a gift, but 

finding someone who can decode your gibberish and respond in 

your love language? That’s a treasure. 

 

Your communication style has always been, well, unique. 

Words tumble out of your mouth in a flurry of half-finished 

sentences, quirky expressions, and made-up words. And somehow, 

your partner understands every single one. 
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Take, for instance, the way you describe things. “Can you 

grab the thingamajig from the whatchamacallit?” you ask, waving 

vaguely in the direction of the kitchen. Without missing a beat, 

your partner fetches exactly what you were thinking of. “Here’s the 

spatula,” they say, handing it to you with a smile. “How do you 

always know?” you ask, genuinely amazed. “I speak fluent ‘you,’” 

they reply with a wink. 

 

Your love language, on the other hand, is an eclectic mix of 

acts of service, quality time, and spontaneous dance parties. One 

day, you decide to rearrange the living room furniture while 

humming the theme song to an old TV show. Your partner joins in 

without question, moving the couch while attempting to match 

your off-key singing. “Do you even know this song?” you ask, 

laughing. “Nope, but I’m here for the choreography,” they reply, 

busting out a surprisingly good dance move. 

 

You also have a habit of making up songs on the spot to 

express your feelings. “I love you more than pizza,” you sing one 

day while setting the table. Your partner, without missing a beat, 

responds, “And I love you more than cake!” It’s become a game to 

see who can come up with the silliest, yet sweetest lyrics. “You’re 

my favorite human bean,” you croon one morning, and they 

counter with, “You’re my sunshine in a can of sardines.” It’s 

nonsensical, but it makes perfect sense to the two of you. 

 

When you’re upset, your sentences become even more 

fragmented, but your partner always knows how to piece them 
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together. “It’s just… and then… ugh!” you vent, flopping onto the 

couch. They sit beside you, nodding sympathetically. “I know, it’s 

frustrating when things don’t go as planned,” they say, 

understanding precisely what you meant. “How do you do that?” 

you ask, incredulous. “It’s like you’re in my head.” They just smile 

and squeeze your hand. “I’ve got a PhD in ‘You-ology,’” they joke. 

 

Your shared language extends to non-verbal cues as well. A 

raised eyebrow, a slight tilt of the head, or a particular sigh can 

communicate volumes. One evening, you’re both at a party, feeling 

slightly out of place. You catch each other’s eye across the room 

and share a look that says, “Let’s sneak out and get ice cream.” 

Within minutes, you’re driving to your favorite ice cream parlor, 

laughing about your great escape. “We didn’t even need to say a 

word,” you marvel. “Telepathy,” your partner says, tapping their 

temple. 

 

Your partner’s ability to understand your gibberish also 

comes in handy during stressful situations. You tend to panic and 

speak in rapid-fire nonsense when things go wrong. “The thing is 

burning! The water is everywhere! And the cat is… ahh!” you shout 

one chaotic afternoon. Calmly, your partner steps in turns off the 

stove, grabs a towel for the spill, and reassures the cat. “Crisis 

averted,” they say with a grin. “You’re a wizard,” you reply, shaking 

your head in admiration. 

 

And then there are the inside jokes, those snippets of 

shared history that only the two of you find hilarious. “Remember 

the time with the rubber chicken?” you say, trying to keep a 

straight face. Your partner bursts out laughing. “How could I 
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forget? Best prank ever!” It’s moments like these that remind you 

just how well you understand each other. 

 

So here’s to the partner who can decode your gibberish, 

speak your love language, and make sense of your wonderfully 

weird world. May your days be filled with spontaneous songs, your 

nights with telepathic conversations, and your life with a love that 

transcends words. 

 

Because when you find someone who understands your 

nonsensical sentences, responds with equally delightful gibberish, 

and loves you in a way that makes you feel genuinely seen and 

cherished, you know you’ve found something extraordinary. 

 

And that, dear reader, is the most fantastic love language 

of all. 

 

But it doesn’t stop there. The beauty of having a partner 

who understands your gibberish is that they also embrace and 

celebrate your quirks. You both have an unspoken agreement that 

life is too short to take too seriously. Whether it’s inventing 

ridiculous nicknames for each other or having entire conversations 

in silly accents, you both find joy in the little things. 

 

One day, while browsing through an old photo album, you 

stumble upon a picture of yourselves dressed in mismatched 

costumes for a theme party. “Remember this?” you ask, holding up 

the photo. Your partner bursts out laughing. “How could I forget? 

You were a pirate and I was a cowboy. We made quite the pair!” 
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It’s moments like these that remind you how much fun you have 

together, even in your silliest and most nonsensical moments. 

 

And let’s not forget the way you both handle 

disagreements. While some couples might argue, you and your 

partner have perfected the art of playful bickering. “You left the 

cap off the toothpaste again,” you say, mock-scolding. “Well, you 

left your shoes in the hallway,” they retort, sticking out their 

tongue. It’s impossible to stay mad when you’re both giggling like 

kids. 

 

You’ve also developed a unique way of showing affection. 

Instead of grand gestures, you both find happiness in the small, 

everyday acts of love. A post-it note on the fridge with a doodle 

and a sweet message, a cup of tea waiting on the nightstand, or a 

spontaneous dance in the kitchen – these are the things that make 

your relationship unique. It’s the simple, thoughtful gestures that 

speak volumes and make you feel cherished. 

 

Even your pet seems to understand the special bond you 

share. Mr. Whiskers, your grumpy yet lovable cat, has a sixth sense 

for when one of you needs comfort. He’ll curl up on your lap or 

nuzzle your partner’s neck, providing silent support. “I think Mr. 

Whiskers gets us,” you say one evening as the cat settles between 

you. “He’s our little furry therapist,” your partner replies, 

scratching the cat behind the ears. 

 

Your mutual understanding extends to your hobbies and 

interests as well. While you might not always share the same 
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passions, you both make an effort to appreciate each other’s love. 

You’ll watch their favorite sports game, even if you don’t 

understand the rules, and they’ll accompany you to art galleries, 

even if modern art baffles them. It’s about supporting each other 

and finding joy in shared experiences. 

 

And in the end, it’s the ability to laugh together, to 

communicate without words, and to love each other 

unconditionally that defines your relationship. You’ve created a 

world where gibberish makes sense, where love languages are 

spoken fluently, and where every day is an adventure filled with 

laughter and love. 

 

So here’s to you and your partner, the ultimate duo of 

understanding and affection. May your journey together be filled 

with more delightful gibberish, more spontaneous songs, and 

more moments that remind you just how extraordinary your love 

truly is. 

 

Because in a world where understanding each other is 

sometimes a challenge, you’ve found the rare and beautiful gift of a 

love that speaks to the heart – in any language, with or without 

words.  
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Chapter Twenty 
Marriage is a Big Step: One 

Commitment (That’s What I Think) 

 

Marriage. Just the word can send shivers down your 

spine. It’s the ultimate commitment, the big plunge, the final 

frontier of relationships. It’s like skydiving, except you’re attached 
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to another person, and instead of falling through the sky, you’re 

navigating the rollercoaster of life together. Sounds simple, right? 

 

When you first broached the topic with your partner, it was 

over a romantic dinner. Candles flickered, a soft melody played in 

the background, and you both looked deeply into each other’s eyes. 

“So,” you began, trying to sound casual, “what do you think about 

marriage?” They choked on their spaghetti, eyes widening in 

surprise. “Marriage?” they echoed as if you had just proposed 

climbing Mount Everest in flip-flops. 

 

You both laughed it off at the time, but the idea lingered. 

Marriage is a big step, after all. It’s more than just a ceremony with 

overpriced flowers and a cake taller than you are. It’s a lifetime 

commitment, one that involves sharing everything – your hopes, 

your dreams, your Netflix password. 

 

Your partner, ever the pragmatist, approached the idea 

with a list. “Let’s discuss the pros and cons,” they said, pulling out 

a notebook. “Pro: we get to be together forever. Con: we have to 

agree on a toothpaste brand.” You snickered, adding, “Pro: joint 

health insurance. Con: joint bank account.” By the end of the 

evening, you had a list that was both practical and hilarious. “Pro: 

endless love and companionship. Con: you’ll have to put up with 

my snoring forever.” “Hey, your snoring is like a lullaby to me,” 

they replied, earning an eye roll and a laugh. 

 

One night, you decided to do some research. “Let’s watch 

some wedding reality shows,” you suggested, thinking it would 
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give you a realistic view of what to expect. Instead, you ended up 

binge-watching hours of over-the-top ceremonies, complete with 

bridezillas, dramatic meltdowns, and more sequins than a Vegas 

show. “If our wedding ends up like this,” you said, wide-eyed, 

“please elope with me to a deserted island.” Your partner nodded 

vigorously, “Deal.” 

 

Despite the daunting aspects, you both realized that 

marriage, at its core, is about companionship and love. It’s about 

finding someone who will laugh with you, cry with you, and 

understand your need for midnight snacks. “So, it’s like 

committing to a lifetime of sharing the last slice of pizza,” you 

mused one day. “Exactly,” they agreed, “and I’m okay with that, as 

long as you don’t eat it all.” 

 

The proposal itself was a comedy of errors. You had 

planned it meticulously: a romantic picnic at your favorite park, 

complete with a hidden ring in the dessert. But Mother Nature had 

other plans. Just as you were about to pop the question, a sudden 

gust of wind blew everything over. The blanket, the food, the ring 

– all went flying. You both scrambled to catch things, laughing so 

hard you could barely stand. Finally, you found the ring, down on 

one knee, and through fits of giggles, you asked, “Will you marry 

me?” Your partner, teary-eyed from laughing, said yes. It was 

imperfectly perfect, just like your relationship. 

 

As the wedding day approached, you both decided to keep 

it simple. “No sequins, no drama,” you agreed. Instead, you 

focused on what mattered most – celebrating your love with the 

people who mattered to you. The ceremony was beautiful in its 
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simplicity, filled with laughter and tears of joy. Your vows, written 

from the heart, were a blend of sincerity and humor. “I promise to 

always let you have the last slice of pizza,” you said, eliciting 

chuckles from the guests. “And I promise to always pretend your 

snoring is adorable,” they replied, making everyone laugh. 

 

After the ceremony, as you danced under the stars, you 

realized that marriage is indeed a big step. But it’s also the best 

step you’ve ever taken. It’s a commitment, yes, but one that you’re 

more than ready for. Because when you’re with the right person, 

even the biggest steps feel like dancing on air. 

 

So here’s to marriage – the ultimate adventure, the grand 

commitment, the leap of faith. It’s not always going to be easy, and 

there will be times when you’ll drive each other crazy. But in the 

end, it’s the shared laughter, the mutual understanding, and the 

endless love that make it all worthwhile. 

 

And as you look into your partner’s eyes, holding their 

hand, you know that this is the beginning of a beautiful, funny, 

and enriching journey together. Because marriage, as you’ve 

discovered, is just another word for love in action – every single 

day.  
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Chapter Twenty-One 
How He is My Mr., and I’m His Mrs. 

 

So, let’s talk about Mr. Right. The one who understands 

why you can’t resist those glittery shoes that will probably never 

see the light of day but are essential to your happiness. The one 

who listens patiently as you rant about the latest episode of your 

favorite TV show as if you’re a part-time TV critic. The one who 
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looks at you like you hung the moon, even when you’re wearing a 

face mask that makes you look like a swamp creature. 

 

You’ve always wondered how you’d know when you’ve 

found “The One.” It’s a big question, one that’s plagued humanity 

since the dawn of time. Or at least since the dawn of romantic 

comedies. And yet, here you are, with someone who checks all 

your boxes and even adds a few you didn’t know you had. 

 

Your Mr. Right is someone who sees your quirks not as red 

flags but as adorable idiosyncrasies. Like that time you insisted on 

organizing the pantry by color. “It’s like a rainbow of canned 

goods,” you declared, while he just nodded and handed you 

another can of beans. 

 

But it’s not just about tolerating your quirks. It’s about 

embracing them. Like how he knows you can’t start your day 

without a cup of coffee strong enough to wake the dead. Or how 

you have a penchant for collecting fancy stationery despite the fact 

that your handwriting looks like a doctor’s prescription gone 

rogue. 

 

He’s the kind of guy who will go on a wild goose chase for 

that obscure ingredient you need for your latest culinary 

experiment. And even when the dish turns out to be more 

“abstract art” than “fine dining,” he’ll still eat it with a smile. “It’s… 

interesting,” he’ll say, reaching for the hot sauce. 
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You, on the other hand, find yourself marveling at his 

ability to find joy in the simplest things. Like how he can spend 

hours fixing something around the house, only to declare victory 

with a triumphant, “It’s not broken anymore!” Or how he’s 

perfectly content watching reruns of old sitcoms, laughing as if 

he’s hearing the jokes for the first time. 

 

Despite your penchant for distraction by all things shiny 

and new, something is grounding about being with him. He’s the 

calm to your storm, the peanut butter to your jelly, the reason 

you’ve started considering things like “settling down” without 

breaking into a cold sweat. 

 

And yet, there’s always that little voice in the back of your 

head, questioning, “Have I really found him?” It’s like having a 

nosy neighbor in your brain, constantly peeking over the fence to 

see what’s going on. But every time you have one of those 

moments, he does something that quiets that voice. 

 

Like how he remembers the little things, like your favorite 

flavor of ice cream or how you take your tea. Or how he surprises 

you with flowers, not because it’s a special occasion, but just 

because he knows it’ll make you smile. “I saw these and thought of 

you,” he’ll say as if that’s the most normal thing in the world. 

 

It’s in those moments that you realize, yes, you have found 

him. He’s your Mr. Right, not because he’s perfect, but because 

he’s perfect for you. He gets you in a way that no one else does, 

embracing your crazy and loving you all the more for it. 
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So, while you may still get distracted by fancy things and 

have moments of doubt, deep down, you know the truth. He’s your 

partner in crime, your confidant, your biggest cheerleader. And 

you, with all your quirks and craziness, are his Mrs. Right. 

 

As you look at him, laughing at something ridiculous 

you’ve just said, you can’t help but smile. Because in this chaotic, 

glitter-filled, coffee-fueled adventure you call life, you’ve found 

your perfect match. And that’s more precious than any fancy thing 

you could ever dream of. 

 

So here’s to being Mr. and Mrs. Right – imperfectly perfect 

for each other, embracing the chaos, and loving every minute of it. 

Because at the end of the day, it’s the laughter, the shared 

moments, and the understanding glances that make it all 

worthwhile.  
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Chapter Twenty-Two 
I’m Crazy Going Here. Still Distracted 

by Fancy Things. Have I Found Him Yet? 

 

Let’s face it: being easily distracted by fancy things is 

like having a glittery, sparkly form of ADD. You’re the kind of 

person who could walk into a grocery store for milk and come out 

with a new set of scented candles, a novelty mug, and a plant 

you’re not entirely sure how to care for. Milk? Who needs milk 

when there’s a sale on artisanal cheese? 
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Navigating life with your head in the clouds and your heart 

set on the next shiny thing can search for Mr. Right feel like trying 

to find a needle in a haystack of sequins. Is he the one who looks 

like he’s never left the house without a plan? Or the guy who once 

confused your avocado toast with guacamole dip and asked where 

the chips were? 

 

Your friends love to give you advice. “You’ll just know,” 

they say, which is about as helpful as a chocolate teapot. “Look for 

someone who grounds you,” they suggest, which you interpret as 

finding someone who’ll at least hold your shopping bags while you 

go on another retail therapy session. 

 

In your quest for love, you’ve dated a variety of characters. 

There was the guy who couldn’t decide if he was more passionate 

about his vinyl record collection or his beard grooming routine. Or 

the one who insisted on calling you “doll” in a way that made you 

feel like you’d accidentally wandered into a 1950s diner. They all 

had their charms, but Mr. Right? You weren’t so sure. 

 

Then, one day, you stumbled upon Him. It wasn’t love at 

first sight—it was more like love at fifth sight, after you’d both 

embarrassed yourselves in various ways. He was standing in line 

behind you at a café, and you struck up a conversation about the 

best way to enjoy a croissant. “Butter and jam,” you said 

decisively. “Just butter,” he countered. It was a spirited debate 

that left you both laughing. 
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As time went on, you discovered more about him. He didn’t 

mind your tendency to get distracted by every shiny object that 

crossed your path. In fact, he found it endearing. “You’re like a 

magpie,” he’d joke, “always finding the next glittery thing to bring 

home.” He didn’t just tolerate your quirks; he celebrated them. 

 

But how could you be sure he was The One? It’s a question 

that kept buzzing around your mind like a persistent mosquito. 

Sometimes, the answer felt as elusive as the pair of matching socks 

in your laundry basket. 

 

You noticed the little things. He remembered your favorite 

color was not just blue, but that particular shade of cerulean that 

reminded you of summer skies. He didn’t roll his eyes when you 

got excited about yet another home décor trend. Instead, he’d join 

you in rearranging the living room for the umpteenth time, 

making sure to give his input on where the new throw pillows 

should go. 

 

Despite your occasional doubts, he had a way of grounding 

you without clipping your wings. He supported your passion for all 

things fancy, while also reminding you to stay practical. Like that 

time you almost bought a set of gold-plated teaspoons because 

they “sparked joy.” “How about we get one?” he suggested, “And 

see if it still sparks joy after a week.” 

 

He’s the type who plans surprise picnics because he knows 

you love the outdoors, but hates the bugs. He brings extra bug 

spray and one of those citronella candles that smells more like a 
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lemony cleaning product than anything pleasant. “Romantic,” he’d 

laugh, holding up the candle. “Absolutely,” you’d reply, swatting 

away an imaginary mosquito. 

 

It’s not always smooth sailing. There are times when your 

desire for the next shiny thing clashes with his more grounded 

approach. Like when you insisted on redecorating the kitchen with 

a trendy, yet impractical, color scheme. “Can we at least keep the 

appliances in normal colors?” he’d ask, and you’d agree, realizing 

that compromise isn’t such a bad thing. 

 

And there’s the way he holds your hand when you’re 

walking through a crowd, squeezing it just enough to let you know 

he’s there. He doesn’t mind when you get distracted by a window 

display or a street performer. He’s happy to wait, always with a 

smile, knowing that your curiosity and love for life’s little wonders 

are part of what makes you, you. 

 

So, have you found him yet? It’s hard to say definitively, 

but the signs are promising. He’s the one who stands by your side, 

even when you’re chasing the next fancy thing. He laughs at your 

jokes, even the terrible puns, and he makes you feel like the most 

important person in the world, even when you’re wearing a glittery 

face mask that makes you look like an extra from a sci-fi movie. 

 

In the grand tapestry of life, he’s the thread that keeps you 

grounded while still letting you sparkle.  

And maybe, just maybe, that’s precisely what Mr. Right should 

be.  

106 



 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty-Three 
Quest on Matrimonial Sites, Sale! Sale! 

Sale! 

 

Ah, the world of matrimonial sites. It's like Black 

Friday shopping for a life partner—chaotic, competitive, and full of 

discounts that make you question your life choices. When you 

decided to embark on this digital quest, you didn't realize it would 
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be like browsing through a catalog of potential soulmates, each 

profile promising more than the last. 

 

Your journey began with setting up your profile. This was 

no small feat. You spent hours agonizing over the perfect profile 

picture. “Should I go with the one where I’m holding a cat? Or the 

one where I’m pretending to enjoy hiking?” You ultimately chose 

the one where you’re at a friend’s wedding, looking like you’ve just 

discovered champagne is actually fancy grape juice. 

 

Next came the bio. How do you sum up your entire essence 

in a few witty sentences? “Loves long walks on the beach” felt too 

cliché, and “Enjoys binge-watching reality TV” seemed too honest. 

You settled on, “Looking for someone to join me on 

adventures—whether it’s a trip to the farmer’s market or a 

spontaneous road trip. Must appreciate puns and tolerate my 

addiction to glitter.” 

 

Once you were satisfied with your digital persona, you 

dived into the profiles of potential matches. It felt like an endless 

scrolling of faces and bios, each one vying for your attention. “It’s 

like window shopping for love,” you muttered, sipping on your 

coffee. Some profiles were straightforward, while others read like a 

marketing pitch for a new product. “Professional, fun-loving, 

family-oriented.” “Seeking a partner in crime for my adventures.” 

You half expected to see, “Limited time offer—apply now and get a 

free set of steak knives!” 
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Messages started trickling in, and your inbox soon became 

a mixed bag of hilarity and horror. There were the overly 

enthusiastic ones, “I feel like we have a cosmic connection! Let's 

chat!” and the minimalist, “Hey.” One guy sent a message that 

simply read, “Do you like pizza?” While another launched into a 

dissertation about his cat’s dietary preferences. “Do I respond with 

‘Yes, I like pizza’ or do I ask about his cat’s favorite flavor of 

kibble?” you wondered. 

 

One memorable exchange started with, “I see you like 

glitter. Are you a vampire?” You couldn’t help but laugh and 

respond, “Only on weekends and during sales.” The conversation 

spiraled into a discussion about the pros and cons of various 

vampire franchises and somehow ended with plans for a coffee 

date. 

 

Navigating these sites felt like participating in a grand 

bazaar, where everyone’s shouting about their best qualities and 

biggest deals. “On sale: One charming, funny, tall gentleman who 

loves dogs and knows how to cook!” “Limited edition: A 

kind-hearted, adventurous woman who enjoys travel and baking!” 

 

Then there were the profiles that seemed to be from 

another planet. “I am seeking a life partner who is proficient in 

ancient Greek, enjoys marathon running, and can juggle flaming 

torches.” You had to admire their specificity, but it left you 

wondering, “Do they actually find someone who fits that 

description?” 
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Despite the madness, you did stumble upon a few gems. 

One guy had a profile picture of him making a goofy face, and his 

bio read, “Professional goofball seeking partner in crime. Must 

enjoy terrible jokes and spontaneous dance parties.” Another had 

a photo of him at a museum, with a caption that said, “I love 

history. Also, I once ate an entire pizza by myself.” 

 

You arranged a few dates, each one an adventure in itself. 

There was the guy who took you to a trivia night and impressed 

you with his knowledge of obscure 80s movies. Another date 

involved a cooking class where you both realized you were terrible 

at making sushi but great at laughing at your own mistakes. 

 

In the end, the matrimonial site quest was more about 

discovering yourself than finding the perfect match. You learned 

that while your love for fancy things and glitter might make you a 

bit eccentric, it also made you uniquely you. And maybe, just 

maybe, the right person would appreciate that. 

 

So, you keep swiping, chatting, and meeting new people. 

Each profile is a potential story, a new adventure waiting to 

unfold. And who knows? Maybe the next message will be the one 

that makes you think, “Sale! Sale! Sale! I’ve found the best deal of 

my life.”  
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Chapter Twenty-Four 
Fancy World of Options, Have I Found 

Him Yet, or Have I Missed Him Already? 

 

The fancy world of online dating is like stepping into a 

kaleidoscopic carnival of options, each one more dazzling and 

dizzying than the last. It's like being a kid in a candy store but with 
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the added pressure of finding someone who also enjoys pineapple 

on their pizza. 

 

In this whimsical wonderland, you’ve got more options 

than a Sunday brunch menu. There's Mr. Outdoorsy, who wants to 

take you rock climbing (you think he should meet Mr. "I like 

tennis"), and Mr. Poet, who insists on communicating exclusively 

in haikus. There's Mr. Techie, who talks more about coding 

languages than romance languages, and Mr. Fitness, who might 

just love his protein shakes more than you. 

 

Navigating this candy store, you often wonder: Have I 

found Mr. Right, or did I accidentally leave him behind while 

distracted by Mr. Right Now with the great abs? There was that 

one guy who seemed perfect—intelligent, funny, charming—but 

then he ghosted you faster than a Houdini trick. Did you miss a 

clue, or did you simply get caught up in the razzle-dazzle of 

endless swiping? 

 

Your friends, ever the wise sages, tell you, “You’ll know 

when you know.” But you’re starting to think that’s about as useful 

as a screen door on a submarine. Every time you think you’ve 

found “The One,” another shiny profile catches your eye, and 

you’re back at square one, wondering if you’re a romantic magpie. 

 

Take Mr. Perfect-on-Paper, for example. He ticks all the 

boxes—good job, great smile, loves dogs. But on the second date, 

he reveals his deep passion for collecting antique doorknobs. You 

can’t help but picture your future home resembling a museum of 
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hardware. “They each tell a story,” he says with a dreamy look in 

his eye, and you nod politely while wondering if you missed any 

warning signs. 

 

Then there’s Mr. Almost-Right, who makes you laugh so 

hard you snort—definitely a keeper. But he also thinks it’s 

perfectly acceptable to wear socks with sandals. In public. You find 

yourself torn between genuine affection and a deep-seated fashion 

horror. “Maybe he’s the one,” you ponder, “if I can just hide all his 

sandals.” 

 

With each new date, you dive into a different world full of 

quirky habits and unexpected hobbies. There was Mr. Yoga 

Master, who could bend himself into a pretzel but couldn’t handle 

spicy food. Or Mr. Adventure, who planned elaborate scavenger 

hunts but forgot to tell you he’s allergic to your cat. 

 

You’ve learned that finding Mr. Right is less about 

checking boxes and more about finding someone whose weirdness 

complements your own. Someone who won’t judge you for 

binge-watching reality TV while eating cereal straight from the 

box. Someone who laughs at your terrible puns and joins you in 

your glitter obsession. 

 

But how do you know if you’ve found him? That’s the 

million-dollar question. You start to notice the little things. Does 

he remember your favorite flower is a peony, not a rose? Does he 

laugh at your jokes, even the ones that fall flat? Does he 
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understand that “just one more episode” really means “we’re 

finishing this season”? 

 

And what if you’ve already met him but didn’t realize it? 

Was it the guy who made you smile during a terrible date with his 

unexpected wit? Or the one who helped you carry your groceries 

when your bag broke, but you were too frazzled to ask for his 

number? 

 

In the fancy world of dating, it’s easy to get caught up in 

the endless parade of options. But maybe, just maybe, Mr. Right is 

the one who feels at home in the midst of all the chaos. The one 

who doesn’t just stand out because he’s flashy but because he gets 

you—glitter, quirks, and all. 

 

So, have you found him yet? It’s hard to say. But one 

thing’s for sure: the journey is just as important as the destination. 

Each date, each laugh, each awkward moment brings you closer to 

understanding what you truly want and need. 

 

And who knows? Maybe your Mr. Right is just a profile 

swipe away, waiting to share in your love of all things fancy, and 

ready to join you in the grand, glittering adventure of life. Until 

then, keep swiping, keep laughing, and keep believing that 

somewhere in this carnival of options, your perfect match is 

waiting to find you too.  
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Chapter Twenty-Five 
Being Interested in Me, Seems Chatting 

is a Hobby, or No Reply Fun 

 

Ah, the fine art of online chatting—the digital dance 

where words are your best moves, and emojis are the rhythm. In 

this curious realm, being interested in someone often seems to 

morph into a new hobby, and the thrill of no reply becomes an 

unexpected sport. 

 

You’ve matched with Mr. Enthusiastic. He sends a flurry of 

messages, each one more eager than the last. “Hey! How was your 
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day?” “What’s your favorite movie?” “If you were a fruit, what fruit 

would you be?” You start to wonder if he’s interviewing you for a 

job or writing a biography. His enthusiasm is endearing, but by the 

tenth message, you’re tempted to reply with, “I’d be a 

pomegranate—tough exterior, sweet and complex inside, and 

sometimes a bit much to handle.” 

 

Then there’s Mr. Mysterious, who takes the “leave them 

wanting more” approach a bit too seriously. His messages are 

brief, enigmatic, and spaced out like he’s trying to keep up the 

suspense. “Hey.” “How’s it going?” “Good.” It’s like chatting with a 

spy who’s been trained to reveal nothing. You imagine his life is an 

exciting whirlwind of clandestine missions and secret codes, but 

more likely, he’s just really bad at texting. 

 

On the other end of the spectrum is Mr. Ghost, who 

vanishes mid-conversation. You’ll be deep into a discussion about 

your mutual love for pineapple on pizza when—poof!—he’s gone. 

You’re left staring at your screen, wondering if you’ve been 

ghosted or if his phone spontaneously combusted. Either way, it’s 

an impressive disappearing act. You consider sending a message to 

check if he’s still alive but decide against it. If he’s been abducted 

by aliens, it’s probably best not to interrupt. 

 

Of course, there’s Mr. Overly Attached, whose chatting 

hobby quickly becomes a full-time job. He texts you good morning, 

good night, and every meal in between. “Just had a sandwich. 

Thinking of you!” While it’s sweet to be thought of, you start to feel 

like you’re dating your phone. “I’m not a food diary,” you mutter, 
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debating whether to respond with, “Just brushed my teeth. 

Thinking of you too!” 

 

Then comes the thrilling, edge-of-your-seat experience of 

No Reply Fun. You send a witty message, complete with a perfectly 

timed GIF, and wait. And wait. And wait. Did he see it? Did he 

laugh? Did he accidentally drop his phone in a lake? The 

possibilities are endless, and the suspense is killing you. It’s like 

playing a game where the only prize is more waiting. 

 

When Mr. Sometimes Replies finally gets back to you, it’s 

with a nonchalant, “Hey, sorry, was busy.” Busy? For two days? 

You try to remember what it’s like to be that busy and come up 

blank. “No worries!” you type cheerfully while internally 

wondering if he’s secretly Batman. 

 

Despite the chatting conundrums, there are moments of 

genuine connection. Like when Mr. Quirky sends you a message 

that makes you laugh out loud in the middle of a crowded café. “If 

you were a superhero, what would your superpower be? Mine 

would be the ability to always find matching socks.” You respond 

with, “I’d have the power to summon glitter on demand. We’d 

make quite the team.” 

 

You also encounter Mr. Deep Conversations, who skips the 

small talk and dives straight into meaningful topics. “What’s your 

biggest dream?” he asks, and you find yourself sharing things 

you’ve never told anyone else. It’s refreshing and a bit terrifying 
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but in a good way. You wonder if this could be something special 

or if he’s just really into philosophy. 

 

In this digital landscape, the line between chatting as a 

hobby and genuine interest can be blurry. But one thing’s for 

sure—each interaction, no matter how brief or bizarre, teaches you 

something about yourself and what you’re looking for. 

 

So, you keep chatting, laughing at the weirdness, and 

embracing the quirks. Because somewhere in this text-based 

adventure, amidst the emojis and GIFs, you just might find 

someone who not only enjoys chatting with you but genuinely 

wants to get to know the person behind the screen. 

 

Until then, happy typing, and may your inbox be filled 

with more laughter than ghosting! 
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Chapter Twenty-Six 
Fun, Fun, Funny Late Night 

Conversations: Knowing Maybe Your First 

and Last Call 

 

Late-night conversations are where the magic happens. 

Or, sometimes, the hilarious disasters. The clock strikes midnight, 
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and suddenly, you’re not just chatting—you’re diving into the deep 

end of quirky, delightful, and occasionally nonsensical banter. It’s 

a world where anything goes, and the night is full of promise, even 

if it's just for one call. 

 

Your phone buzzes with a message from Mr. Midnight 

Rambler. “Hey, you up for a call?” You check the time and, against 

your better judgment, decide that sleep is overrated. After all, how 

often do you get to share a conversation with someone who may 

just be a fantastic night owl or a complete weirdo? 

 

You hit the call button, and after a few rings, you hear his 

voice, slightly gravelly with a hint of amusement. “Hey there. So, 

what’s the weirdest dream you’ve ever had?” 

 

It’s an icebreaker question that sets the tone for the rest of 

the conversation. You recount the time you dreamt you were being 

chased by a giant marshmallow through a city made of graham 

crackers. He laughs and shares his dream about being a superhero 

whose only power is to communicate with squirrels. “You wouldn’t 

believe the things squirrels gossip about,” he chuckles. 

 

As the night progresses, the conversation flows seamlessly 

from one topic to another. You discuss your favorite TV shows, 

debate whether cats or dogs are superior (spoiler: both are 

amazing), and swap embarrassing childhood stories. You confess 

to your irrational fear of garden gnomes, and he admits he once 

got his head stuck in a fence trying to retrieve a Frisbee. 
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Around 2 AM, you both realize you’ve covered everything 

from your favorite pizza toppings to your most awkward high 

school moments. There’s something liberating about the late-night 

ambiance, making you feel like you’re in a cozy bubble of shared 

secrets and spontaneous laughter. 

 

“So, what’s your hidden talent?” he asks, and you reveal 

your ability to recite the alphabet backward while standing on one 

leg. He applauds over the phone and then proceeds to serenade 

you with an impromptu ukulele performance. It’s a little out of 

tune, but his enthusiasm is infectious, and you find yourself 

clapping along. 

 

By 3 AM, the conversation turns a bit philosophical, as 

late-night chats often do. “Do you think we’re destined to meet 

people at certain times in our lives?” he muses, and you ponder the 

question with a sleepy smile. “Maybe,” you reply, “or maybe it’s 

just about being open to new experiences, even if it’s 3 AM and we 

should both be asleep.” 

 

You both laugh, acknowledging the absurdity of your 

current situation. It’s like being in a charming indie movie, where 

the characters have a memorable night that they’ll always look 

back on fondly. 

 

As the clock inches closer to dawn, there’s a shared 

understanding that this might be the first and last call you’ll have. 

But that’s okay because it’s been an adventure in itself. You’ve 

explored the nooks and crannies of each other’s minds, discovered 
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common quirks, and created a little pocket of joy in the middle of 

the night. 

 

“Thanks for the chat,” he says warmly. “It’s been fun, fun, 

funny.” 

 

“Yeah, it really has,” you agree. “Goodnight, or should I say 

good morning?” 

 

You both laugh one last time before hanging up, feeling a 

mix of contentment and sleep-deprived giddiness. You know that 

even if you never speak again, you’ve shared a unique 

moment—one that’s a delightful reminder of the unexpected 

connections life can throw your way. 

 

You drift off to sleep with a smile, knowing that sometimes, 

the best stories come from spontaneous, late-night conversations. 

And who knows? Maybe the next call will be just as magical, or 

maybe it’s time to finally catch up on some much-needed rest. 

Either way, you’re ready for whatever the night or day brings next.  

122 



 

 

 

 

Chapter Twenty-Seven 
Adjusting to Typos: Seeing Him or Her 

as Partners, Not as Shopping Stuff from 

Matrimonial 

 

Navigating the world of matrimonial sites can 

sometimes feel like shopping for a partner on Amazon. You scroll 
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through profiles like you’re browsing for the perfect pair of shoes, 

only to realize that people come with way more quirks than a pair 

of loafers. 

 

You match Mr. Perfect’s Profile. He seems excellent: 

well-educated, loves dogs, and enjoys hiking. But then you start 

chatting, and the typos begin to emerge. At first, they’re small—an 

occasional “their '' instead of “they’re”—but soon, it’s clear he types 

with the grace of a cat on a keyboard. “I enjoy long walks on the 

beach and looking at the moon’s craters with a telephony.” You 

chuckle, picturing him dialing up the moon for a chat. 

 

There’s also Miss. Almost Right. Her profile is impeccable, 

but her messages are a wild ride of autocorrect disasters. “I’m 

really into yoga and meditative practices. Let’s have a calm and 

peaceful evening.” You’re not sure if she’s aiming for peace or 

suggesting an oddly specific activity. You decide to give her the 

benefit of the doubt, imagining a serene evening rather than a trip 

to the bathroom. 

 

As you sift through the profiles, it hits you: these aren’t 

items to be placed in a shopping cart; they’re people with quirks, 

flaws, and, yes, typos. Adjusting your mindset from “shopping” to 

“partnering” is like switching from browsing a catalog to 

understanding that each item has a story. 

 

Take Mr. Outdoorsy, for example. His profile boasts epic 

hiking trips and mountain conquests, but when you meet him, you 

discover his love for nature also includes an impressive bug 
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collection. “Meet Boris,” he says, proudly showing off a 

particularly large beetle. It’s not quite what you expected, but his 

enthusiasm is endearing. 

 

Or consider Ms. Gourmet Chef. Her profile is filled with 

mouth-watering photos of culinary masterpieces. You can imagine 

romantic dinners with exquisite food. Then you meet, and she 

confesses, “I burn toast. Every. Single. Time.” You laugh together, 

realizing that perfect profiles are often sprinkled with 

imperfections. 

 

The more you interact, the more you realize that 

matrimonial sites are less about finding a flawless product and 

more about discovering a person who can laugh with you through 

life’s typos. Like when Mr. Well-Traveled sends you a message 

about his “trip to Spam,” and you’re not sure if he’s been hacked or 

just really loves canned meat. Turns out, he meant “Spain,” and 

you both have a good laugh. 

 

And then there’s Ms. Intellectual, who impresses you with 

her knowledge of obscure philosophers but constantly misspells 

“Nietzsche” as “Kneechee.” It’s endearing and reminds you that 

even the smartest people make mistakes. 

 

Seeing him or her as a partner means embracing these 

quirks and recognizing that behind every typo is a human being, 

not a glitchy product. It’s about finding someone who can laugh 

with you when autocorrect fails and understands that “telephoney” 
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is just one small step in a relationship filled with hilarious 

miscommunications. 

 

So, you adjust your expectations and start to see these 

profiles through a different lens. Mr. Perfect Profile becomes Mr. 

Imperfectly Perfect, and Ms. Almost Right becomes Ms. Almost 

Always Amusing. You stop looking for the flawless match and start 

appreciating the unique individuals behind the screens. 

 

You learn to cherish the late-night conversations filled with 

typos, the shared laughter over silly mistakes, and the moments of 

genuine connection. Because in the end, it’s not about finding 

someone who ticks all the boxes; it’s about finding someone who 

can laugh at life’s little errors and still see the beauty in the chaos. 

 

And who knows? Maybe one day, you’ll look back at these 

typo-filled chats and realize they were the start of something 

wonderfully imperfect. Until then, keep swiping, keep laughing, 

and keep believing that behind every typo is a potential partner 

who’s just as human as you are.  
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Chapter Twenty-Eight 
Surprisingly Enough, You Like Many 

Habits But You’re Unsure 

 

Ah, the delightful conundrum of discovering habits 

you didn’t know you liked—welcome to the rollercoaster of 

romantic uncertainty! It’s like finding a half-eaten box of 
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chocolates in your pantry: intriguing, a bit suspicious, but mostly a 

pleasant surprise. 

 

You start to notice little quirks about Mr. Almost Perfect 

that make you smile. Like how he hums show tunes while cooking. 

Sure, it’s a bit unexpected to hear “The Phantom of the Opera” 

while he’s making spaghetti, but you find yourself charmed by his 

Broadway kitchen performances. You even catch yourself 

humming along, much to your own surprise. 

 

Then there’s Ms. Wonderfully Weird. She has a habit of 

collecting fun socks—each pair more colorful and bizarre than the 

last. You’re talking to her one evening, and she excitedly shows 

you her new socks featuring sloths doing yoga. You think it’s oddly 

adorable. Next thing you know, you’re at the store, eyeing a pair of 

socks with dinosaurs wearing party hats. What is happening to 

you? 

 

Mr. Meticulous is another curious case. He has this habit of 

organizing everything by color, from his books to his wardrobe. 

You visit his apartment, half-expecting it to feel like a scene from a 

minimalist’s Instagram feed. Instead, it’s oddly comforting to see 

his neatly color-coded closet. You find yourself appreciating his 

attention to detail, even if your own closet looks like a tornado hit 

a thrift store. 

 

But then there are moments of doubt. Ms. Super Planner 

insists on planning every date down to the minute. While you 

admire her organization skills, you’re not sure how you feel about 
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having a “Fun Spontaneous Activity” penciled in at 7:15 PM. It’s 

like living in a rom-com directed by a control freak. 

 

Mr. Extreme Sports Enthusiast loves to start his day with a 

5 AM run and a cold shower. You’re impressed by his dedication 

but also slightly terrified. You agree to join him one morning, and 

while he’s effortlessly sprinting ahead, you’re contemplating your 

life choices between gasps for air. Post-run, you brave the cold 

shower, feeling like a survivor on a reality show. “Refreshing, 

right?” he asks, and you nod, teeth chattering, unsure if 

“refreshing” is the right word. 

 

Ms. Fitness Fanatic has a habit of turning every outing into 

a workout opportunity. A casual stroll through the park? Nope, it’s 

now a brisk power walk. A visit to the beach? Time for beach yoga! 

While you admire her energy, you’re also nostalgic for the days 

when a walk was just a walk, and the beach was a place to relax, 

not perfect for your downward dog. 

 

There’s Mr. Gadget Geek, who’s always excited about the 

latest tech. You appreciate his enthusiasm until you’re on a date, 

and he spends more time talking about his new smart toaster than 

engaging with you. “It can make toast and play music!” he 

exclaims. You smile, nodding politely, wondering if you’re 

competing with a kitchen appliance for his attention. 

 

Despite these quirks and habits, you find yourself drawn to 

them. Something is endearing about Ms. Wonderfully Weird’s 

sock collection and Mr. Meticulous’s color-coded life. You enjoy 
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the spontaneous moments of singing show tunes with Mr. Almost 

Perfect, even if you’re not quite ready to commit to daily cold 

showers with Mr. Extreme Sports Enthusiast. 

 

Your feelings swing like a pendulum, from being amused 

and charmed to feeling unsure and bewildered. You question if 

liking someone’s habits is enough to build a relationship. Can you 

handle Ms. Super Planner’s need to schedule everything? Will you 

survive Mr. Gadget Geek’s obsession with smart home devices? 

 

In the end, you realize that everyone has habits—some are 

endearing, some are puzzling, and some are downright strange. 

But it’s these quirks that make people unique and exciting. You 

start to appreciate the mosaic of habits and quirks, seeing them as 

pieces of a giant puzzle rather than deal-breakers. 

 

So, you keep exploring, enjoying the ride of romantic 

uncertainty. You embrace the fun of discovering new habits and 

the challenge of figuring out if they fit into your life. In the grand 

adventure of finding a partner, it’s these little surprises that keep 

things exciting and remind you that love is as much about 

embracing the quirks as it is about finding common ground. 
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Chapter Twenty-Nine 
Do One or Two Meetings Are Enough to 

Say Before “I Do”? 

 

In the whirlwind world of modern dating, the timeline 

from first date to “I do” can sometimes feel like a high-speed train 

ride with very few stops. But seriously, can one or two meetings 

really give you enough insight into a lifetime of marital bliss? 
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Spoiler alert: Probably not, but let’s dive into the hilarity of 

thinking they can. 

 

Picture this: You’ve had two magical dates with Mr. 

Dreamy. The first was an adventurous hike where you bonded over 

a shared fear of snakes and an intense appreciation for granola 

bars. The second was a cozy dinner where you discovered his 

questionable yet charming habit of putting ketchup on everything, 

including his steak. Bold move. 

 

As you sit across from him, contemplating the peculiar 

union of steak and ketchup, he gives you a look that suggests he’s 

ready to whisk you away forever. Your mind races: Do you really 

know him well enough? Sure, he’s cute and brave with his 

condiments, but is that enough? 

 

Then there’s Ms. Absolutely Amazing. You’ve had two 

delightful dates: one at a quirky coffee shop, where she introduced 

you to the wonders of lavender lattes, and another at a karaoke 

bar, where you both butchered “Bohemian Rhapsody” but had the 

time of your lives. She’s fun and spontaneous, and you’re already 

picturing what your wedding hashtag might be. 

#LatteLoveForever, anyone? 

 

But let’s rewind a bit. Two dates mean you’ve seen each 

other in approximately four outfits, heard each other’s best stories, 

and possibly experienced the awkward dance of who pays the bill. 

What you haven’t done is seen each other handle real-life stress, 
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like a flat tire on a rainy day or a Wi-Fi outage during a Netflix 

binge. 

 

Imagine Mr. Dreamy dealing with a spider in the shower. 

Does he calmly relocate it outside, or does he run out screaming, 

wrapped in a towel, demanding you handle the eight-legged 

intruder? And what about Ms. Absolutely Amazing when she’s 

hangry? The answer to these questions is vital, my friend. 

 

Your friends, ever the romantic pragmatists, are no help. 

One says, “You know when you know,” while another insists, “You 

can’t know someone until you’ve traveled with them.” Solid advice, 

but unless you’re planning a spontaneous trip to Paris (not 

advisable before date number three), you’re left wondering if your 

lavender latte soulmate can indeed handle turbulence—both literal 

and metaphorical. 

 

Cue the classic montage of your parents’ generation. They 

might tell you about meeting, courting, and getting engaged over 

three weeks back in the day. But remember, they also didn’t have 

social media profiles to scrutinize or dating apps providing an 

endless parade of potential matches. 

 

You decide to seek the wisdom of the Internet, where 

you’re met with a plethora of opinions ranging from “Love at first 

sight is real!” to “If you haven’t seen them cry, you don’t know 

them.” So which is it? Trust your gut, or wait until you’ve shared at 

least one minor crisis? 

 

134 



Here’s a thought: What if you treat these first two meetings 

as auditions? You’re the casting director in the rom-com of your 

life. Do Mr. Dreamy and Ms. Absolutely Amazing have the range to 

play both the romantic lead and the comic relief? Can they handle 

the dramatic twists and mundane plot points of day-to-day life? 

 

So, before you rush into a Lifetime Movie Channel wedding 

special, maybe it’s worth taking a few more meetings to see how 

they handle life’s less cinematic moments. Like grocery shopping 

on a budget or assembling IKEA furniture without a meltdown. 

You know, the real tests of compatibility. 

 

Ultimately, love is a gamble, whether it’s after two dates or 

two years. But rushing into a lifetime commitment after a couple 

of meet-cutes might be a bit ambitious. So take your time, enjoy 

the ride, and remember that the road to “I do” is best traveled with 

plenty of laughter, shared adventures, and maybe just a few more 

dates.  
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Chapter Thirty 
Tying the Knot: Compression 

 

Ah, the grand spectacle of tying the knot. It’s like the 

climactic scene in a rom-com, except instead of a spontaneous, 

passionate kiss in the rain, it’s more like a high-stakes game of 

Tetris, trying to fit all the pieces together without causing a 

complete meltdown. And by pieces, I mean the ceremony, the 

reception, and, most importantly, the compression of your life into 

one unified, wedded existence. 
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First, there’s the excellent compression of time. You and 

your soon-to-be spouse suddenly have to condense months of 

wedding planning into a few weeks. Your calendar goes from 

looking like a zen garden to a chaotic mess of bridal showers, tux 

fittings, and cake tastings. You find yourself negotiating with 

vendors like a Wall Street broker, all while maintaining the 

illusion that you’re cool, calm, and collected. 

 

Then there’s the compression of space. You’ve spent your 

single life sprawled out in your apartment, but now you’re moving 

in together. Your stuff, their stuff—so much stuff. His collection of 

vintage comic books meets your extensive array of throw pillows. 

And don’t even get me started on the wardrobe situation. 

Suddenly, your walk-in closet feels like a broom cupboard. 

 

One evening, you stand in front of the mirror, holding two 

very different throw pillows—one says “Live, Laugh, Love,” and the 

other is shaped like a giant avocado. You glance at your partner, 

who’s clutching a Spider-Man figurine like it’s a family heirloom. 

Compromise, you remind yourself, is the name of the game. 

 

Speaking of compromise, let’s talk about the guest list 

compression. Combining your families is like merging two rival 

football teams. Aunt Marge insists on inviting her bridge club, 

while Cousin Tony demands a plus-one for his pet iguana. You 

quickly learn that diplomacy is key, as is a well-timed “lost in the 

mail” excuse. 
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And of course, the ultimate compression test: the wedding 

day itself. You’ve crammed every important event into a single, 

whirlwind day. Hair and makeup, first look, ceremony, photos, 

reception, dancing, cake—each moment planned to the second. By 

the end of it, you’re so compressed you feel like a panini press 

victim. 

 

But let’s not forget the emotional compression. The range 

of feelings squeezed into these few months is dizzying. One minute 

you’re blissfully in love, the next you’re arguing over the shade of 

napkins. From tears of joy to tears of “why is this so stressful,” it’s 

a rollercoaster that makes you question if you’re planning a 

wedding or running a marathon. 

 

And yet, amidst all the compression, you find moments of 

hilarious clarity. Like when your partner attempts to master the 

art of tying a bow tie, resulting in a knot that resembles a small 

animal. Or the time you tried to practice your first dance in the 

living room, only to trip over the dog and fall into a fit of giggles. 

 

These compressed moments, while chaotic, bring you 

closer. You learn to laugh at the absurdity, finding humor in the 

small disasters and celebrating the little victories. Because at the 

end of the day, tying the knot isn’t about fitting everything 

perfectly into place; it’s about embracing the mess, the 

imperfections, and the beautifully compressed life you’re creating 

together. 
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So, as you stand at the altar, looking at your partner, 

remember that all the compression in the world can’t squish the 

love and laughter you share. Take a deep breath, enjoy the ride, 

and know that the best part of tying the knot is the journey you’ve 

embarked on together—compressions, complications, and all.  
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Chapter Thirty-One 
Fairy Tale Forever Thinking 

 

Once upon a time in a land far, far away—more like the 

local coffee shop—there lived two starry-eyed romantics who 

dared to dream of their own fairy tale forever. They were 

convinced their love story would rival that of Cinderella and Prince 

Charming, with just a hint of modern-day quirkiness. Welcome to 
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the world of Fairy Tale Forever Thinking, where every mundane 

moment is sprinkled with a touch of magic (and sometimes sheer 

delusion). 

 

Our tale begins with the belief that every day should be an 

Instagram-worthy adventure. Mr. Dreamboat and Ms. Daydream 

have planned romantic picnics, complete with perfectly 

coordinated outfits and a picnic basket from a Pinterest board. 

But, dear readers, reality has a way of laughing in the face of fairy 

tale aspirations. 

 

Picture this: a sunny Saturday afternoon. They spread out 

their checkered blanket, arrange an assortment of artisanal 

cheeses, and pop open a bottle of sparkling water (because they’re 

sophisticated like that). Just as they’re about to take the perfect 

selfie, a gust of wind sends the blanket flying, the cheese rolling, 

and the sparkling water fizzing all over their coordinated outfits. 

Romantic? Hardly. Hilarious? Absolutely. 

 

Then there’s the matter of fairy tale communication. In 

their minds, every conversation is filled with witty banter and 

heartfelt declarations of love. In reality, they’re more likely to 

argue over who left the cap off the toothpaste or why the 

dishwasher wasn’t unloaded. “But darling,” you hear Mr. 

Dreamboat say with a dramatic flourish, “I thought the toothpaste 

fairy would handle it!” Ms. Daydream rolls her eyes, chuckling 

despite herself. 
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In the world of Fairy Tale Forever Thinking, every evening 

is meant to end with a moonlit dance in the backyard, complete 

with twinkling lights and soft music. And indeed, they give it a go. 

On the first attempt, they realize the twinkling lights are still in 

their tangled, post-Christmas state. On the second attempt, the 

music is interrupted by a neighbor’s yapping dog. By the third 

attempt, they’ve settled for dancing in the living room to the hum 

of the fridge, which, to their surprise, is actually kind of romantic. 

 

The fairy tale wardrobe is another myth that’s quickly 

busted. Ms. Daydream imagines herself in flowing gowns and 

delicate slippers, while Mr. Dreamboat sees himself as a dashing 

prince in perfectly tailored suits. Instead, they often find 

themselves in mismatched pajamas and fuzzy slippers, collapsing 

on the couch after a long day. But who knew that binge-watching 

their favorite shows in comfortable loungewear could be so 

enchanting? 

 

And of course, there’s the castle. They dream of a charming 

abode with turrets, a drawbridge, and maybe a moat (for dramatic 

effect). Instead, they live in a cozy apartment with questionable 

plumbing and a neighbor who insists on playing the drums at odd 

hours. Their “castle” is more of a fixer-upper, but it’s filled with 

laughter, love, and the occasional DIY disaster that brings them 

closer together. 

 

In this fairy tale, they discover that happily ever after isn’t 

about perfection. It’s about finding joy in the imperfections and 

humor in the hiccups. They laugh at their grandiose expectations 
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and learn to cherish the little moments—the burnt dinners, the 

lost keys, the mornings when the alarm clock doesn’t go off. 

 

So, dear readers, if you ever find yourself caught in the trap 

of Fairy Tale Forever Thinking, remember this: real love isn’t 

about perfectly curated moments. It’s about a messy, 

unpredictable, wonderfully imperfect life shared with someone 

who makes you laugh, even when the picnic is a disaster or the 

toothpaste cap is lost again. 

 

Embrace the hilarity, cherish the imperfections, and write 

your fairy tale, one wonderfully flawed chapter at a time. Because 

in the end, the best fairy tales are the ones that make you laugh, 

love, and live happily ever after—one imperfect, magical moment 

at a time.  
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Chapter Thirty-Two 
Is He Mr. Prince or Ms. Princess in My 

Fairy Tale Forever Thinking? 

 

Let’s delve deeper into the whimsical world of Fairy Tale 

Forever Thinking; the next logical question emerges: Is he my 

Prince Charming, or is she my Princess Perfect? This chapter is 

dedicated to the hilariously convoluted process of figuring out if 
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your real-life partner fits into the magical mold you’ve dreamt up 

in your head. 

 

In your fairy tale, Mr. Prince is supposed to wake you up 

with a kiss, right? But in reality, he’s more likely to wake you up 

with his snores or the sound of him tripping over the laundry 

basket he “forgot” to put away. One morning, he tries to surprise 

you with breakfast in bed. You open your eyes to see him standing 

there, triumphant, holding a slightly charred piece of toast and a 

cup of lukewarm coffee. “For my princess,” he says, beaming. It’s 

not exactly the royal feast you imagined, but the effort is 

endearing. 

 

Meanwhile, you envision Ms. Princess as someone who 

gracefully floats through the house, leaving a trail of sparkles and 

fresh-baked cookies in her wake. Instead, she’s juggling work calls, 

a yoga session, and a very vocal cat demanding attention. One 

evening, she decides to make dinner, channeling her inner Julia 

Child. The kitchen quickly becomes a battlefield of flour, vegetable 

peels, and the occasional curse word as she battles a stubborn 

recipe. The result? A slightly overcooked but surprisingly tasty 

meal and a lot of laughter. 

 

In the fairy tale, Mr. Prince is always impeccably dressed, 

ready to sweep you off your feet at a moment’s notice. Reality 

check: he often lounges in sweatpants that have seen better days, 

with a penchant for mismatched socks. But he does have his 

princely moments, like when he takes you out on a surprise date, 

dressed to the nines, and makes you feel like the belle of the 

ball—even if it’s just at your favorite local diner. 
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Ms. Princess, on the other hand, is supposed to be 

effortlessly beautiful, with perfect hair and flawless makeup. But 

let’s be real: she’s stunning in her own way, even with a messy bun 

and no makeup. She has a way of making mundane moments 

magical, like turning a rainy day into an opportunity for a cozy 

movie marathon. You realize that true beauty lies in these genuine, 

unguarded moments. 

 

Then there are the fairy tale adventures. Mr. Prince is 

supposed to slay dragons and embark on epic quests. Instead, he 

conquers the clogged sink and braves the horrors of assembling 

flat-pack furniture. You can’t help but laugh as he triumphantly 

holds up a successfully assembled bookshelf, beaming like he’s just 

won a battle. 

 

Ms. Princess’s adventures are a bit more grounded. She 

doesn’t wait in a tower; she tackles everyday challenges with grace 

and humor. Whether it’s dealing with a particularly tricky work 

project or navigating the chaos of a holiday family gathering, she 

handles it all with a smile and an occasional eye roll. Her ability to 

keep things light and fun, even in stressful situations, is nothing 

short of magical. 

 

And then there’s the ultimate test: the shared fairy tale 

dream. In your ideal world, you both dream of the same happily 

ever after. But what if your visions don’t quite align? Maybe Mr. 

Prince dreams of a quiet cottage in the countryside, while you see 

yourself in a bustling city penthouse. Or perhaps Ms. Princess 
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envisions a life filled with travel and adventure, while you crave 

stability and routine. 

 

The beauty of it all is that fairy tales can be flexible. Your 

Mr. Prince might not always be gallant, and your Ms. Princess 

might not always be graceful, but together you create a story that’s 

uniquely yours. You learn to blend your dreams, finding a middle 

ground that’s better than any fairy tale you could have imagined. 

 

So, is he your Prince Charming or is she your Princess 

Perfect? The answer is: who cares? In your fairy tale, you’re both 

perfectly imperfect, finding joy in the mundane and laughter in the 

chaos. You realize that true love isn’t about fitting into a fairy tale 

mold but about writing your own story, one filled with humor, 

love, and a lot of happy, imperfect moments. 

 

In the end, the best fairy tales are the ones where you and 

your partner embrace the quirks, laugh at the mishaps, and live 

happily ever after, one hilarious chapter at a time.  
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Chapter Thirty-Three 
Who is My Right Fit: Such a 

Composition of H Plus Two O 

 

 

Ah, the elusive quest for the perfect partner—a search 

so intricate it feels like a high school chemistry experiment gone 

wrong. In our whimsical world of Fairy Tale Forever Thinking, 
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finding the right fit is akin to discovering the ideal composition of 

H₂O: simple in theory but oh-so-complicated in practice. 

 

Imagine you’re in your lab, mixing and matching different 

elements to find that perfect combination. You start with Mr. H, 

who’s charming and funny but has a tendency to leave dirty dishes 

in the sink like he’s starting a modern art installation. Next, you 

add Ms. O, who’s organized and punctual but has an alarming 

attachment to her twelve cats. Alone, they’re each missing 

something. Together? Well, they’re still missing something. 

 

Your friends and family are like the well-meaning but 

slightly clueless lab assistants, each offering their suggestions. 

“Have you tried online dating?” they ask as if you haven’t already 

swiped right so many times your thumb has developed its bicep. 

“What about speed dating?” another suggests, because clearly, you 

needed the romantic equivalent of a microwave meal: quick and 

often disappointing. 

 

So you dive into the dating pool, armed with your 

metaphorical test tubes and safety goggles. You meet Mr. 

Hydrogen—bubbly, light, and always upbeat. But while he’s fun in 

small doses, too much time with him leaves you feeling like you’ve 

inhaled helium: dizzy and out of breath. Then there’s Ms. Oxygen, 

who’s steady and reliable but tends to be a bit, well, breathless. 

She’s the type who needs constant reassurance that she’s the most 

critical element in your life. 
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You try combining Mr. H and Ms. O in various 

configurations, hoping for that magical reaction. Maybe Mr. H₃O? 

That’s like trying to balance a chemistry equation with a joke that 

just won’t land. Or Ms. H₂O₂? Oops, you’ve just created hydrogen 

peroxide—great for cleaning wounds not so great for romance. 

 

But here’s the kicker: the right fit isn’t about a perfect 

formula. It’s about finding someone whose quirks complement 

your own. So, you start to appreciate the elements that really 

matter: shared laughter, mutual respect, and the ability to 

navigate life’s spills and thrills together. You realize that while Mr. 

H might never remember to put the toilet seat down, he’s also the 

first to make you laugh when you’ve had a bad day. And while Ms. 

O might be a little too fond of her feline friends, she’s also the one 

who’ll stay up all night talking with you about your wildest dreams 

and silliest fears. 

 

In the end, you discover that love is less about a perfect 

composition and more about a balanced reaction. It’s about 

creating a solution where both elements feel valued and 

understood. You don’t need Mr. Perfect or Ms. Ideal; you need 

someone who can be your partner in crime, your co-conspirator in 

life’s grand (and sometimes messy) experiment. 

 

So, embrace the chemistry of love with all its delightful 

unpredictability. Remember that even water, the most 

straightforward and most essential compound, is just a bunch of 

molecules holding hands and getting along. And if you find 

someone who makes your heart bubble, who’s willing to mix it up 
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and laugh at the inevitable spills, then congratulations—you’ve 

found your perfect H₂O. 

 

Because in the grand lab of love, the right fit is less about 

precise measurements and more about the joy of the experiment. 

So mix, match, and enjoy the reactions, knowing that your fairy 

tale forever is as unique and wonderful as the elements that make 

it up.  
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Chapter Thirty-Four  
Following the Right Steps of the 

Elemental Pathway as Navigated Through 

Culture 

 

In the grand pursuit of love, there’s always the cultural 

roadmap to follow, like a quirky GPS that speaks in fortune cookie 
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wisdom. Every family has its own set of traditions, customs, and 

downright peculiar rituals that they swear by. Navigating these can 

feel like you’re in a giant game of cultural hopscotch, trying not to 

step on any cracks lest you unleash a wave of disappointed 

relatives. 

 

First, there’s the family introduction, an event so loaded 

with expectations it makes meeting the Queen seem like a casual 

brunch. Your family insists that the right partner will charm their 

way into their hearts with a single glance. What they don’t tell you 

is that Grandma expects your Mr. or Ms. Right to know the exact 

recipe for her secret meatball sauce, while Uncle Bob will quiz 

them on obscure sports trivia. 

 

Then, there’s the traditional holiday gauntlet. Picture this: 

you’re at Thanksgiving, and your partner is handed a turkey leg 

and a carving knife like it’s Excalibur. “This,” you whisper, “is a 

test.” They look at you, eyes wide, as if to say, “Why didn’t you 

warn me about the ceremonial poultry dissection?” Meanwhile, 

you’re silently praying they don’t accidentally launch the turkey 

across the room. 

 

In some cultures, matchmaking ceremonies are a thing. 

You attend one, curious and slightly terrified. It’s like speed dating 

but with added pressure from Aunties who keep pinching your 

cheeks and whispering, “Such a nice girl/boy, why are you still 

single?” You want to reply, “Because your cheek-pinching is a little 

aggressive, Auntie!” but you smile politely instead. 
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Of course, there’s the dance of the relationship milestones. 

In the cultural playbook, there are specific steps to follow: meet 

the parents, survive the holidays, attend at least three weddings 

together without bolting. Each step is like a level in a video game. 

“Level One: Survive Aunt Linda’s probing questions about your 

five-year plan.” It’s only funny when you picture the soundtrack to 

Mario Kart playing in the background. 

 

Then, there are the unspoken rules about public displays of 

affection. Your family’s stance is, shall we say, conservative. A 

quick peck on the cheek is okay, but anything more, and you’ll get 

the Look. You know the one. It’s the same look your mother gave 

you when you brought home a report card with less-than-stellar 

grades. So you master the art of covert hand-holding and sneaky 

kisses, making your relationship feel like a clandestine operation. 

 

And let’s not forget the food. Oh, the food! Every culture 

has its own culinary expectations. Your partner bravely tries every 

dish, from the spicy curry that makes their eyes water to the 

mystery casserole that no one really knows the ingredients of but 

eats out of tradition. They smile through it all, even when the 

family insists they need a third helping. “Eat, eat! You’re too 

skinny!” 

 

Then there’s the ultimate cultural obstacle course: the 

wedding. Planning it involves navigating a minefield of traditions, 

superstitions, and well-meaning but overzealous relatives. “You 

must get married in June,” one relative insists. “No, it must be 

September!” another counters. You feel like you’re planning an 

event for the United Nations rather than your own special day. 
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But amidst all these cultural hurdles, you find joy and 

humor. You laugh at the absurdity of it all, like when your partner 

mistakes a ceremonial dance for an aerobics routine and starts 

doing jumping jacks. Or when they mispronounce a family 

blessing, turning it into a hilarious but endearing faux pas. 

 

In the end, you realize that navigating the cultural pathway 

isn’t about following every rule to the letter. It’s about blending 

your traditions with your partner’s quirks, creating a unique 

mosaic of love and laughter. You learn to appreciate the journey, 

with all its detours and delightful missteps. 

 

So, follow the cultural roadmap, but don’t be afraid to take 

the scenic route. Embrace the chaos, laugh at the mishaps, and 

remember that the best love stories are the ones that blend 

tradition with a healthy dose of humor. After all, it’s the 

unexpected moments that make the journey worth it, turning your 

fairy tale into a wonderfully imperfect adventure.  
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Chapter Thirty-Five 
Is My Prince Charming or Princess 

Bringing Me Flowers Like Other Fairy 

Tales? 

 

Ah, flowers—the quintessential romantic gesture, the 

go-to move of every fairy tale prince and princess. But in our 
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delightfully unpredictable real world, the tradition of bringing 

flowers can take some unexpected (and hilarious) turns. 

 

Picture this: You’re envisioning a scene straight out of a 

Disney movie. Your partner strides through the door, a bouquet of 

fresh roses in hand, the scent of romance filling the air. But 

reality? It’s a little more…creative. 

 

Mr. Prince Charming decides to surprise you with flowers. 

He dashes into the nearest grocery store on his way home, 

grabbing the last bunch of slightly wilted daisies on sale. By the 

time he arrives, they’ve seen better days, but the look on his face is 

pure triumph. “For you, my love,” he says, presenting them like 

he’s just won the floral Olympics. You accept them with a smile, 

thinking it’s the thought that counts—and hoping your vase has a 

good filter. 

 

Meanwhile, Ms. Princess has her own take on floral 

romance. She’s a bit of a free spirit, so instead of the traditional 

bouquet, she crafts a “wildflower arrangement” she picked herself. 

The result is a curious mix of dandelions, clover, and what might 

be a weed but has a certain rustic charm. “Isn’t it unique?” she 

beams. You can’t help but laugh, appreciating the effort and the 

wild adventure that led to this botanical masterpiece. 

 

Then there are the practical partners who think outside the 

vase. Mr. Prince decides that flowers are too cliché. He shows up 

with a potted cactus instead. “It’s low maintenance, just like our 

love,” he jokes. You stare at the spiky plant, wondering if it’s a 
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metaphor for his sometimes prickly personality. But hey, it’s the 

longest-lasting “flower” you’ve ever received. 

 

Ms. Princess, always one for breaking conventions, opts for 

something entirely different. One day, she bursts through the door 

with a bundle of fresh herbs. “I know you love cooking, so I 

brought you a bouquet of basil, rosemary, and thyme!” she 

announces proudly. You can’t decide whether to make a romantic 

dinner or laugh at the absurdity of your new “floral” arrangement. 

 

Of course, there are those partners who get a bit mixed up 

in their romantic endeavors. Mr. Prince once tried to order a 

dozen roses online. A mix-up with the delivery service means you 

end up with twelve packets of rose-flavored tea instead. “It’s the 

thought that counts, right?” he says sheepishly. You laugh and 

brew a cup, toasting to his well-intentioned but misguided effort. 

 

Ms. Princess decides to surprise you with a grand romantic 

gesture: a flower subscription service. Every month, a new 

bouquet arrives, each more exotic and puzzling than the last. You 

quickly learn to identify blooms you’ve never heard of, like the 

“Flamingo Flower” and “Monkey Orchid.” Your home starts to 

resemble a botanical garden, and you both take up the hobby of 

learning the Latin names of each plant, turning it into a fun and 

quirky tradition. 

 

In your quest for fairy tale romance, you discover that the 

true magic lies in the imperfections and the unexpected moments. 

Whether it’s a slightly wilted bouquet or a cactus with character, 
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it’s the intention and the shared laughter that make the gesture 

unique. 

 

So, no, your Prince Charming or Princess might not always 

bring you flowers like in the storybooks. Sometimes, they bring 

you a cactus, a bundle of herbs, or a quirky mix of wildflowers. 

And that’s perfectly okay. Because, in the end, it’s the love, humor, 

and thought behind the gesture that genuinely matter. 

 

Embrace the unexpected, laugh at the mishaps, and 

cherish the unique ways your partner shows their love. After all, in 

your very own fairy tale, the best flowers are the ones that come 

with a story—and a good laugh.  
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Chapter Thirty-Six 
Playing with Each Other via Thoughts 

 

Ah, the unspoken connection—those moments when 

you and your partner seem to communicate telepathically, 

understanding each other's thoughts without a single word. Or at 

least, that’s how it’s supposed to work. In reality, it’s more like a 

comedic game of mental charades. 
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Imagine a quiet evening at home. You’re both sprawled on 

the couch, absorbed in your respective books. Suddenly, you have 

a craving for ice cream. You glance over at your partner, willing 

them to understand your desire through sheer mental force. “Ice 

cream,” you think. “I want ice cream.” Your partner looks up, 

meets your gaze, and smiles. Success? Hardly. They say, “You’re 

right, it’s getting a bit chilly. Let’s grab a blanket.” 

 

Okay, so telepathy isn’t your strong suit. You decide to give 

it another go. You’re at a party, and you’ve just had a rather 

awkward conversation with someone whose name you’ve already 

forgotten. You catch your partner’s eye from across the room, 

thinking, “Save me!” They raise their glass in a toast. You try 

again, widening your eyes in a desperate plea. Your partner grins 

and gives you a thumbs-up. Clearly, they think you’re thriving in 

the conversation. You finally resort to exaggerated yawning and 

mime that you need to leave. “Oh,” they finally say, coming to your 

rescue. “We should head out. You look exhausted!” 

 

But sometimes, the mental games do work, just not in the 

way you expect. One day, you’re both sitting in a boring meeting. 

You’re doodling in your notebook, thinking about how you’d 

rather be anywhere else. You glance at your partner and catch 

them suppressing a laugh. After the meeting, they say, “I knew 

exactly what you were thinking—you had that ‘daydreaming about 

pizza’ look.” Turns out, you both were picturing the same cheesy 

escape. 
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Then there are those moments when your thoughts sync up 

perfectly, but in the most unexpected ways. You’re watching a 

movie together, and a character says something completely 

absurd. You both burst out laughing at the same time. “I was just 

thinking how ridiculous that was!” you say, and your partner nods. 

“Me too!” It’s a small victory, but it feels like you’ve won the 

mental lottery. 

 

And let’s not forget the playful mental sparring matches. 

You’re at a restaurant, deciding what to order. You’re craving the 

spaghetti, but you know your partner wants to share the pizza. You 

lock eyes, and the mental battle begins. “Spaghetti,” you think, 

narrowing your eyes. “Pizza,” they counter, squinting back. After a 

silent but intense showdown, you both burst out laughing and 

compromise on both dishes. The waiter looks confused as you 

order, but you both know you’ve just had a telepathic negotiation. 

 

Sometimes, you use your mental connection for pranks. 

You’re at a family gathering, and you catch your partner’s eye, 

thinking, “Let’s play the ‘guess what they’re talking about’ game.” 

They nod subtly, and you both start silently making up ridiculous 

backstories for your relatives. “Aunt Marge is definitely discussing 

her secret life as a spy,” you think, and your partner stifles a laugh. 

Later, you share your made-up stories and laugh until your sides 

hurt. 

 

Even in the mundane moments, your mental games bring a 

sense of fun and intimacy to your relationship. You’re doing chores 

together, and you glance at your partner, thinking, “Bet you can’t 

fold that laundry faster than me.” They smirk, as if hearing your 
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challenge, and suddenly it’s a race to see who can finish first. It’s 

these little mental games that keep things exciting and playful. 

 

So, while telepathy might not be your superpower, the joy 

is in the attempt and the laughter it brings. Embrace the missed 

signals, the shared thoughts, and the playful pranks. Because in 

your love story, it’s not about perfect communication—it’s about 

the fun you have trying to read each other’s minds, one hilarious 

thought at a time.  
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Chapter Thirty-Seven 
The Great Laundry Battle: When 

Domestic Duties Turn into Olympic Events 

 

Ah, the humble household chore—a necessary evil that 

no one enjoys, but everyone must endure. But in a truly special 

relationship, even these mundane tasks can be transformed into 

hilarious, competitive adventures. Enter the Great Laundry Battle. 
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It all begins on a lazy Saturday afternoon. You and your 

partner stare at the towering pile of laundry that’s threatening to 

overthrow your closet. “We need to tackle this,” you say with a 

sigh. Your partner nods in solemn agreement, but then a 

mischievous glint appears in their eye. “How about we make it 

interesting?” 

 

You raise an eyebrow. “Interesting how?” 

 

“Laundry Olympics!” they announce. And just like that, a 

tedious chore becomes a battle of wits, speed, and creativity. 

 

Event 1: The Sock Sorting Sprint 

The rules are simple: sort and match as many pairs of 

socks as you can in one minute. The timer starts, and you both 

dive into the mountain of mismatched socks like contestants on a 

game show. Socks are flying, the room is a blur of colors, and 

you’re both laughing hysterically as you try to beat the clock. When 

the timer dings, you triumphantly hold up your neat pile of 

pairs—only to realize half of them are still mismatched. Your 

partner grins and points out that their pile, while smaller, is 

perfectly matched. Round one goes to them. 

 

Event 2: The Folding Freestyle 

Next up is folding the laundry but with a twist. Each item 

must be folded in the most creative way possible. Your partner 

starts with a T-shirt, folding it into what can only be described as a 
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work of origami art. Not to be outdone, you attempt to fold a pair 

of jeans into the shape of a swan. The result looks more like a 

lumpy duck, but the effort is there. You both crack up at the 

absurdity of your creations, awarding points for creativity and 

humor. By the end, your living room looks like a display of 

abstract laundry sculptures. 

 

Event 3: The Ironing Ironman 

For the final event, you decide to tackle the dreaded 

ironing. The challenge? Iron a shirt perfectly while keeping up a 

steady stream of ridiculous banter. “Did you hear about the shirt 

that went to the comedy club?” your partner asks as they glide the 

iron over a wrinkled sleeve. “No, what happened?” you reply, 

trying not to scorch your shirt. “It got all pressed up!” They deliver 

the punchline with a flourish, and you both dissolve into laughter. 

The competition heats up—literally—as you try to outdo each other 

with bad ironing puns and jokes. 

 

By the end of the Great Laundry Battle, you’re both 

exhausted but exhilarated. The laundry is (mostly) done, but more 

importantly, you’ve turned a tedious task into a memorable, 

laughter-filled afternoon. You collapse onto the couch, high-fiving 

each other for your heroic efforts. 

 

As you sit there, basking in the glory of your domestic 

achievements, you realize that it’s not about who won or lost. It’s 

about the fun you had together, making the best out of a boring 

chore. You’ve taken something mundane and turned it into an epic 

166 



adventure, proving once again that with the right person, even 

laundry can be a source of joy and laughter. 

 

So, here’s to the Great Laundry Battle and all the other 

everyday tasks that become extraordinary when shared with 

someone you love. Because in the end, it’s the little moments of 

silliness and fun that make the journey together so unique.  
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Chapter Thirty-Eight 
Miss Right: Because Settling for 'Miss 

Always Left' Was Never an Option 

 

Finding Miss Right is a journey filled with twists, turns, 

and a fair share of hilarity. After all, settling for 'Miss Always Left' 

just means you’ll be eternally lost, wandering in circles, and 

constantly asking for directions. 

 

Let’s take a look at your adventure, shall we? 
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First, there’s Miss Always Left. She’s a charming character 

with a penchant for indecisiveness that rivals a squirrel trying to 

choose which tree to climb. You meet for dinner, and the 

conversation goes something like this: 

 

“So, what are you thinking of ordering?” you ask, menu in 

hand. 

 

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe the chicken… or the pasta… or 

maybe the salad?” she replies, eyes darting over the options like 

she’s defusing a bomb. Twenty minutes later, she’s still undecided, 

and you’re seriously considering flipping a coin. 

 

On your second date, she suggests a movie. You arrive at 

the theater and face the ultimate decision: which film to watch. 

Miss Always Left is torn between the latest rom-com and a sci-fi 

thriller. “You choose,” she says with a smile, but you know better. 

It’s a trap. After a lengthy debate, you settle on a documentary 

about the history of the rubber band. Riveting stuff. 

 

Then there’s the time you go hiking. “Let’s take the left 

trail,” she suggests. You embark on what was supposed to be a 

scenic two-hour hike. Four hours later, you’re hopelessly lost, 

surrounded by nothing but trees and the faint sound of banjos. 

Miss Always Left insists she knows the way, but her confidence 

wanes with every wrong turn. Eventually, you find your way back, 

but not before making a mental note to pack extra snacks next 

time. 
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After several dates filled with indecision and misdirection, 

you start to wonder if Miss Always Left is really the one. Sure, 

she’s fun and unpredictable, but you can’t help but crave a little 

more stability—a partner who can make a decision and stick to it. 

 

Enter Miss Right. She’s a breath of fresh air, with a decisive 

nature that’s both refreshing and slightly intimidating. On your 

first date, she knows exactly what she wants to order. “I’ll have the 

steak, medium rare, with a side of garlic mashed potatoes,” she 

says confidently. You follow her lead and find yourself enjoying 

the best meal you’ve had in ages. 

 

Miss Right is no stranger to adventure, either. She suggests 

a weekend road trip, and within minutes, she’s mapped out the 

route, booked the hotels, and planned the activities. “I hope you 

like zip-lining,” she says with a grin. You do, as it turns out, and 

the weekend is filled with adrenaline and laughter. 

 

One evening, you’re both curled up on the couch, debating 

what to watch on TV. Miss Right quickly narrows it down to two 

options: a comedy special or a classic action movie. “Let’s watch 

the comedy,” she decides, and you spend the next hour laughing 

until your sides hurt. There’s no second-guessing, no 

back-and-forth—just a shared decision and a good time. 

 

With Miss Right, even the mundane becomes 

extraordinary. Grocery shopping? Efficient and fun. Planning a 

vacation? Seamless and exciting. Choosing a restaurant? Decided 

within minutes, with no endless scrolling through reviews. 
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Of course, Miss Right isn’t perfect—no one is. There are 

times when her decisiveness can be a bit overwhelming, like when 

she plans a jam-packed itinerary for a weekend getaway and you 

just want to relax. But these moments are few and far between, 

and her confidence and clarity are qualities you’ve come to 

appreciate deeply. 

 

As you navigate this new relationship, you realize that Miss 

Right isn’t just about making the right choices—it’s about feeling 

right together. There’s a harmony, a balance that makes every day 

an adventure worth taking. 

 

So, here’s to Miss Right. Because settling for ‘Miss Always 

Left’ would mean a lifetime of second-guessing, missed turns, and 

endless debates over what to have for dinner. With Miss Right, 

you’re on the path to shared laughter, mutual decisions, and a 

partnership that just feels… Well, right. 

 

In the grand quest for love, finding Miss Right is less about 

perfection and more about connection. And with her by your side, 

you’re ready to face whatever hilarious, unpredictable adventures 

come your way.  
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Chapter Thirty-Nine  
Miss Right: Because Settling for 'Miss 

Always Left' Was Never an Option 

(Continued) 

 

It’s not just the big decisions that highlight the 

difference between Miss Always Left and Miss Right. It’s the little 

moments, the everyday interactions, that make you realize you’ve 

finally found someone who truly gets you. 
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Take grocery shopping, for instance. With Miss Always 

Left, every trip was an exercise in patience. “Do we need more 

milk?” she’d ask, staring at the dairy aisle as if it held the secrets of 

the universe. “Maybe we should get almond milk instead. Or oat 

milk. What do you think?” 

 

Miss Right, on the other hand, is a shopping ninja. “We 

need milk,” she says, grabbing a carton with the precision of a 

seasoned pro. “And let’s get some almond milk too, just in case.” 

Five minutes later, your cart is filled with exactly what you need, 

and you’re already on your way to the checkout. 

 

Then there are the Saturday mornings. With Miss Always 

Left, your plans were always up in the air. “What do you want to 

do today?” you’d ask, hoping for a clear answer. “I don’t know,” 

she replied. “What do you want to do?” This back-and-forth could 

go on for hours, leaving you both frustrated and still undecided. 

 

With Miss Right, Saturday mornings are a breeze. “Let’s go 

to that new brunch place downtown,” she suggests, pulling up the 

menu on her phone. “They have amazing avocado toast.” You 

agree, and before you know it, you’re enjoying a delicious meal, 

followed by a leisurely stroll through the farmers market. No 

endless deliberation, just a perfectly planned day. 

 

Even your hobbies align in unexpected ways. Miss Always 

Left was always game for trying new things, but her enthusiasm 

often led to a scattered approach. One week, she’d be obsessed 

with painting, the next with learning French. Your apartment 
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quickly filled with half-finished canvases and language books 

collecting dust. 

 

Miss Right, however, has a knack for balance. She 

encourages your love of hiking while introducing you to her 

passion for photography. Together, you explore scenic trails, 

capturing stunning landscapes and candid moments along the 

way. Her focused approach helps you both grow in your interests 

without feeling overwhelmed. 

 

There are also those priceless moments of spontaneous fun 

that make you appreciate Miss Right even more. One evening, 

you’re both sitting on the couch, scrolling through your phones. 

Out of nowhere, she suggests a dance party. “Let’s play our favorite 

songs and dance like no one’s watching!” she exclaims. Before you 

know it, your living room is transformed into a dance floor, and 

you’re both laughing and twirling to the beat. 

 

And let’s not forget the times when life throws a curveball. 

With Miss Always Left, these moments often turned into minor 

crises. “The washing machine’s broken!” she’d announce, her voice 

tinged with panic. “What do we do?” 

 

Miss Right, however, handles such situations with grace 

and humor. “Looks like we’re going to the laundromat!” she says, 

grabbing a bag of quarters. At the laundromat, she turns what 

could be a tedious chore into a mini adventure, complete with 

snacks and people-watching. By the time the laundry is done, 
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you’ve shared countless laughs and created yet another 

unforgettable memory. 

 

Of course, every relationship has its ups and downs, and 

Miss Right is no exception. There are times when her decisiveness 

can feel a bit overwhelming, like when she plans a full day of 

activities, and you’re just hoping for some downtime. But these 

moments are rare, and her confidence and clarity are qualities 

you’ve come to appreciate deeply. 

 

While you navigate this new relationship, you realize that 

Miss Right isn’t just about making the right choices—it’s about 

feeling right together. There’s a harmony, a balance that makes 

every day an adventure worth taking. She brings out the best in 

you, and you do the same for her. 

 

In the end, finding Miss Right isn’t about perfection. It’s 

about connection, laughter, and the joy of sharing life’s 

moments—both big and small—with someone who understands 

and complements you. So here’s to Miss Right, the partner who 

turns indecision into clarity, chaos into fun, and everyday life into 

a delightful adventure. Because with her by your side, you’re ready 

to face whatever hilarious, unpredictable adventures come your 

way.  
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Chapter Forty 
Mr. Right May Come Along, but Until 

Then, I’m Perfectly Happy with Mr. Netflix 

and Mr. Chocolate 

 

There’s a certain charm to a single life, a freedom to 

indulge in the little luxuries that make solitude feel less like 

loneliness and more like a blissful retreat. Enter my faithful 

companions: Mr. Netflix and Mr. Chocolate. They may not have 

the suave looks of a Hollywood star or the poetic charm of a 

Shakespearean hero, but they sure know how to make a girl feel 

special. 
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Let’s start with Mr. Netflix. He’s the perfect date—always 

available, never late, and utterly content with whatever you want 

to watch. Action movies? He’s game. Romantic comedy? He’s got 

dozens. Cheesy horror flick from the 80s? Absolutely, and he’ll 

even suggest a sequel. Best of all, Mr. Netflix doesn’t judge your 

viewing choices. Whether you’re binging on reality TV or 

re-watching that one episode of Friends for the hundredth time, 

he’s right there with you, no questions asked. 

 

It’s Saturday night, and you’re snuggled up on the couch in 

your comfiest pajamas, ready for a marathon. “Tonight,” you 

declare, “we’re diving into a true crime documentary.” Mr. Netflix 

obliges, bringing forth a selection so vast you could solve a 

hundred mysteries before dawn. As the hours tick by, you find 

yourself shouting at the screen, completely engrossed in the 

whodunits. The best part? Mr. Netflix doesn’t complain when you 

pause to grab snacks or rewind to catch a missed clue. He’s 

patient, understanding, and always ready to pick up where you left 

off. 

 

Then there’s Mr. Chocolate. He’s a bit more indulgent, the 

sweet seducer of your taste buds. Dark, milk, white—Mr. 

Chocolate comes in many forms, each more irresistible than the 

last. He’s there for you during the highs and lows, ready to offer 

comfort with every bite. Bad day at work? Mr. Chocolate has a 

solution. Celebrating a small victory? He’s the perfect companion 

for that, too. 
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Imagine this: you’re halfway through a romantic drama on 

Netflix, and the tension is building. It’s that pivotal moment when 

the lead characters are about to confess their undying love, but of 

course, obstacles abound. Just then, Mr. Chocolate makes his 

entrance, and suddenly, everything is better. You unwrap a bar of 

your favorite dark chocolate, savoring the rich, velvety taste. It’s 

like a warm hug but for your mouth. 

 

Together, Mr. Netflix and Mr. Chocolate make for an 

unbeatable duo. They’re the dynamic pair that turns a solitary 

evening into a cozy, delightful experience. Who needs a candlelit 

dinner when you can have a blanket fort, a streaming service, and 

a box of truffles? As you drift off to sleep, the credits rolling on 

another episode, you realize that these simple pleasures are what 

make life sweet. 

 

Now, don’t get me wrong. Mr. Right may indeed come 

along one day, sweeping you off your feet with grand gestures and 

whispered sweet nothings. But until then, you’re more than 

content with the reliable companionship of Mr. Netflix and Mr. 

Chocolate. They’ve seen you at your best and your worst, and 

they’ve never asked for anything in return (except maybe a 

monthly subscription fee and a trip to the grocery store). 

 

One evening, your friends invite you out to a fancy 

restaurant, hoping to introduce you to a potential Mr. Right. You 

politely decline, explaining that you have a prior engagement. As 

they head off, slightly puzzled, you settle back onto the couch, your 

loyal companions by your side. “Tonight,” you announce, “we’re 
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going to watch that new sci-fi series and enjoy a selection of 

gourmet chocolates.” 

 

While the opening credits roll, you can’t help but smile. 

Sure, Mr. Right may be out there somewhere, navigating his own 

Netflix queues and chocolate cravings. But for now, you’re thrilled 

with your current arrangement. After all, these two gents 

understand your needs in a way no human ever could. They’re 

consistent, comforting, and always there when you need them. 

 

So, here’s to Mr. Netflix and Mr. Chocolate—the ultimate 

tag team of single life. They may not be able to take you dancing or 

whisper sweet nothings, but they’ve mastered the art of cozy 

companionship. And who knows? Maybe one day, Mr. Right will 

join the party. Until then, you’ve got all the company you need for 

those late-night marathons and chocolate-fueled adventures.  
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Chapter Forty-One 
Mr. Right Doesn’t Exist, but Mr. Right 

Now is Currently Holding the Remote 

 

Ah, the elusive Mr. Right. He’s the unicorn of the 

dating world, the perfect blend of charm, wit, and stability. But 

let’s be real: waiting for Mr. Right can feel like waiting for a cab 

during a downpour—frustrating, endless, and eventually you just 
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hop on the nearest bus. Enter Mr. Right Now. He’s not perfect, but 

he’s here, he’s real, and he’s got his finger on the remote. 

 

It’s a Friday night, and after a long week, you’re ready for 

some well-deserved relaxation. Mr. Right Now is lounging on your 

couch, a bag of chips in hand, and an air of easy-going confidence. 

Sure, he might not be the guy you imagine strolling down the aisle 

with, but he’s perfect for tonight. 

 

“Let’s watch a movie,” you suggest, eyeing the remote like 

it’s the last piece of chocolate. 

 

“What genre?” he asks, scrolling through the endless 

options on Netflix. 

 

You think for a moment. “How about a romantic comedy?” 

It’s a safe choice—light, funny, with just a touch of romance to 

keep things interesting. 

 

“Sure,” he says, selecting a title. “But I get to pick the next 

one. Maybe an action thriller?” 

 

Deal. As the movie starts, you settle into the couch, 

comfortably close. Mr. Right Now isn’t the kind to agonize over 

what to watch. He’s decisive, quick to pick, and willing to 

compromise. And while he may not be Mr. Right, his easy-going 

nature is a refreshing change. 
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Halfway through the movie, you realize Mr. Right Now has 

some pretty great qualities. He’s fun, spontaneous, and knows how 

to enjoy the moment. He doesn’t stress over the small stuff and 

has a knack for making you laugh—like when he mimics the cheesy 

lines in the movie or makes funny commentary about the 

characters’ decisions. 

 

And let’s not forget the snacks. Mr. Right Now is a snack 

master, effortlessly balancing popcorn, chips, and an assortment 

of candies. “You want anything?” he asks, mid-movie, as he heads 

to the kitchen. 

 

“Surprise me,” you say, and he returns with a bowl of ice 

cream, two spoons, and a mischievous grin. 

 

Later, as the credits roll on the romantic comedy, he hands 

you the remote. “Your turn,” he says, stretching out lazily. “What’s 

next?” 

 

You flip through the options, considering your choices. 

Maybe a documentary or another light-hearted flick? Or perhaps 

something completely different, like a classic horror movie? The 

night is young, and with Mr. Right Now, the possibilities are 

endless. 

 

It’s in these moments that you appreciate Mr. Right Now 

for what he is—a delightful distraction, a partner in crime for your 

Friday night escapades. He’s not the fairy tale ending, but he’s a 
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pretty good chapter. He’s the guy who’s there to enjoy the ride, 

even if he’s not the one steering the ship. 

 

As the evening progresses, you find yourself enjoying the 

company of Mr. Right Now more and more. Sure, he’s not 

perfect—he leaves socks all over the floor, his jokes can be a bit 

cheesy, and he has a habit of quoting movies at the most 

inappropriate times. But he’s also attentive, kind, and fun to be 

around. 

 

In a world where everyone seems to be searching for 

perfection, Mr. Right Now is a reminder that sometimes, it’s okay 

to just enjoy the present. He may not be the long-term answer, but 

he’s perfect for the here and now. And who knows? Maybe Mr. 

Right Now will eventually become Mr. Right. Or maybe not. Either 

way, you’re enjoying the journey. 

 

As the night winds down, you lean back and smile. Life is 

unpredictable, and the search for Mr. Right is still on. But for 

tonight, Mr. Right Now is more than enough. He’s the guy who’s 

willing to watch your favorite movies, share your snacks, and 

laugh at your jokes. And sometimes, that’s all you really need. 

 

So here’s to Mr. Right Now. He might not be the one you’ve 

been waiting for, but he’s here, he’s holding the remote, and he’s 

making tonight one to remember. And who knows? Maybe Mr. 

Right is just around the corner, waiting for his chance to take the 

remote. But until then, you’re delighted with the guy who’s right 

here, right now.  
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Chapter Forty-Five: Finding Mr. Right is Like Finding a 

Needle in a Haystack. Except the Needle is a Decent Guy and the 

Haystack is Full of Jerks. 

Dating in the modern world is an adventure, a comedy of 

errors, and a Herculean task rolled into one. Finding Mr. Right? 

It’s like searching for a needle in a haystack. But not just any 

haystack—this one’s chock-full of jerks. You dive in, hopeful and 

determined, only to emerge covered in hay and slightly 

exasperated. 

 

Picture this: you’re at a trendy bar, your friend’s latest 

attempt to set you up. “He’s perfect for you,” she assures, as you 

sip your overpriced cocktail and scan the room for your date. Enter 

Mr. Wannabe Cool, wearing sunglasses indoors and sporting a 

leather jacket that screams midlife crisis. 

 

“Hey, I’m Brad,” he says, sliding into the seat next to you 

with the confidence of a man who’s never been told ‘no.’ 

 

You smile politely, trying to give him a chance. But it 

quickly becomes apparent that Brad’s favorite topic of 

conversation is, well, Brad. “I just bought a new sports car,” he 

brags. “Zero to sixty in three seconds. You should see it.” 

 

You nod, mentally checking out. Brad is more interested in 

revving his engine than getting to know you. The evening drags on, 

filled with tales of Brad’s conquests and complaints about the 

speed limit. You escape with a flimsy excuse about an early 
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morning meeting, vowing to be more discerning with your friend’s 

setups. 

 

Next up in the haystack is Mr. Overly Sensitive. You meet 

at a cozy coffee shop, and he seems nice enough—soft-spoken, 

considerate, perhaps a bit too considerate. “I just feel everything 

so deeply,” he confides, tears welling up as he describes the plight 

of polar bears. 

 

While you appreciate his empathy, the date turns into a 

therapy session. He cries into his latte, recounting his most recent 

heartbreak, while you awkwardly pat his shoulder, wishing you 

had brought a box of tissues. By the end, you feel emotionally 

drained and no closer to finding your needle. 

 

Undeterred, you dive back into the haystack. Enter Mr. 

Gym Rat. You match on a dating app, and his profile pics are all 

shirtless gym selfies. He insists on meeting at his favorite juice bar. 

“Gotta get those gains,” he says, flexing as he orders a kale 

smoothie with extra protein. 

 

Conversation revolves around his workout regimen and 

meal prep. “You should really try intermittent fasting,” he advises, 

eyeing your pastry with disdain. You nibble on your croissant 

defiantly, realizing that his idea of a perfect date involves more 

burpees than banter. 

 

Just when you think you’ve met every type of jerk 

imaginable, you encounter Mr. Ghoster. You match, chat, and 
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make plans. He seems promising—witty texts, thoughtful 

responses, and then… radio silence. No explanations, no goodbye, 

just a sudden disappearance, leaving you wondering if he got 

abducted by aliens or simply lost interest. 

 

Amidst this sea of jerks, you begin to wonder if Mr. Right is 

a mythical creature, like a unicorn or a polite driver. But you 

persist, because hope springs eternal and because, let’s face it, the 

stories make for great dinner party anecdotes. 

 

One evening, while you’re recovering from another 

disastrous date with Mr. Conspiracy Theorist (“Did you know the 

moon landing was faked?”), you decide to take a break from the 

haystack. Curling up with Mr. Netflix and Mr. Chocolate, you 

remind yourself that being single has its perks—mainly the lack of 

bizarre conversations about Area 51. 

 

Just as you’re about to swear off dating forever, something 

magical happens. You’re at a friend’s birthday party, chatting with 

familiar faces, when you meet someone new. He’s funny, 

down-to-earth, and doesn’t once mention protein shakes or 

conspiracy theories. 

 

You spend the evening laughing, talking about everything 

from travel dreams to guilty pleasure TV shows. He’s attentive 

without being overbearing, and for the first time in ages, you feel a 

genuine connection. As the night ends, he asks for your number in 

a refreshingly straightforward way. No games, no drama—just 

honest interest. 
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Walking home, you feel a spark of hope. Maybe, just 

maybe, you’ve found your needle. Or at least someone who doesn’t 

make you want to run for the hills. And that, in the world of 

dating, feels like a win. 

 

So, here’s to the search. It’s messy, it’s frustrating, and it’s 

often hilarious. But every now and then, amidst the haystack full 

of jerks, you find a glimmer of something real. And that’s worth all 

the hay in the world.  
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Chapter Forty-Two 
Miss Right Doesn’t Just Accept You; She 

Accepts Your Weird Collection of Action 

Figures 

 

The quest for Miss Right is fraught with challenges, but 

one of the biggest hurdles isn’t just finding someone who loves 
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you—it’s finding someone who loves your peculiar hobbies. Take, 

for example, your weirdly impressive collection of action figures. 

To the untrained eye, it might look like a cluttered shelf of plastic 

warriors, but to you, it’s a shrine to childhood nostalgia and geeky 

pride. 

 

Enter Miss Right. She doesn’t just tolerate your collection; 

she celebrates it. When you first meet her, you’re hesitant to bring 

up your hobby. Past dates have given you the side-eye, raised 

eyebrows, or outright laughter. But Miss Right is different. 

 

On your third date, she casually mentions her love for 

comic books, and your heart skips a beat. This could be the 

moment. You invite her over, making sure your prized collection is 

dusted and displayed prominently, yet nervously fearing her 

reaction. 

 

“Wow,” she says, genuinely impressed as she steps into 

your living room. “You have the original 1984 Optimus Prime? 

And is that a limited edition Darth Vader?” 

 

You’re stunned. She knows her stuff. “Yeah, I’ve been 

collecting since I was a kid,” you admit, trying to play it cool. 

 

She picks up a figure and examines it with admiration. 

“These are amazing. I used to collect Wonder Woman comics. Still 

do, actually. Have you ever been to Comic-Con?” 
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It’s like a dream come true. Not only does she not mock 

your collection, she’s into it. You spend the next hour showing her 

each figure, recounting the epic tales of how you acquired them. 

The time you camped out overnight for the latest release, the wild 

bidding war on eBay, and the unexpected find at a garage sale. 

 

Miss Right listens with genuine interest, sharing her own 

stories of comic book hunts and fan conventions. She even 

suggests rearranging your display for maximum impact. “The 

Avengers should definitely be front and center,” she says with 

authority. “And maybe put Batman and Superman on either side 

for balance.” 

 

As the evening progresses, you realize she’s not just 

accepting your hobby—she’s enhancing it. You brainstorm cosplay 

ideas together, plan future trips to conventions, and debate the 

merits of various superhero movies. It’s a match made in geek 

heaven. 

 

Weeks later, you find yourselves at a comic book store, 

eagerly hunting for new additions to your respective collections. 

She spots a rare figure you’ve been searching for and surprises you 

with it as a gift. "I know you've been looking for this one," she says 

with a twinkle in her eye. You’re touched, not just because of the 

gesture, but because she truly gets you. 

 

Your friends start to notice the change. “Dude, you’re 

glowing,” your best friend remarks over beers. “What’s her 

secret?” 
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You smile. “She doesn’t just tolerate my weird 

hobbies—she joins in on them.” 

 

And it’s true. Movie nights are no longer a compromise. 

Instead of the usual tug-of-war between rom-coms and action 

flicks, you both eagerly queue up the latest superhero blockbuster 

or delve into an anime marathon. You even start a tradition of 

unboxing new figures together, turning it into a fun, celebratory 

event. 

 

But it’s not just about the action figures. Miss Right’s 

acceptance extends to all the quirky aspects of your life. She laughs 

at your dad jokes, joins in on your random dance parties, and even 

supports your dream of starting a podcast about 90s cartoons. In 

return, you embrace her love for baking weirdly themed cupcakes 

and her obsession with mystery novels. 

 

One day, as you’re rearranging your action figure display 

(because you’ve rerun out of shelf space), she looks at you 

thoughtfully. “You know what we need?” she asks, her eyes 

sparkling with excitement. “A custom-built display case. 

Something epic that showcases our combined collections.” 

 

You can’t help but grin. “Our collections?” 

 

“Of course,” she says, wrapping her arms around you. 

“We’re a team, remember? Your action figures, my comic 

books—we’re in this together.” 
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And that’s when it hits you. Miss Right isn’t just someone 

who accepts you; she’s someone who embraces every part of you. 

She’s the person who sees your quirks as endearing, your hobbies 

as fascinating, and your passions as something to be shared and 

celebrated. 

 

As you start sketching ideas for the ultimate display case, 

you realize you’ve found something truly special. Not just a 

partner but a co-conspirator in the grand adventure of life. 

Someone who makes the every day extraordinary and the 

mundane magical. 

 

So here’s to Miss Right. The one who doesn’t just put up 

with your weird collection of action figures but proudly adds her 

touch to it. The one who turns your living room into a nerdy 

paradise and makes every day an adventure. Finding her might 

have felt like searching for a needle in a haystack, but now that you 

have, you wouldn’t trade her for anything in the world.  
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Chapter Forty-Three 
Mr. Right? More Like Mr. 

Probably-Left-His-Socks-on-the-Floor-Again 

 

They say when you find Mr. Right, you’ll just know. 

What they don’t tell you is that Mr. Right comes with a few quirks, 

like an uncanny ability to leave socks strewn around like confetti at 

a New Year’s Eve party. It’s endearing, really. Or at least, that’s 

what you keep telling yourself. 

 

You wake up one morning, stepping out of bed, only to find 

your foot tangled in what seems to be the 87th pair of his socks 
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this week. You stumble to the bathroom, socks still clinging to 

your toes, and think, “This is the man I chose.” 

 

Mr. Probably-Left-His-Socks-on-the-Floor-Again isn’t just 

a man—he’s a phenomenon. His socks are everywhere: under the 

couch, draped over the TV, even tucked into the fruit bowl. It’s like 

he’s marking his territory, only instead of using scent, he uses 

socks. 

 

One evening, after tripping over yet another sock on your 

way to the kitchen, you decide to stage a sock intervention. Armed 

with a laundry basket, you gather all the scattered socks into a 

single, monumental pile. You call him over, trying to keep a 

straight face as he looks at the sock mountain you’ve assembled. 

 

“Babe, we need to talk,” you begin, trying to sound serious. 

“Are you secretly starting a sock collection? Or is this some new art 

installation I don’t know about?” 

 

He chuckles, scratching his head sheepishly. “Sorry, I 

didn’t realize it was that bad.” 

 

You raise an eyebrow. “Didn’t realize? I found one in the 

microwave last week.” 

 

He laughs, pulling you into a hug. “Alright, I’ll try to do 

better. But in my defense, it’s hard to remember where they all 

go.” 
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You roll your eyes, but you can’t help but smile. It’s part of 

his charm, this complete inability to keep track of his socks. And as 

annoying as it can be, it’s also a reminder that nobody’s perfect. 

Even Mr. Right has his quirks. 

 

In a bid to solve the sock crisis, you come up with a plan. 

You buy a giant, brightly colored laundry basket and place it 

conspicuously in the living room. “Socks go here,” you announce, 

pointing to the basket with the authority of a traffic cop directing 

rush hour. 

 

He nods solemnly as if accepting a great responsibility. 

“Got it. Socks go here.” 

 

For a while, it works. You find fewer socks in random 

places and more of them in the designated basket. But, of course, 

old habits die hard. One day, you discover a sock hanging from the 

ceiling fan, fluttering gently like a forgotten flag. 

 

You confront him, waving the sock like a white flag of 

surrender. “Seriously? The ceiling fan?” 

 

He grins, clearly proud of his creative placement. “I 

thought it looked lonely up there.” 

 

You can’t help but laugh. It’s these moments of 

ridiculousness that remind you why you love him. Life with Mr. 
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Right isn’t perfect, but it’s perfectly imperfect. It’s full of laughter, 

love, and, yes, an endless supply of misplaced socks. 

 

As you cuddle up on the couch, you notice another sock 

peeking out from under the cushion. You sigh, pulling it out and 

tossing it into the basket. “You know, one day we’re going to look 

back on this and laugh.” 

 

He kisses your forehead. “We’re already laughing.” 

 

And he’s right. Because at the end of the day, it’s these little 

quirks that make your relationship unique. Mr. 

Probably-Left-His-Socks-on-the-Floor-Again might drive you 

crazy sometimes, but he also makes your life infinitely more 

interesting. 

 

So here’s to Mr. Right, with all his imperfections and 

misplaced socks. He may not always remember where they go, but 

he always remembers to make you smile. And really, isn’t that 

what matters most?  
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Chapter Forty-Four 
Miss Right: Because Every Mr. Right 

Needs a Reason to Keep His Ego in Check 

 

They say behind every great man is a great woman. What 

they don’t tell you is that behind every man who thinks he’s great 

is a woman rolling her eyes and keeping his ego in check. Enter 

Miss Right. 
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Mr. Right walks around the house like he’s the king of his 

castle, believing his jokes are the funniest and his opinions are the 

most insightful. Miss Right, on the other hand, knows that his 

jokes are about as fresh as week-old bread, and his opinions 

sometimes need a little reality check. 

 

It’s Sunday morning, and Mr. Right is strutting around the 

kitchen, proclaiming himself the master of pancake-making. He 

flips a pancake with a flourish, only to have it land half on the pan 

and half on the stove. “See that flip? Professional level!” he says 

with a wink. 

 

Miss Right raises an eyebrow. “Sure, honey. If by 

‘professional’ you mean ‘half-baked,’ then absolutely.” 

 

He laughs it off because he knows she’s right. He also 

knows that without her playful banter, he’d be lost in a sea of 

self-importance. 

 

Later that day, they’re assembling furniture from a 

particular Swedish store known for its tiny screws and cryptic 

instructions. Mr. Right is convinced he doesn’t need the manual. 

“I’ve got this,” he declares, confidently slotting a piece into place 

upside down. 

 

Miss Right watches, amused. “Need a hand, Mr. Right?” 
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“Nope, all under control,” he insists, as the piece promptly 

falls apart. 

 

She steps in, taking the manual and pointing out the 

correct steps. “Maybe next time, start with step one instead of step 

‘I’m-a-genius-who-doesn’t-need-directions.’” 

 

He grins sheepishly. “Fine, you win this round.” 

 

But it’s not just about keeping his ego in check. Miss Right 

knows how to balance his overconfidence with just the right 

amount of humility. When he boasts about his amazing BBQ skills 

at their backyard party, she casually mentions the time he almost 

set the lawn on fire with a faulty grill lighter. 

 

“Remember that, babe?” she says, with a twinkle in her eye. 

“Good thing we had those marshmallows handy for the 

unexpected bonfire.” 

 

Their friends burst into laughter, and Mr. Right, rather 

than being deflated, joins in. Because the thing is, he loves that she 

doesn’t let him get too full of himself. She’s the perfect 

counterbalance, the one who keeps him grounded. 

 

Miss Right also knows when to let him shine. When he 

finally gets that promotion he’s been working so hard for, she’s his 

biggest cheerleader. “You deserve this,” she says, giving him a 

genuine smile. “Just don’t let it go to your head. We’ve got enough 

trouble fitting your ego through the door as it is.” 
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They make a great team, partly because Miss Right knows 

when to deflate his ego and when to lift him up. She understands 

that every Mr. Right needs a reality check now and then, but he 

also needs someone who believes in him. 

 

One evening, as they sit on the couch watching TV, Mr. 

Right tries to impress her with his vast knowledge of random 

trivia. “Did you know that honey never spoils? Archaeologists 

found pots of honey in ancient Egyptian tombs that are over 3,000 

years old and still perfectly edible.” 

 

Miss Right nods, unimpressed. “That’s great, but can you 

explain why you left the milk out all night?” 

 

He laughs, pulling her close. “Touché, Miss Right. Touché.” 

 

And there it is—the perfect balance. Because Mr. Right, 

with all his flaws and foibles, is a better man because of Miss 

Right. She keeps him humble, grounded, and constantly aware 

that while he might be right most of the time, she’s the reason he 

stays that way. 

 

So here’s to Miss Right. The one who keeps his ego in check 

keeps him laughing, and keeps him real. Without her, Mr. Right 

would just be another guy with delusions of grandeur. With her, 

he’s the man she loves and the one who’s always striving to be 

better.  
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Chapter Forty-Five 
Mr. Right: The Man Who Has the Right 

Answers, Even When He’s Wrong 

 

They say Mr. Right is the man who always has the 

answers. What they don’t mention is that Mr. Right is also the man 

who has the answers even when he’s wrong. And he’s often wrong. 

 

Take, for example, their recent road trip. Miss Right had 

meticulously planned the route, marked with highlights of 

charming little towns and scenic overlooks. Mr. Right, however, 
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fancied himself a human GPS. “We don’t need a map,” he 

proclaimed confidently. “I know the way.” 

 

An hour later, they were hopelessly lost, driving through 

what appeared to be a cornfield. “I’m pretty sure this isn’t the 

highway,” Miss Right said, her patience wearing thin. 

 

“Nonsense,” Mr. Right replied, squinting at the horizon. 

“This is a shortcut. We’ll be there in no time.” 

 

Three cornfields and two wrong turns later, they finally 

pulled over to consult the map. Miss Right didn’t say, “I told you 

so.” She didn’t need to. The corn stuck in the car’s grille said it for 

her. 

 

But Mr. Right’s wrong answers aren’t limited to navigation. 

His culinary adventures are equally misguided. One evening, he 

decided to surprise Miss Right with a home-cooked meal. 

“Tonight, I’m making Coq au Vin,” he announced, brandishing a 

cookbook. 

 

“What’s Coq au Vin?” she asked, eyeing the ingredients 

suspiciously. 

 

“It’s a fancy French dish,” he explained. “Chicken in wine 

sauce. How hard can it be?” 
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As it turned out, pretty hard. By the time dinner was ready, 

the kitchen looked like a battlefield, and the Coq au Vin more 

closely resembled rubber chicken in grape juice. Miss Right took 

one bite and stifled a laugh. “This is… interesting,” she said 

diplomatically. 

 

Mr. Right grinned, clearly proud of his creation. “I know, 

right? Nailed it.” 

 

But for all his wrong answers, Mr. Right’s confidence is 

part of his charm. Like the time they went camping. Miss Right, 

ever the pragmatist, insisted on packing the essentials: matches, a 

first aid kit, and a detailed itinerary. Mr. Right, meanwhile, 

brought a Swiss Army knife and a sense of adventure. 

 

“We’ll be fine,” he assured her. “I’ve watched every episode 

of Survivor.” 

 

That night, as they shivered in their tent, having failed to 

start a fire with the Swiss Army knife’s magnifying glass, Miss 

Right couldn’t help but laugh. “Maybe we should use the 

matches?” 

 

“Sure, if you want to do it the easy way,” Mr. Right replied, 

finally conceding defeat. 

 

Despite his wrong answers, there are moments when Mr. 

Right’s confidence pays off. Like the time they attempted a DIY 

home improvement project. Miss Right wanted to hire a 
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professional, but Mr. Right insisted they could do it themselves. 

“How hard can it be to install shelves?” 

 

Several hours, two trips to the hardware store, and one 

YouTube tutorial later, they stood back to admire their handiwork. 

The shelves were slightly crooked, but they were up. “See?” Mr. 

Right said, triumphantly. “Piece of cake.” 

 

Miss Right smiled. “You did a great job, even if the levels 

are more abstract art than straight lines.” 

 

In the end, it’s not about whether Mr. Right has the correct 

answers. It’s about his unwavering belief that he does, and his 

ability to turn every wrong answer into an adventure. He makes 

life interesting, unpredictable, and filled with laughter. 

 

So here’s to Mr. Right: the man who has the right answers, 

even when he’s wrong. He might lead you through a cornfield, 

serve you rubber chicken, or make you shiver in a tent, but he’ll do 

it all with a confidence that’s as endearing as it is misplaced. And 

really, isn’t that half the fun?  

204 



 

 

 

Chapter Forty-Six 
Mr. Right is Like a Parking Spot: All the 

Good Ones are Taken, and the Rest are 

Handicapped or Far Away 

 

Finding Mr. Right is a lot like searching for a parking 

spot in a crowded mall during the holiday season. You circle 

around, hoping for that perfect space near the entrance, only to 

find it’s already taken. What’s left? Spots so far away you need a 

map and a pack mule to reach them, or ones reserved for special 

circumstances. 
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Dating is a lot like this parking dilemma. You spot a guy 

who seems perfect—tall, dark, and handsome. But as you 

approach, you notice the metaphorical “Reserved” sign. He's 

taken. Maybe he's married, or maybe he's just emotionally 

unavailable. Either way, you’re out of luck. 

 

Then there are the other spots, the ones that are a bit of a 

hike. These guys are nice enough, but there’s a catch. Maybe they 

live three states away, or maybe they have a hobby that requires 

them to disappear into the wilderness for weeks at a time. “Long 

distance? I barely have the energy for short distances!” you mutter 

to yourself. 

 

You finally spot an open space, right next to the entrance. 

Perfect! You zoom in, only to find a giant “Handicapped” sign 

staring back at you. This guy is great, but he comes with a lot of 

baggage. Maybe he’s still hung up on an ex, or maybe he’s got 

commitment issues that would make Peter Pan look like a 

grown-up. “Why does it have to be so complicated?” you sigh, 

driving off to find another potential spot. 

 

As you continue your quest, you encounter the “temporary” 

spots. These are the guys who seem perfect for now but are clearly 

not going to be around for the long haul. They’re fun, spontaneous, 

and exciting, but they’re about as reliable as a fair-weather friend. 

“He’s like a firework,” you think. “Brilliant for a moment, then 

gone in a flash.” 
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You eventually find yourself considering the distant spots, 

the ones you’ve avoided. Maybe that guy who lives on a farm miles 

away isn’t so bad. After all, he’s kind, stable, and has a way with 

animals. But then you remember how much you hate early 

mornings and the smell of manure. “Maybe not,” you chuckle. 

 

After what feels like an eternity of circling, you finally find 

a spot. It’s not perfect, but it’s close enough. You park and take a 

deep breath. Mr. Right might not be the dream guy you 

envisioned, but he’s solid, dependable, and has a sense of humor 

about your endless quest for the perfect parking spot. 

 

On your first date, you joke about the whole parking 

metaphor. “Finding you was like finding a decent parking spot,” 

you say. “It took forever, but I’m glad I finally found one that 

wasn’t miles away or reserved for someone else.” 

 

He laughs, and you realize that this is what matters. It’s not 

about finding perfection; it’s about finding someone who makes 

the journey worth it. Someone who laughs at your jokes, even the 

bad ones, and who makes the search for Mr. Right a little less 

frustrating. 

 

As you both walk into the mall, hand in hand, you think 

about all those far-off, reserved, and handicapped spots. Maybe 

they weren’t meant for you, but they helped you appreciate the one 

you finally found. Because in the end, Mr. Right isn’t about being 

perfect; he’s about being perfect for you, quirks and all. 
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So here’s to Mr. Right, the man who might be like a 

parking spot—hard to find, occasionally frustrating, but ultimately 

worth the wait. Whether he’s near or far, taken or available, he’s 

out there somewhere. And when you finally find him, you’ll know 

that all the circling was worth it.  
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Chapter Forty-Seven 
Miss Right Isn’t Looking for a Fairy 

Tale. She Just Wants Someone Who Won’t 

Leave Their Dirty Dishes in the Sink. 

 

They say Miss Right is looking for Prince Charming. The 

reality, however, is that Miss Right has seen enough fairy tales to 

know they’re full of plot holes. She’s not searching for a glass 

slipper; she’s looking for a man who understands the concept of a 

dishwasher. 
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Imagine the scene: Miss Right returns home after a long 

day, dreaming of a relaxing evening. She opens the door, and there 

it is—the kitchen sink, overflowing with dirty dishes. Bowls, plates, 

forks, and cups are stacked precariously like a Jenga tower of 

domestic chaos. Prince Charming might have a white horse and a 

kingdom, but does he know how to rinse a plate? 

 

Miss Right sighs, rolling up her sleeves. “I’m not asking for 

much,” she mutters to herself. “Just someone who can distinguish 

between the sink and the dishwasher.” She envisions her dream 

man, a regular guy who doesn’t think the dish fairy magically 

whisks away dirty utensils. 

 

In her ideal world, Mr. Right is a man of action. He doesn’t 

wait for the dishes to evolve legs and walk to the dishwasher 

themselves. No, he takes them from the sink and places them in 

the machine, like a hero saving the day one plate at a time. “It’s not 

rocket science,” she thinks, scrubbing a stubborn spot on a pan. 

 

Miss Right has her standards, but they’re practical. She’s 

not asking for a man who slays dragons or fights off evil sorcerers. 

She’s looking for someone who doesn’t leave their dirty socks on 

the living room floor. “Slaying the laundry monster would be nice 

too,” she muses. 

 

On a date, when Mr. Right starts telling her about his 

adventurous hiking trips, she’s listening. But what really piques 

her interest is when he casually mentions, “I can’t stand a messy 

kitchen. I always clean up right after I cook.” Her eyes light up, 
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and she leans in, intrigued. “Tell me more,” she says, genuinely 

interested. 

 

Miss Right isn’t looking for a man who sweeps her off her 

feet with grand gestures. She’s impressed by small, thoughtful 

actions. Like when Mr. Right sees her struggling with grocery bags 

and offers to help without being asked. Or when he notices the 

empty toilet paper roll and replaces it—correctly, with the paper 

going over the top. “Is it too much to ask for a little common 

sense?” she wonders. 

 

In her mind, the perfect relationship isn’t about constant 

romance and poetic declarations of love. It’s about teamwork and 

mutual respect. It’s about knowing that sometimes, the most 

romantic thing a man can do is pick up after himself. 

 

Miss Right dreams of a day when she comes home to a 

clean kitchen, the trash taken out, and the laundry folded. She 

envisions a partnership where they share responsibilities, not just 

romantic dinners. She smiles at the thought. “Now that’s a real 

fairy tale,” she thinks. 

 

On another date, Mr. Right mentions how he loves to cook 

but hates a messy kitchen. “I always clean as I go,” he says with a 

grin. Miss Right’s heart skips a beat. “Where have you been all my 

life?” she jokes, but there’s a twinkle in her eye. Maybe she’s finally 

found someone who understands her pragmatic approach to 

romance. 
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As they continue to date, Mr. Right proves himself over and 

over. He doesn’t leave a trail of chaos in his wake. He’s 

considerate, tidy, and, most importantly, he never leaves his dirty 

dishes in the sink. Miss Right finds herself falling for him, not 

because he’s perfect, but because he gets it. 

 

So here’s to Miss Right, the woman who knows what she 

wants and isn’t afraid to say it. She’s not looking for a prince in 

shining armor. She’s looking for a man who can clean up after 

himself. Because in the end, it’s the little things that matter. And if 

Mr. Right can handle the dishes, who knows what else he can do? 

 

Miss Right isn’t asking for a fairy tale. She’s asking for a 

partner, someone who makes her life easier and happier, one clean 

dish at a time. And really, isn’t that the most romantic thing of all?  
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Chapter Forty-Eight 
Mr. Right May Not Know How to 

Change a Tire, But He Sure Knows How to 

Change the Wi-Fi Password 

 

So, Mr. Right may not be a car expert. When faced with a 

flat tire, he might stare at it like it's a modern art installation. “Is 
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this supposed to look like this?” he wonders aloud, scratching his 

head. But hey, not everyone can be a tire-changing virtuoso. 

 

Instead, Mr. Right excels in areas that are far more 

relevant to modern life. For example, he’s a wizard when it comes 

to technology. In a world where our very sanity depends on a 

stable internet connection, Mr. Right is the unsung hero who 

knows how to change the Wi-Fi password. 

 

Imagine the scene: It’s movie night, and you’ve just settled 

in with a bowl of popcorn and the latest rom-com. Suddenly, the 

screen freezes, and that dreaded spinning wheel of death appears. 

“Nooooo!” you cry, clutching the remote in despair. But before you 

can spiral into a full-blown meltdown, Mr. Right springs into 

action. 

 

With the precision of a surgeon, he opens the router 

settings on his phone, calmly navigating through menus you didn’t 

even know existed. “Looks like someone’s been mooching off our 

Wi-Fi,” he says, eyes narrowing. Within minutes, he’s changed the 

password to something clever and secure. “Try it now,” he says, 

handing you the remote with a triumphant grin. 

 

The movie resumes without a hitch, and you sigh in relief. 

Who cares if he can’t change a tire? He just saved date night from 

the brink of disaster. You lean over and give him a kiss. “You’re my 

hero,” you say, and you mean it. 
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Mr. Right’s technological prowess doesn’t stop at Wi-Fi. 

When your laptop decides to throw a tantrum and refuses to turn 

on, he’s there with his troubleshooting skills. “Have you tried 

turning it off and on again?” he asks, and you roll your eyes. But 

when he performs some kind of digital magic and the screen lights 

up, you’re genuinely impressed. 

 

He’s also the go-to guy for all those annoying updates and 

settings you’d rather not deal with. When your phone starts 

nagging you about a software update, you hand it to him with a 

pleading look. “Can you handle this?” you ask, and he nods, taking 

it from you with the patience of a saint. 

 

Mr. Right knows the difference between 2.4 GHz and 5 

GHz Wi-Fi. He can set up a smart home system without breaking a 

sweat, and he understands why the printer only works when it 

feels like it. “It’s basically sentient,” he jokes, rebooting it for the 

umpteenth time. 

 

Sure, there was that one time he tried to assemble an IKEA 

bookshelf and ended up with something that looked more like 

abstract art. But you can forgive him for that. After all, he’s the 

reason you’re able to binge-watch your favorite shows without 

interruption. 

 

One day, you find yourself stranded on the side of the road 

with a flat tire. You call Mr. Right, hoping for some guidance. “Just 

tell me what to do,” you say, phone balanced precariously on your 

shoulder. 
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He tries to talk you through it, but it quickly becomes clear 

that this is not his area of expertise. “I think I see where the jack 

goes?” you say, and he replies, “Uh, yeah, maybe? Be careful!” 

 

Eventually, a kind stranger stops to help, and you’re back 

on the road. When you get home, Mr. Right greets you with a 

sheepish smile. “Sorry I couldn’t help more,” he says, and you 

laugh, giving him a hug. “That’s okay,” you reply. “You’re still my 

tech wizard.” 

 

Because the truth is, nobody’s perfect. Mr. Right may not 

be able to change a tire, but he makes up for it in a hundred other 

ways. He’s the one who keeps your digital world running 

smoothly, who saves you from tech-induced stress, and who knows 

exactly how to keep your Wi-Fi running at top speed. 

 

So here’s to Mr. Right, the man who might not be able to 

fix your car but can fix your internet. In a world where 

connectivity is key, he’s the true hero we all need. And really, isn’t 

that the kind of knight in shining armor worth waiting for?  
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Chapter Forty-Nine 
Miss Right: The Woman Who Can Love 

You Even When You’re Hangry and Clueless 

 

Miss Right isn't just any woman; she's a superhero in 

disguise. Sure, she doesn't wear a cape or have a flashy superhero 

name, but she possesses a power far more remarkable: the ability 

to love you even when you're hangry and clueless. 
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Picture this: You come home from work, and you're a mix 

of hunger and anger—a terrifying combination known as "hangry." 

Your stomach growls louder than a bear waking from hibernation, 

and everything and everyone is getting on your nerves. The door 

creaks open, and you stomp inside, your face contorted into a 

permanent scowl. 

 

Miss Right, however, greets you with a smile. "Rough day?" 

she asks, already knowing the answer. Without waiting for your 

grumpy reply, she heads to the kitchen, the sound of pots and pans 

clanging like a soothing symphony to your frazzled ears. 

 

While you sulk on the couch, Miss Right works her culinary 

magic. She’s like a food whisperer, knowing precisely what to 

make to turn your mood around. Whether it’s a homemade pizza, 

a steaming bowl of spaghetti, or that mac and cheese recipe she’s 

perfected over the years, she’s got you covered. The smell wafts 

through the house, and you can already feel the anger dissipating. 

 

By the time she sets the plate in front of you, you’ve gone 

from beast to almost human. "You’re the best," you mumble 

between bites, feeling your spirits lift with each delicious 

mouthful. She just laughs and shakes her head. "I know," she says, 

giving you a wink. 

 

Miss Right’s superpowers don’t stop at hangry 

management. She's also incredibly patient with your clueless 

moments. Remember that time you tried to fix the leaky faucet? 
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Armed with a wrench and unwarranted confidence, you assured 

her, "I got this." Half an hour later, the kitchen looked like a scene 

from a disaster movie, with water spraying everywhere. 

 

Miss Right didn’t yell or roll her eyes. Instead, she calmly 

handed you a towel and called a plumber, all while suppressing a 

giggle. "Nice try," she said, giving you a reassuring pat on the back. 

"Maybe next time, leave the plumbing to the professionals." 

 

She’s seen you at your absolute worst: when you couldn’t 

find your keys because they were in your hand when you wore 

mismatched socks to a meeting, and that unforgettable moment 

when you tried to cook and almost set the kitchen on fire. Through 

it all, she’s remained by your side, her love unwavering and her 

sense of humor intact. 

 

One Saturday, you both decide to assemble a piece of 

flat-pack furniture. The instructions look like ancient 

hieroglyphics, and after an hour, you’re ready to throw the Allen 

wrench out the window. Miss Right, however, takes the 

instructions and patiently deciphers them, piece by piece. 

 

"Are you sure that goes there?" you ask, pointing at a 

suspiciously wobbly leg. She just smiles and adjusts it, the wobble 

disappearing. "Trust me," she says, and you do because if anyone 

can figure this out, it’s her. 

 

Miss Right doesn’t just put up with your cluelessness; she 

embraces it. She turns your blunders into shared jokes and your 
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frustrations into moments of teamwork. When you’re hangry, 

she’s the calming presence that soothes your inner beast. When 

you’re clueless, she’s the guiding light that helps you navigate the 

chaos. 

 

One evening, as you’re both curled up on the couch, you 

look at her and realize just how lucky you are. "How do you do it?" 

you ask. "How do you put up with me?" 

 

She laughs, a sound that makes everything seem right with 

the world. "Because I love you," she says simply. "Even when 

you’re hangry and clueless." 

 

Miss Right is the woman who doesn’t need you to be 

perfect. She loves you for who you are—flaws, quirks, and all. She’s 

the one who makes life’s challenges bearable, who turns everyday 

mishaps into shared adventures. And in a world where finding 

someone who gets you is rare, Miss Right is a treasure beyond 

comparison. 

 

So here’s to Miss Right, the woman who can handle your 

hangry moods and your clueless moments with grace and humor. 

She’s the true superhero in your life, proving that love doesn’t 

need grand gestures or perfect moments. It just needs two people 

who can laugh together, even when things go wrong.  
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Chapter Fifty 
Mr. Right’s Idea of Romance is Letting 

You Have the Last Slice of Pizza. True Love. 

 

They say that true love is in the little things, and if that’s 

the case, Mr. Right is a master of romance. Forget grand gestures 

and candlelit dinners; his idea of sweeping you off your feet 

involves something much more sacred: the last slice of pizza. 
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It’s Friday night, and you’re both sprawled out on the 

couch after a long week, a hot pizza box between you. The movie 

on TV is a classic—you know, one of those feel-good flicks where 

the couple always ends up happily ever after. But as the movie 

plays, your eyes keep darting back to that single, solitary slice of 

pizza left in the box. 

 

You both know what’s at stake here. It’s the last slice, the 

piece de resistance, the culinary treasure that can make or break a 

Friday night. You glance at Mr. Right, trying to gauge his 

intentions. Is he eyeing the slice too? Does he even realize its 

significance? 

 

Mr. Right, sensing your internal turmoil, chuckles and 

grabs the pizza cutter. He picks up the slice, and for a moment, 

you think it’s all over. But then, in a move so romantic it should be 

set to a sweeping orchestral score, he hands it to you. “Here, you 

take it,” he says, with all the tenderness of someone handing over 

their prized possession. 

 

You blink, momentarily stunned. “Are you sure?” you ask, 

your heart swelling with unexpected emotion. 

 

“Absolutely,” he replies, grinning. “True love means never 

having to say, ‘I’m taking the last slice.’” 

 

You take the pizza slice, your eyes misting up a bit. This is 

it, you think. This is what all those romance novels and movies 
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have been talking about. Forget the roses and chocolates; the 

ultimate act of love is letting someone else have the last piece of 

pizza. 

 

But Mr. Right doesn’t stop there. His acts of pizza-based 

chivalry are endless. On those rare nights when you decide to try 

something new, like sharing a veggie pizza instead of your usual 

meat lover’s, he doesn’t complain. Instead, he takes a bite and 

says, “You know, this isn’t half bad,” even though you both know 

he’s missing the pepperoni. 

 

One memorable evening, you both decide to make 

homemade pizza. It’s a disaster from the start—flour everywhere, 

dough that refuses to cooperate, and toppings that end up on the 

floor more than the pizza. Yet, through the chaos, Mr. Right keeps 

his cool. When the pizza finally comes out of the oven, slightly 

burnt and lopsided, he takes a bite and declares, “Best pizza ever,” 

with a straight face. 

 

And then there’s the time you accidentally ordered the 

wrong pizza. “Who knew pineapple and anchovies were a thing?” 

you mutter, staring in horror at the monstrosity before you. Mr. 

Right just laughs and takes a bite, chewing thoughtfully. “It’s... an 

acquired taste,” he says diplomatically, grabbing the phone to 

order a replacement. 

 

In the grand scheme of things, Mr. Right’s idea of romance 

may seem small, but it’s these little gestures that show his love. He 

knows that true love isn’t about grand declarations; it’s about 
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those everyday moments where he puts you first, even when it 

comes to pizza. 

 

So, as you take that last slice and savor every bite, you 

realize that this is what romance looks like. It’s a shared pizza, a 

movie on the couch, and a partner who knows that the way to your 

heart is through your stomach. Mr. Right might not write you love 

poems or sweep you off your feet in dramatic fashion, but he 

shows his love in ways that matter. 

 

Because in the end, true love is about sharing life’s simple 

pleasures. It’s about knowing that someone cares enough to let you 

have the last slice of pizza. And that, my friends, is the truest form 

of romance there is.  
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Chapter Fifty-one 
Miss Right Doesn’t Expect a Knight in 

Shining Armor, Just a Guy Who Knows How 

to Use a Washing Machine 

 

Forget fairy tales and knights in shining armor; Miss 

Right has her sights set on a more practical hero: a guy who knows 
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how to use a washing machine. Because let's be honest, in the 

grand hierarchy of modern-day miracles, knowing how to do 

laundry ranks right up there with slaying dragons. 

 

It all starts on a typical Saturday morning. You’re lounging 

on the couch, scrolling through your phone, when Mr. Right 

appears in the doorway, a confused look on his face. “Hey, um, 

how do you work this thing?” he asks, pointing at the washing 

machine like it's a complex piece of alien technology. 

 

You suppress a laugh and get up to join him. “Seriously? 

It’s not that hard,” you say, flipping open the lid. “You just 

separate the colors from the whites, add detergent, and press 

start.” 

 

He nods, looking both impressed and slightly 

overwhelmed. “Okay, but what about this?” he asks, holding up a 

bright red shirt. 

 

You take a deep breath. “That goes in the colors pile. And 

whatever you do, don’t mix it with the whites, unless you want 

everything to turn pink.” 

 

As you walk him through the steps, you can’t help but think 

about how this is the real-life equivalent of a knight learning to 

wield a sword. Sure, he may not be fighting off dragons, but if he 

can conquer the washing machine, he’s definitely hero material. 
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A few days later, you come home to find Mr. Right standing 

triumphantly next to a freshly washed load of laundry. “Look!” he 

says proudly, holding up a perfectly white shirt. “No pink 

disasters!” 

 

You beam at him. “Impressive! You’re getting the hang of 

it.” 

 

But the journey doesn’t end there. There’s the matter of 

folding laundry, a task that’s as mysterious and challenging as 

deciphering ancient runes. You find Mr. Right staring at a pile of 

clean clothes, looking as if he’s contemplating the meaning of life. 

 

“Need some help?” you ask, trying not to laugh. 

 

He looks up, relief evident on his face. “Please. I can never 

figure out how to fold fitted sheets.” 

 

You sit down next to him and demonstrate the intricate art 

of fitted sheet folding, a skill passed down through generations. He 

watches intently, then attempts it himself, ending up with 

something that resembles a crumpled mess. 

 

“Close enough,” you say, giving him a reassuring pat on the 

back. “It’s all about effort.” 

 

As time goes on, Mr. Right becomes more confident in his 

laundry abilities. He learns the delicate balance of fabric softener, 
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the importance of turning clothes inside out, and the magic of 

dryer sheets. One evening, you come home to find him expertly 

folding towels, each one a perfect rectangle. 

 

“I’m impressed,” you say, genuinely amazed. 

 

He grins. “Thanks. I had a great teacher.” 

 

It’s in these everyday moments that you realize just how 

much you appreciate Mr. Right. Sure, he may not be rescuing you 

from a tower or battling mythical beasts, but he’s there for you in 

ways that matter. He’s the guy who learns how to use the washing 

machine because he knows it makes your life easier. He’s the one 

who tackles laundry day with you, turning a mundane chore into a 

shared experience. 

 

One evening, as you both fold laundry together, you look at 

Mr. Right and smile. “You know, I never needed a knight in 

shining armor,” you say. “Just someone who’s willing to do the 

little things.” 

 

He chuckles. “Like laundry?” 

 

“Exactly,” you reply, giving him a quick kiss. “And you’re 

pretty good at it.” 

 

In the end, it’s not about grand gestures or fairy-tale 

endings. It’s about finding someone who’s there for you in the 
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everyday moments, someone who’s willing to learn and grow with 

you. Mr. Right may not have a suit of armor, but he’s got a heart of 

gold and a newfound mastery of the washing machine. And that’s 

more than enough for Miss Right.  
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Chapter Fifty-Two 
Mr. Right Might Not Be Perfect, but He 

Knows How to Make a Perfect Cup of Coffee 

 

Perfection is a myth. We all have our quirks and flaws, and 

Mr. Right is no exception. He might not have the abs of a Greek 

god or the punctuality of a Swiss watch, but there's one thing he’s 

absolutely nailed: making the perfect cup of coffee. And in the 

grand scheme of things, isn't that all that really matters? 
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It’s a typical Tuesday morning. You’re stumbling into the 

kitchen, barely awake, and there he is—Mr. Right, already up and 

about, wearing his favorite ‘I’m Not a Morning Person’ t-shirt. 

Despite the grogginess that’s clearly written all over his face, he’s 

standing at the coffee maker with the focus of a scientist 

conducting a crucial experiment. 

 

“Morning,” he says, glancing over his shoulder with a 

sleepy smile. “Coffee’s almost ready.” 

 

You mumble something that sounds like “morning” and 

collapse into a chair. As you watch him, you can’t help but marvel 

at the precision with which he measures out the coffee grounds, 

the exact amount of water, and the ritualistic way he waits for the 

machine to do its magic. It’s like watching a maestro at work, each 

step a carefully orchestrated part of his morning symphony. 

 

He hands you a steaming mug of coffee, and you take a 

cautious sip. Bliss. It’s the perfect balance of strong and smooth, 

just the right amount of milk and sugar. It’s as if he’s tapped into 

some secret coffee nirvana that only the truly enlightened can 

reach. 

 

“Wow,” you say, finally feeling like a functional human 

being. “How do you do it?” 

 

He shrugs, looking modest. “Years of practice. And a deep, 

abiding love for caffeine.” 
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But Mr. Right’s coffee prowess doesn’t stop at the morning 

cup. Oh no, he’s got an arsenal of coffee tricks up his sleeve. 

There’s the mid-afternoon pick-me-up, a beautifully crafted 

espresso that gives you just the right jolt to get through the day. 

And then there’s the post-dinner decaf, a soothing concoction 

that’s perfect for winding down. 

 

One Sunday, you decide to challenge him. “Alright, coffee 

guru,” you say, “I want to see if you can handle this.” You pull out 

an intricate recipe for a homemade caramel macchiato, complete 

with frothy milk and a drizzle of caramel sauce. 

 

He raises an eyebrow, but there’s a glint of excitement in 

his eyes. “Challenge accepted.” 

 

For the next half hour, your kitchen turns into a coffee 

laboratory. Mr. Right is in his element, meticulously measuring, 

frothing, and drizzling. You watch in awe as he somehow manages 

to replicate a coffee shop masterpiece right there in your own 

home. 

 

He hands you the finished product, a caramel macchiato so 

beautiful it deserves its own Instagram account. You take a sip, 

and it’s pure heaven. 

 

“Okay, I admit it,” you say, savoring the rich flavors. 

“You’re a coffee genius.” 
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He grins, looking like he just won an Olympic medal. “Glad 

you think so.” 

 

Of course, Mr. Right isn’t without his imperfections. He 

has a tendency to leave his socks everywhere, and his idea of 

cleaning involves moving things from one pile to another. But 

when it comes to coffee, he’s flawless. And in those quiet 

moments, sipping on a perfect cup of java, you realize just how 

much those little things matter. 

 

Because perfection isn’t about being flawless. It’s about 

knowing what makes your partner’s day a little brighter. It’s about 

those small, everyday acts that show you care. And Mr. Right, with 

his coffee-making skills, does just that. 

 

So, as you sit there, enjoying yet another perfect cup of 

coffee, you can’t help but feel grateful. Mr. Right might not be 

perfect, but he knows exactly how to make your mornings better. 

And in the end, isn’t that what true love is all about? 

 

“Here’s to us,” you say, raising your mug in a toast. 

 

“To us,” he replies, clinking his mug against yours. 

 

And as you take another sip, you know that with Mr. Right 

by your side, every day starts off just a little bit better.  
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Chapter Fifty-Three 
Miss Right Isn’t Waiting for Prince 

Charming. She’s Busy Being the Queen of 

Her Own Life 

 

Forget the damsel in distress routine—Miss Right has 

traded in her glass slipper for a pair of kick-ass boots and a crown. 
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Prince Charming might be stuck in traffic, but that’s okay because 

she’s too busy ruling her own kingdom to notice. 

 

The day starts with Miss Right taking on her morning like a 

boss. While others might groggily hit the snooze button, she’s 

already up, having an epic dance-off with her reflection in the 

bathroom mirror. Armed with a hairbrush microphone, she belts 

out her favorite power ballads, turning her morning routine into a 

one-woman concert. 

 

After all, who needs Prince Charming when you’ve got the 

vocal chops of Beyoncé and the moves of J.Lo? 

 

Breakfast is another testament to her royal status. While 

some might settle for cereal, Miss Right is whipping up a feast fit 

for a queen: avocado toast with a perfectly poached egg, fresh fruit, 

and a smoothie that looks like it came straight out of a health 

magazine. She snaps a quick photo for Instagram, captioning it, 

“Breakfast of champions 👑.” 

 

As she heads to work, she struts down the street like it’s 

her personal red carpet. Heads turn and whispers follow, but Miss 

Right is unfazed. She’s got a kingdom to run and no time for 

distractions. Her confidence is her armor, and her to-do list is her 

battle plan. 

 

At the office, she tackles her workload with the precision of 

a chess grandmaster. Meetings, emails, deadlines—she handles 

them all with a smile and a witty comeback for every challenge. 
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Her coworkers admire her poise, but they also know not to cross 

her. After all, a queen must maintain order in her realm. 

 

Lunchtime finds Miss Right treating herself to a 

well-deserved break. She’s at her favorite café, sipping on a latte 

and catching up on the latest bestseller. She glances at her phone, 

scrolling past messages from well-meaning friends trying to set 

her up on blind dates. She chuckles and shakes her head. “No 

thanks, I’m good,” she thinks, savoring her independence like a 

fine wine. 

 

The afternoon flies by, and before she knows it, Miss Right 

is heading home. But her day is far from over. She’s got a yoga 

class to attend, a hobby she’s picked up to stay centered and 

strong. As she flows through her poses, she feels the stresses of the 

day melt away, replaced by a sense of empowerment and peace. 

 

Back at her apartment, Miss Right unwinds with a glass of 

wine and a Netflix binge. She’s not waiting for Prince Charming to 

come and entertain her; she’s perfectly content with her own 

company and the latest season of her favorite show. She laughs out 

loud at the jokes, tears up at the emotional moments, and feels a 

sense of fulfillment that comes from being completely comfortable 

in her own skin. 

 

And let’s not forget her social life. Miss Right has a squad 

of fellow queens who support and uplift each other. They have 

regular nights out, filled with laughter, inside jokes, and the 

occasional karaoke battle. They’re a force to be reckoned with, 
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proving that women can rule the world together, no prince 

required. 

 

In her quiet moments, Miss Right reflects on her journey. 

She’s come a long way from waiting for someone to complete her. 

She’s realized that she’s whole and powerful on her own. If Prince 

Charming happens to show up, he’ll be a welcome addition, not a 

necessity. 

 

As she drifts off to sleep, Miss Right smiles. She’s living her 

best life, a life filled with purpose, joy, and a touch of fabulousness. 

She doesn’t need a prince to rescue her; she’s already the queen of 

her own story. 

 

“Goodnight, world,” she whispers, closing her eyes. 

“Tomorrow, we conquer again.”  
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Chapter Fifty-Four  
Mr. Right: The Man Who Understands 

That 'I'm Fine' Really Means 'I'm Not Fine, 

but I Don't Want to Talk About It' 

 

The enigmatic phrase "I'm fine." Ah, the subtle art of 

communication that leaves many men scratching their heads and 
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wondering if they’ve just stepped into an emotional minefield. But 

not Mr. Right. He’s cracked the code, and he knows that when you 

say "I’m fine," you’re actually navigating a labyrinth of unspoken 

emotions. 

 

It’s Friday night, and you’ve had one of those days where 

everything that could go wrong did. You come home, drop your 

bag with a dramatic sigh, and collapse onto the couch. 

 

“Hey, how was your day?” Mr. Right asks, his eyes filled 

with genuine concern. 

 

You muster up a smile and say, “I’m fine.” 

 

But Mr. Right knows better. He doesn’t just hear the 

words; he reads the body language, the tone, the whole 

Shakespearean tragedy behind that two-word sentence. Instead of 

pressing you with questions, he hands you your favorite snack and 

settles beside you. 

 

A few minutes pass in silence, and then he casually says, 

“You know, I read this article about how bad days can be turned 

around with some ice cream and a cheesy rom-com.” 

 

You glance at him, eyes narrowing. “Did you now?” 
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“Yup,” he says, reaching for the remote. “And guess what? 

We just happen to have a fresh tub of ice cream and ‘Bridget 

Jones’s Diary’ queued up.” 

 

You can’t help but smile. “Okay, maybe I’m not fine. But I 

don’t really want to talk about it.” 

 

Mr. Right nods, respecting the boundaries. “Got it. So, ice 

cream and movie it is.” 

 

As the movie plays, he laughs at the right moments, 

making you giggle despite yourself. He doesn’t push for details or 

solutions. He’s just there, a comforting presence that doesn’t 

demand explanations. And that’s exactly what you need. 

 

The next day, you’re running errands together, and you 

encounter the classic ‘I’m fine’ scenario again. This time, it’s at the 

grocery store. You’re eyeing a pint of overpriced artisanal gelato, 

and he notices your conflicted expression. 

 

“What’s up?” he asks. 

 

“I’m fine,” you reply, a bit too quickly. 

 

He raises an eyebrow. “Fine as in ‘I don’t want to spend the 

money,’ or fine as in ‘I want it but I’m feeling guilty about it’?” 

 

You laugh. “The second one.” 
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Mr. Right doesn’t miss a beat. “Alright, then. We’re getting 

the gelato. Consider it an investment in happiness.” 

 

Back home, you both dig into the gelato, and he casually 

brings up a funny story from work, making you forget your worries 

for a while. It’s in these moments that you realize how much he 

understands you—sometimes even better than you understand 

yourself. 

 

Later that week, you’re out with friends, and someone 

brings up an argument they had with their partner. The classic 

“I’m fine” discussion ensues, and your friends are all sharing their 

interpretations. 

 

“Oh, when I say ‘I’m fine,’ I mean, ‘You’re in trouble,’” one 

friend says. 

 

“For me, it’s more like, ‘Leave me alone, but also don’t,’” 

another chimes in. 

 

You smile knowingly. “Mr. Right has it down to an art. He 

knows when ‘I’m fine’ means ‘Give me space’ and when it means ‘I 

need a hug.’ It’s like he’s got a PhD in decoding emotions.” 

 

Your friends look impressed. “Wow, how’d you train him?” 
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You laugh. “I didn’t. He just gets it. He knows that 

sometimes, I just need a little space or a bit of ice cream therapy 

without a deep dive into my feelings.” 

 

Back home, you tell Mr. Right about the conversation, and 

he chuckles. “It’s really just about paying attention and knowing 

you. I mean, I’ve had plenty of practice with those ‘I’m fine’ 

moments.” 

 

You smile, feeling grateful. “Well, you’re pretty good at it.” 

 

Mr. Right grins. “Comes with the territory of being your 

Mr. Right. Now, how about we unwind with a little more of that 

gelato?” 

 

And so, as you share another quiet moment together, you 

realize just how lucky you are. Because Mr. Right isn’t just the guy 

who gets you ice cream and watches rom-coms; he’s the guy who 

understands the unspoken words, the hidden meanings, and the 

intricate dance of emotions. He’s the guy who knows that “I’m 

fine” is often a complex mix of feelings and respects your need for 

space, comfort, and a little bit of sweetness. 

 

To Mr. Right, the master of the emotional code. 
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Chapter Fifty-Five 
Miss Right: She Might Not Know How 

to Cook a Five-Course Meal, but She Can 

Definitely Order One 

 

Miss Right is a modern marvel—armed with a smartphone 

and a multitude of food delivery apps, she’s a culinary queen 

without ever touching a spatula. Why slave over a hot stove when 
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you can have Michelin-star level cuisine delivered right to your 

doorstep? 

 

It’s a Friday night, and you and Miss Right are pondering 

the eternal question: what’s for dinner? She’s scrolling through her 

phone, expertly navigating the world of takeout with the finesse of 

a sommelier selecting a fine wine. 

 

“How about Italian?” she suggests, showing you a menu 

that looks like it was printed on parchment paper by a Tuscan 

nonna. 

 

You raise an eyebrow. “Didn’t we have Italian last week?” 

 

“True,” she concedes, already moving on. “Okay, Thai?” 

 

“Sounds good,” you agree. “What’s the restaurant rating?” 

 

“4.8 stars,” she announces, “and the reviews rave about the 

green curry.” 

 

Before you know it, she’s placed an order that would make 

Gordon Ramsay weep with envy. As you wait for the food to arrive, 

she pulls up her favorite food vlogger on YouTube and starts 

dissecting the latest episode, where the host attempts to cook a 

complicated dish that involves more steps than a Beyoncé dance 

routine. 

 

244 



“I could totally make that,” she says confidently, while you 

both know that her kitchen skills are best described as 

“experimental.” 

 

“But why bother when you can just order it?” you counter, 

and she nods in agreement. 

 

When the food arrives, she lays it out with the precision of 

a master chef plating a dish. You’ve got your green curry, spring 

rolls, pad Thai, and mango sticky rice, all neatly arranged. She 

even brought out her fancy plates, because presentation is 

everything. 

 

“Bon appétit!” she exclaims, raising her glass. 

 

As you dig in, you marvel at how effortlessly she’s turned 

your living room into a five-star dining experience. Sure, she 

didn’t cook any of it, but that’s beside the point. The point is that 

she knows how to enjoy good food without breaking a sweat. 

 

After dinner, she casually mentions, “You know, I was 

thinking of taking a cooking class.” 

 

You almost choke on your drink. “Really?” 

 

“Yeah, I figured it might be fun. Plus, it’d be nice to know 

how to make something other than instant noodles,” she says with 

a laugh. 
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“Hey, your instant noodles are legendary,” you joke. 

 

She grins. “Thanks, but I think I could step up my game a 

bit. Maybe learn how to make that green curry we just had.” 

 

As you imagine the potential chaos of Miss Right in a 

cooking class, you can’t help but smile. She’s got the enthusiasm 

and the drive, even if her culinary track record is a bit spotty. But 

that’s what makes her so endearing. 

 

Fast forward to her first cooking class. She’s donned an 

apron and is armed with a spatula, ready to conquer the culinary 

world. You’re her supportive sidekick, there to cheer her on and 

taste-test her creations. 

 

The instructor starts with something simple, like chopping 

vegetables. Miss Right attacks the task with gusto, albeit with 

some questionable knife skills. You’re pretty sure that carrot is 

supposed to be in pieces, not shavings, but she’s having a blast. 

 

Next up is the actual cooking part. She’s simmering sauces, 

stirring pots, and following the instructor’s directions like she’s 

deciphering a treasure map. You’re not entirely sure what’s going 

on, but you’re there for moral support and comic relief. 

 

“Oops,” she says as a bit of sauce splatters. “Guess I need to 

work on my stirring technique.” 
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“No worries,” you reply. “Sauce splatter just means it’s 

homemade, right?” 

 

Finally, it’s time to taste the fruits of her labor. She 

nervously plates her dish, and you both dig in. It’s... actually not 

bad. In fact, it’s pretty good. 

 

“See? I knew you could do it,” you say with a grin. 

 

She beams with pride. “Maybe I’ll start cooking more often. 

But just to be clear, I’m still keeping my delivery apps.” 

 

“Wouldn’t have it any other way,” you laugh. 

 

As you head home, you realize that Miss Right might not be 

a gourmet chef, but she’s got something even better—a love for 

good food, a willingness to try new things, and the ability to turn 

any meal into a memorable experience. And in the end, that’s what 

really matters. 

 

To Miss Right, the queen of takeout and the kitchen. 
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Chapter Fifty-Six 
Mr. Right is the Guy Who Knows When 

to Listen, Even if He Has No Idea What 

You're Talking About 

 

In the vast landscape of relationships, communication is 

key. And while you might expect Mr. Right to be an expert in 
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everything, sometimes his true talent lies in the art of nodding and 

smiling. Let’s face it: there are moments when you’re sharing your 

deepest thoughts, and he’s just trying to keep up. But that’s what 

makes him so endearing—he listens, even when he’s lost in 

translation. 

 

Take, for instance, the time you decided to share your 

newfound obsession with the intricacies of knitting. You’ve spent 

hours watching YouTube tutorials and have finally mastered the 

art of the purl stitch. Naturally, you want to share this triumph 

with Mr. Right. 

 

“So, I finally figured out the purl stitch!” you exclaim, 

showing him your latest creation—a somewhat lopsided scarf. 

 

Mr. Right, ever supportive, nods enthusiastically. “That’s 

great! Uh, what’s a purl stitch again?” 

 

You launch into an explanation, complete with hand 

gestures and knitting jargon. He’s smiling and nodding, but you 

can see the confusion in his eyes. Still, he’s there, pretending to 

understand the difference between a garter stitch and a stockinette 

stitch. 

 

“Wow, that sounds complicated,” he says, hoping that’s the 

right response. 

 

“It is! But it’s so rewarding,” you reply, feeling proud of 

your accomplishment. 
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He reaches out and touches the scarf. “It’s really soft. You 

did a great job.” 

 

And that’s all you need—a little validation, even if he has 

no idea what you’re talking about. 

 

Then there’s the time you decided to binge-watch a new 

sci-fi series. You’re hooked, and you want to share every plot twist 

and character arc with him. Mr. Right, who’s more of a sports fan, 

sits beside you, doing his best to keep up with the alien lingo and 

futuristic tech talk. 

 

“And then the protagonist discovers she’s actually a clone! 

Can you believe it?” you say, eyes wide with excitement. 

 

Mr. Right blinks, trying to process the information. “Wow, 

a clone? That’s wild.” 

 

“It is! And now she has to save the universe from her evil 

twin,” you continue, completely engrossed. 

 

He nods along, even though he’s silently wondering how 

many more episodes are left in the season. But he’s there, 

watching with you, because he knows it makes you happy. 
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And let’s not forget your deep dive into the world of 

astrology. You’ve got star charts and compatibility readings spread 

out on the table, and you’re eager to share your insights. 

 

“So, according to this chart, our moon signs are perfectly 

aligned!” you announce, pointing to a series of cryptic symbols. 

 

Mr. Right peers at the chart, squinting as if trying to 

decode an ancient language. “That’s... awesome? What does that 

mean?” 

 

“It means we’re emotionally compatible on a deeper level,” 

you explain, as if it’s the most obvious thing in the world. 

 

“Ah, got it,” he says, though you can tell he’s still confused. 

“Emotional compatibility is good, right?” 

 

“Very good!” you affirm, beaming with excitement. 

 

In these moments, Mr. Right isn’t just pretending to listen; 

he’s showing you that he cares. Even when the topics are outside 

his wheelhouse, he’s there, engaged and supportive. And 

sometimes, that’s all that matters. 

 

One evening, as you’re rambling about your latest 

passion—whether it’s gardening, yoga, or the art of sourdough 

baking—Mr. Right sits beside you, nodding at the appropriate 

moments. 
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“...and that’s why it’s important to let the dough rest for 12 

hours,” you conclude, looking at him expectantly. 

 

He nods, smiling. “Makes perfect sense.” 

 

You laugh, knowing he probably didn’t follow half of what 

you said. “You’re the best, you know that?” 

 

He grins. “I will try. So, when do we get to eat this amazing 

bread?” 

 

“Tomorrow morning,” you reply, feeling grateful for his 

patience and willingness to listen. 

 

As you sit together, enjoying the quiet moment, you realize 

that Mr. Right’s true gift isn’t just in understanding every word 

you say—it’s in being there, listening and supporting you, no 

matter the topic. He might not always get the details, but he 

always gets you. 

 

To Mr. Right, the master of listening with love and 

understanding. 
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Chapter Fifty-Seven 
Miss Right is Like a Unicorn – Rare, 

Magical, and Usually Found with a Glass of 

Wine 

 

Finding Miss Right is like stumbling upon a mythical 

creature in the wild—a unicorn, if you will. She's rare, she's 

magical, and more often than not, she's clutching a glass of her 

favorite wine like it's the Holy Grail. 
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Picture this: You walk into the living room after a long day, 

and there she is—Miss Right—lounging on the couch in her 

favorite pajamas, a glass of Merlot in hand, and a smile that could 

light up the entire room. 

 

"Hey there," she greets you, raising her glass in a toast. "I 

opened a bottle. Want some?" 

 

You can't help but smile. "Sure, why not?" 

 

Miss Right knows how to make the simplest moments feel 

like magic. She pours you a glass with the grace of a seasoned 

sommelier, and you settle in beside her, ready to unwind. The TV 

is on, tuned to some reality show that she swears she hates but 

never misses an episode of. 

 

"So, what are we watching?" you ask, taking a sip of the 

wine. 

 

"Just the usual drama," she says with a wink. "You know, 

people fight over nonsense, but it's oddly satisfying." 

 

As the show progresses, Miss Right offers a running 

commentary that's far more entertaining than the actual program. 

 

"Oh, here comes Karen," she says, rolling her eyes. "She's 

always causing trouble. Watch this—she's about to throw a drink." 
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Sure enough, Karen launches her cocktail across the room, 

and you both burst out laughing. 

 

"How do you know this stuff?" you ask, amazed. 

 

"I have a sixth sense for reality TV," she replies, tapping 

her nose knowingly. "It's a gift." 

 

But Miss Right's magic isn't confined to the couch. She's 

just as enchanting in the kitchen, where she whips up meals that 

seem like they belong in a fairy tale. Granted, her culinary 

adventures often come with a side of hilarity. 

 

Take the time she decided to bake a cake from scratch. The 

kitchen looked like a flour bomb had gone off, and the cake itself 

was... well, let's just say it had character. 

 

"Is it supposed to look like that?" you asked, eyeing the 

lopsided creation. 

 

"Of course," she said confidently. "It's a rustic style." 

 

Despite its appearance, the cake tasted amazing, and you 

couldn't help but admire her ability to turn any mishap into a 

triumph. 
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Then there's her social life. Miss Right is the life of the 

party, the friend who can make even the dullest gathering sparkle. 

She's got a knack for connecting with people, often leaving a trail 

of new friends and admirers wherever she goes. 

 

At a recent party, you watched as she held court, regaling a 

group of strangers with hilarious stories and infectious laughter. 

She caught your eye across the room and gave you a wink that 

made you feel like the luckiest person alive. 

 

"Who knew unicorns could be such social butterflies?" you 

teased her later. 

 

"Oh, it's all part of the magic," she replied with a grin. 

 

But perhaps the most magical thing about Miss Right is her 

ability to make you feel special. Whether it's through a thoughtful 

gesture, a kind word, or simply being there when you need her, she 

has a way of turning ordinary moments into extraordinary 

memories. 

 

One evening, you found her setting up a surprise picnic in 

the living room, complete with fairy lights, a blanket, and a spread 

of your favorite snacks. 

 

"What's all this?" you asked, delighted. 
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"Just thought we could use a little magic," she said, 

pouring you a glass of wine. 

 

As you sat together, enjoying the makeshift picnic, you 

realized how lucky you were to have found your very own unicorn. 

 

Miss Right might be rare and magical, but she's also 

wonderfully real. She knows how to bring joy and laughter into 

every situation, often with a glass of wine in hand. And that, you 

think, is the real magic. 

 

To Miss Right, the unicorn who makes every day a little 

brighter and every moment a little more magical. Cheers! 
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Chapter Fifty-Eight 
Mr. Right Thinks 'Romantic Dinner' 

Means Microwaving Popcorn and Watching 

Netflix 

 

When you first imagined finding Mr. Right, you 

probably pictured candlelit dinners at fancy restaurants, moonlit 
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walks along the beach, and serenades under the stars. What you 

didn't anticipate was that Mr. Right's idea of a "romantic dinner" 

involved the soft glow of the microwave and the sweet serenade of 

Netflix's opening jingle. 

 

It’s Friday night, and after a long week, you’re ready for 

some quality time. Mr. Right walks in, holding a bag of microwave 

popcorn like it’s a bouquet of roses. 

 

“Guess what’s for dinner?” he asks, waggling his eyebrows 

suggestively. 

 

You raise an eyebrow. “Popcorn again? Didn’t we have that 

last Friday?” 

 

“Ah, but this time, it’s butter-flavored,” he says with a grin, 

as if revealing a Michelin-starred menu. “And I’ve got the perfect 

movie queued up. It’s going to be epic.” 

 

You can’t help but smile at his enthusiasm. “Alright, Chef 

Boyardee, let’s see what you’ve got.” 

 

He sets to work, expertly placing the bag in the microwave 

and hitting the popcorn button with the precision of a master chef. 

As the kernels start popping, he turns to you with a proud smile. 

 

“See? Cooking is easy when you know what you’re doing.” 
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You laugh, shaking your head. “Sure, Gordon Ramsay.” 

 

With the popcorn ready, he pours it into a giant bowl, 

adding just the right amount of salt—by which he means dumping 

half the shaker in. He presents it to you with a flourish, bowing 

slightly. 

 

“Your dinner, madam.” 

 

You take a handful of popcorn and give him a playful 

nudge. “So, what’s on the menu for entertainment tonight?” 

 

“Only the finest selection,” he says, grabbing the remote. 

“I’ve been saving this for a special occasion.” 

 

He clicks through Netflix, revealing a list of action-packed 

thrillers, cheesy rom-coms, and a few sci-fi flicks. He finally settles 

on a rom-com you’ve seen a dozen times but can’t resist watching 

again. 

 

“Perfect,” you say, snuggling up beside him on the couch. 

 

As the movie starts, Mr. Right drapes an arm around you, 

offering the popcorn bowl with the other. The two of you settle in, 

your heads touching as you munch away. 

 

“This is nice,” you admit, taking in the cozy atmosphere. 
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“Told you,” he replies with a satisfied smile. “Who needs 

fancy dinners when you’ve got popcorn and Netflix?” 

 

Halfway through the movie, during a particularly 

emotional scene, you glance over and see him tearing up. You can’t 

resist teasing him. 

 

“Are you crying?” 

 

“No,” he sniffs, wiping his eyes. “It’s just... the onions from 

the popcorn.” 

 

You burst out laughing. “Sure, blame the popcorn.” 

 

As the credits roll, you realize that while Mr. Right might 

not plan extravagant dates, his simple, heartfelt gestures mean the 

world to you. There’s something undeniably charming about his 

laid-back approach to romance. It’s easy, it’s fun, and it’s filled 

with genuine moments that make you fall for him even more. 

 

Later, as you’re cleaning up, he comes up behind you, 

wrapping his arms around your waist. 

 

“Thanks for indulging my idea of a romantic dinner,” he 

murmurs. 

 

“Anytime,” you reply, leaning into him. “Just promise me 

we’ll upgrade to caramel popcorn next time.” 
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“You got it,” he says, kissing your cheek. “Anything for my 

princess.” 

 

And that’s Mr. Right in a nutshell—simple, sweet, and 

perfectly content with the little things in life. He might think a 

romantic dinner means microwaving popcorn and watching 

Netflix, but he knows how to make those moments special. 

 

To Mr. Right, the man who turns popcorn and Netflix into 

the best date night ever. Here’s to many more microwaved 

dinners and movie marathons! 
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Chapter Fifty-Nine 
Miss Right – The Only Woman Who 

Can Make ‘I’m Sorry’ Sound Like ‘I Told You 

So’ 

 

There’s a unique art to apologizing, one that Miss Right 

has perfected to a level that would make even the most seasoned 
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diplomat envious. She can utter the words “I’m sorry” with such 

finesse that you’re left wondering if she’s actually conceding or 

subtly reminding you she was right all along. 

 

Take, for instance, the infamous “Directions Debacle” of 

last summer. You were convinced that your innate sense of 

direction (i.e., your reliance on gut instinct over Google Maps) 

would get you both to that secluded, picturesque beach. Miss 

Right, ever the practical navigator, suggested otherwise. 

 

“I really think we should just follow the map,” she said, 

raising an eyebrow. 

 

“Trust me, I know a shortcut,” you replied confidently, 

leading the way down a series of increasingly dubious-looking 

roads. 

 

An hour later, you found yourselves at the edge of a dense 

forest, definitely not at the beach. 

 

“Uh, I think we might have taken a wrong turn,” you 

admitted, sheepishly glancing at the rapidly setting sun. 

 

Miss Right didn’t say “I told you so.” Instead, she smiled 

sweetly and said, “I’m sorry, darling. I should have insisted on the 

map.” But her tone, her perfectly composed expression, and the 

way she handed you her phone with the map already pulled up 

spoke volumes. 
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Translation: “See, if we had followed my suggestion, we’d 

be basking in the sun right now instead of playing ‘Survivor: 

Couple’s Edition’ in the middle of nowhere.” 

 

On another occasion, the “DIY Disaster” comes to mind. 

You had decided to tackle a home improvement project solo, 

despite Miss Right’s gentle reminders that professional help might 

be a better route. 

 

“I think hiring a plumber would be a good idea,” she 

suggested as you waved off her concerns, brandishing a wrench 

with newfound DIY enthusiasm. 

 

A few hours, several leaks, and one very wet kitchen later, 

you stood amid the chaos, drenched and defeated. 

 

Miss Right surveyed the scene, biting her lip to suppress a 

laugh. “I’m sorry you had to go through this,” she said, placing a 

reassuring hand on your shoulder. But the sparkle in her eyes and 

the playful smirk hinted at the underlying message: “Maybe next 

time, we call the professional, okay?” 

 

Her apologies are a masterclass in subtlety. When she says, 

“I’m sorry you didn’t enjoy my cooking,” after you sheepishly 

admit that her experimental quinoa-kale casserole wasn’t your 

favorite, it’s delivered with such grace that you almost forget she 

was the one pushing for takeout in the first place. 
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Or the time you insisted on binge-watching an entire 

season of a TV show she had reservations about. By the end of the 

marathon, you were bleary-eyed and questioning your life choices. 

Miss Right patted your knee sympathetically, saying, “I’m sorry it 

wasn’t as great as you hoped.” Her gentle tone was all compassion, 

but the underlying “I warned you” was clear. 

 

But it’s not just about pointing out your missteps. Miss 

Right’s apologies are a way of showing she cares, even when she 

knows she was right. It’s her way of letting you learn and grow 

without rubbing your face in your mistakes. 

 

At the end of the day, you know Miss Right has your back. 

Her “I’m sorry” is her way of saying she’s in this with you, through 

all the misadventures and mishaps. And even if it sounds like “I 

told you so,” it’s laced with love and a shared laugh at the end of it 

all. 

 

So here’s to Miss Right, the woman who can make “I’m 

sorry” sound like “I told you so” and somehow make you love her 

even more for it. Because behind every great man who thinks he’s 

leading, there’s a Miss Right, subtly steering the ship with grace, 

wisdom, and just the right amount of sass.  
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Chapter Sixty 
Mr. Right – The Guy Who'll Hold Your 

Purse Without Making a Big Deal About It 

 

Finding Mr. Right is no easy task. He’s that rare breed 

who not only remembers your birthday but also knows your 

favorite dessert. And perhaps most impressively, he’s the guy 

who’ll hold your purse without turning it into a three-act drama. 
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Imagine this: It’s a beautiful Saturday afternoon, and 

you’re out shopping, basking in the joy of retail therapy. You spot 

the perfect pair of shoes in the window of your favorite store and 

know you have to try them on immediately. But there’s just one 

problem—your hands are full, and you need someone to hold your 

purse. 

 

Enter Mr. Right. 

 

“Hey, can you hold this for a sec?” you ask, handing him 

your purse without a second thought. 

 

Mr. Right doesn’t flinch. He doesn’t roll his eyes or make a 

sarcastic comment about the weight of your bag. No, he takes it 

with a smile, slinging it over his shoulder like it’s the most natural 

thing in the world. 

 

As you try on the shoes, you sneak a glance at him. He’s 

standing there, casually browsing his phone, your purse dangling 

from his arm. He looks so comfortable, you’d think he was holding 

a football rather than a floral-patterned handbag. 

 

A nearby couple notices him and giggles. The guy looks at 

Mr. Right with a mixture of admiration and disbelief. Mr. Right 

just smiles back, as if to say, “Yeah, I’m holding a purse. And?” 
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You find the perfect shoes, and as you walk back over, you 

can’t help but feel a surge of affection for this man who’s so secure 

in his masculinity that holding a purse is no big deal. You take 

your bag back and give him a quick kiss. 

 

“Thanks,” you say. 

 

“No problem,” he replies with a grin. “Anything for you.” 

 

It’s these little moments that make you realize you’ve 

struck gold with Mr. Right. He’s the guy who’ll hold your purse in 

public, and he won’t make a scene about it. He’s confident enough 

to support you without needing to prove anything to anyone. 

 

Remember the time at the amusement park when you went 

on that terrifying roller coaster? You were petrified, but Mr. Right, 

with his calm demeanor, held your purse and cheered you on from 

the sidelines. As you screamed your lungs out, he stood there, 

purse in hand, waving and laughing, making sure to capture the 

moment on his phone. It wasn’t just about holding your stuff; it 

was about holding your hand through life’s ups and 

downs—literally and figuratively. 

 

Or that evening at your friend’s wedding when you needed 

to adjust your dress? Without a second thought, he took your 

clutch and your wrap, balancing them with the elegance of a 

seasoned juggler, all while looking dapper in his suit. He didn’t 

just hold your purse; he held the fort, ensuring you could make 

your grand re-entrance without a hitch. 
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And let’s not forget the grocery store escapade. You were 

trying to juggle a basket, your phone, and your wallet, when Mr. 

Right casually took your purse, slinging it across his chest like a 

crossbody bag. He even managed to navigate the aisles with it, 

fielding puzzled looks from other shoppers with nothing but a 

confident smile. He was the picture of unruffled calm, 

transforming what could have been a comedic catastrophe into a 

smooth, hassle-free experience. 

 

So here’s to Mr. Right, the unsung hero who’ll hold your 

purse without a second thought. He’s the epitome of modern 

masculinity—secure, supportive, and utterly unbothered by 

societal norms. He’s the guy who knows that love isn’t about grand 

gestures but about the small acts of kindness that show you’re 

always on his mind. 

 

In a world full of men who might balk at the thought of 

holding a purse, Mr. Right stands tall, purse in hand, and heart on 

his sleeve. He’s the guy who gets it—the one who knows that real 

strength lies in being comfortable enough to do something so 

simple, yet so significant, for the woman he loves. 

 

To Mr. Right, the man who turns the mundane into 

memorable, and the ordinary into extraordinary, one 

purse-holding moment at a time. 
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Chapter Sixty-One 
Miss Right Can Turn a Simple Walk 

into a Full-Blown Adventure, Especially If 

There Are Sales Involved 

 

When it comes to Miss Right, even the most mundane 

activities can transform into epic adventures. Take, for example, a 

simple walk around the neighborhood. What starts as a casual 
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stroll can quickly escalate into an exciting, unpredictable 

escapade—especially if there’s the faintest whiff of a sale in the air. 

 

It’s a sunny Saturday afternoon. You suggest going for a 

walk to enjoy the weather and get some fresh air. Little do you 

know, this will be no ordinary walk. Miss Right, with her keen 

sense for adventure and uncanny ability to sniff out discounts 

from miles away, is about to turn this leisurely activity into an 

unforgettable journey. 

 

As you step outside, you notice her eyes light up. She’s 

spotted something—perhaps it’s the colorful flyer on a lamppost or 

a strategically placed sandwich board. Whatever it is, Miss Right is 

on it like a hawk. 

 

“Look!” she exclaims, pointing excitedly. “There’s a 

sidewalk sale just down the street. Let’s check it out!” 

 

Before you can protest, you’re whisked away, following her 

quick pace. She navigates the sidewalks with the precision of an 

experienced scout, leading you through the urban jungle toward 

her target. You arrive at the scene to find an array of vendors, each 

one offering deals more tantalizing than the last. 

 

Miss Right dives into the fray, her enthusiasm infectious. 

She chats with the sellers, examines every item with a discerning 

eye, and somehow manages to uncover hidden gems you’d have 

walked right past. Her energy is boundless, her bargaining skills 

unmatched. 
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As you trail behind her, you marvel at her ability to make 

friends with complete strangers. She’s swapping stories with the 

vintage clothing vendor, sharing laughs with the artisan jewelry 

maker, and even scoring a free sample of gourmet popcorn from 

the food truck. It’s as if she’s a celebrity, and the sidewalk sale is 

her red carpet event. 

 

Remember that time you went for a simple walk in the 

park? You ended up detouring to an impromptu flea market where 

Miss Right found a vintage hat that she insisted you try on. It 

didn’t matter that it was two sizes too small and made you look 

like a character from an old detective movie—she had a blast, and 

so did you. 

 

Or the unforgettable day you strolled through the city and 

stumbled upon a pop-up sale at her favorite boutique. Miss Right 

practically sprinted inside, emerging half an hour later with a 

triumphant smile and bags full of clothes at unbeatable prices. The 

look on her face was pure joy, and you couldn’t help but share in 

her excitement. 

 

Then there was the legendary “garage sale trail” adventure. 

What began as a quick walk to the coffee shop turned into a 

marathon of garage sale hopping. Miss Right navigated the maze 

of driveways and front yards like a seasoned explorer, unearthing 

treasures and bargains at every turn. By the end of the day, your 

arms were loaded with everything from vintage records to quirky 

knick-knacks, and your heart was full from the laughter and fun. 
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As the sun begins to set on your latest adventure, you find 

yourself back home, surrounded by the spoils of your sidewalk sale 

conquest. Miss Right is already planning where to place her new 

finds, her excitement still palpable. 

 

“See?” she says with a grin. “Who knew a simple walk could 

be so much fun?” 

 

You nod in agreement, realizing that with Miss Right, every 

moment is an opportunity for adventure. Her ability to turn the 

ordinary into the extraordinary, to find joy in the simplest things, 

is what makes her truly special. 

 

So, here’s to Miss Right, the adventure queen who can 

make even a walk around the block feel like a grand expedition. 

She knows that life is full of surprises and that the best moments 

often come when you least expect them. Whether it’s a sidewalk 

sale, a flea market, or just a casual stroll, she’s ready to turn it into 

a memorable experience. 

 

In a world where routines can become monotonous and 

predictable, Miss Right’s zest for life and her knack for finding 

excitement in the everyday is a refreshing reminder to embrace 

spontaneity and seek out joy wherever it may be hiding. 

 

To Miss Right, the woman who can turn a simple walk into 

a treasure hunt and a sidewalk sale into a celebration. May your 
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adventures together always be filled with laughter, love, and the 

thrill of the unexpected. 
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Chapter Sixty-Two  
Mr. Right – The Guy Who Thinks 

'Sensitive' Means Knowing When to Refill the 

Popcorn During a Movie 

 

In the grand tapestry of relationships, there are few 

qualities more sought after than sensitivity. But when you’re with 
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Mr. Right, sensitivity takes on a whole new, and quite amusing, 

meaning. 

 

For Mr. Right, being sensitive isn’t just about listening to 

your feelings or remembering anniversaries—though he does those 

things too. No, his version of sensitivity is more... unique. It’s 

knowing exactly when to pause the movie for a popcorn refill, 

which is, let’s face it, an underrated skill in the world of modern 

romance. 

 

Picture this: It’s Friday night, and you’re cozied up on the 

couch, ready to dive into the latest blockbuster or binge-worthy 

series. The lights are dim, the blankets are warm, and the snacks 

are within arm’s reach. Life is good. 

 

As the movie unfolds, you find yourself engrossed in the 

plot, the characters, the twists and turns. Meanwhile, Mr. Right is 

beside you, equally captivated. But there’s a difference—he’s got 

one eye on the screen and one eye on the popcorn bowl. 

 

He’s developed a sixth sense for this sort of thing. As the 

hero reaches the climactic showdown, you glance at the popcorn 

bowl and realize with dismay that it’s almost empty. Before you 

can even utter a word, Mr. Right springs into action. 

 

“Popcorn refill?” he whispers, already halfway to the 

kitchen. 
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You nod, impressed yet again by his impeccable timing. He 

knows exactly when to refill the popcorn—never during a 

dialogue-heavy scene, and always before the action kicks back in. 

He’s like a snack ninja, moving with stealth and precision to 

ensure your movie-watching experience is never interrupted by 

something as trivial as an empty bowl. 

 

While in the kitchen, he’s a whirlwind of efficiency. He 

doesn’t just refill the bowl; he adds a sprinkle of your favorite 

seasoning, making sure every kernel is perfectly coated. He even 

grabs a couple of napkins because he knows you’ll need them. He 

returns just in time for the next big scene, handing you the fresh 

bowl with a flourish. 

 

“Here you go,” he says, settling back into his spot. 

 

“Thanks,” you reply, taking a handful and marveling at his 

attention to detail. 

 

But Mr. Right’s sensitivity doesn’t end with popcorn. Oh 

no, he’s got a radar for all your cinematic needs. If you’re watching 

a tearjerker, he senses when to pass you the tissues without 

making a fuss. During horror movies, he instinctively knows when 

to hold your hand tighter, providing just the right amount of 

comfort without overshadowing the suspense. 

 

Remember the time you watched that critically acclaimed 

foreign film with subtitles? Halfway through, you started 

squinting, struggling to keep up with the rapid dialogue. Without 
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missing a beat, Mr. Right paused the movie, adjusted the screen 

brightness, and even found your reading glasses, all while cracking 

a joke about your adorable, yet slightly misplaced, vanity. 

 

Or that unforgettable night of the infamous “Rom-Com 

Marathon”? As you laughed and cried through back-to-back 

romantic comedies, Mr. Right not only kept the popcorn flowing 

but also ensured a steady supply of chocolate, strategically timed 

for every emotional climax. He even joined you in reciting the 

cheesiest lines, proving that his sense of humor was as finely tuned 

as his sensitivity. 

 

And let’s not forget the epic “Fantasy Saga Binge.” 

Dragons, magic, and epic battles filled your screen for hours. Mr. 

Right anticipated every need, from ordering pizza just as the 

kingdom was under siege to fetching your favorite blanket when 

the temperature in the room dipped. He even managed to keep his 

enthusiastic commentary to a minimum, letting you enjoy the 

story while subtly pointing out interesting trivia during the quieter 

moments. 

 

So, here’s to Mr. Right, the popcorn-refilling, 

tissue-passing, hand-holding epitome of sensitive masculinity. He 

might not write sonnets or serenade you with a guitar, but he 

knows how to make every movie night an unforgettable 

experience. His sensitivity might revolve around snacks and screen 

time, but it’s the little things that make all the difference. 
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In a world where grand gestures often overshadow simple 

acts of kindness, Mr. Right stands out for his ability to blend 

sensitivity with practicality. He understands that sometimes, 

knowing when to refill the popcorn is just as important as knowing 

how to listen. And in those small, everyday moments, he proves 

time and again that he’s the perfect partner for a lifetime of movie 

nights and beyond. 

 

To Mr. Right, the man who redefines sensitivity one 

popcorn kernel at a time. 
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Chapter Sixty-Three 
Miss Right Can Tell You’re Lying Just 

by the Way You Say, ‘I Didn’t Touch Your 

Fries’ 

 

There are many reasons Miss Right is amazing, but one 

of her lesser-known superpowers is her uncanny ability to detect 

281 



lies—especially when it comes to her food. Specifically, her fries. 

You may think you’re sly, but when it comes to those golden, 

crispy delights, Miss Right has a sixth sense. 

 

It all starts on an ordinary evening. You decide to treat 

yourselves to a cozy dinner at home, complete with takeout from 

your favorite burger joint. As the tantalizing aroma of burgers and 

fries fills the room, you can’t help but sneak a fry or two from Miss 

Right’s plate when she’s not looking. 

 

You hear her approaching from the other room, and in a 

panic, you wipe the evidence (salt) off your fingers and sit back, 

trying to look innocent. She walks in, takes one look at you, and 

narrows her eyes. 

 

“Did you touch my fries?” she asks, her voice dripping with 

suspicion. 

 

You put on your best poker face. “Me? No way. I didn’t 

touch your fries.” 

 

But Miss Right isn’t buying it. She has an almost 

supernatural ability to detect any and all fry-related fibs. It’s like 

she can see into your very soul—and it’s not impressed. 

 

“Uh-huh,” she says, crossing her arms. “So, the mysterious 

disappearance of three fries and the sudden appearance of salt on 

your lips is just a coincidence?” 
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You gulp, realizing the jig is up. “Okay, fine. I might have 

had one. Or two.” 

 

She shakes her head, a mixture of amusement and 

exasperation on her face. “Just one or two, huh? You know, I’ve 

got a fry count. Don’t think you can pull a fast one on me.” 

 

You flash her an apologetic smile. “I couldn’t resist. They’re 

just so good!” 

 

Miss Right rolls her eyes, but she’s smiling now, too. “Next 

time, just ask. I might even share.” 

 

Of course, this isn’t the first time you’ve underestimated 

Miss Right’s fry-detecting abilities. There was that infamous road 

trip when you thought you could sneak a fry from the bag while 

she was focused on driving. She didn’t even look over—just 

reached out and smacked your hand away, all while keeping her 

eyes on the road. 

 

Then there was the time at the movie theater. You figured 

with all the darkness and loud action scenes, she wouldn’t notice 

you pilfering a few fries from her stash. But somehow, even amidst 

the explosions and car chases, she knew. And she made sure to get 

you back by hogging the popcorn for the rest of the film. 
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And let’s not forget the birthday dinner at that fancy 

restaurant. She ordered truffle fries, and you couldn’t help but be 

drawn to their irresistible aroma. You waited until she was 

distracted by the dessert menu to make your move. Just as your 

hand reached for a fry, she snapped her fingers, and you froze, 

caught in the act. “Not today, fry thief,” she said with a triumphant 

grin. 

 

Despite your best efforts, Miss Right’s fry-detecting radar 

remains undefeated. You’ve learned that honesty truly is the best 

policy—especially when it comes to her fries. 

 

But here’s the thing: while she may playfully scold you for 

your fry thievery, she also loves the silly moments it creates. It’s 

part of the fun, part of the dynamic that makes your relationship 

unique. She enjoys the playful banter and the shared laughter, 

even if it means guarding her fries with the vigilance of a hawk. 

 

So, here’s to Miss Right, the fry guardian and truth 

detector. She knows when you’ve been sneaking fries and she 

always calls you out on it, but she also does it with a smile and a 

laugh that makes you feel like the luckiest person in the world. 

 

In a world where honesty can sometimes be in short 

supply, Miss Right’s ability to see through the little white lies and 

turn them into moments of connection is a gift. She reminds you 

that it’s okay to be caught, to laugh at yourself, and to share in the 

joy of simply being together. 
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To Miss Right, the woman who can see through your 

fry-related fibs and still loves you anyway. May your fries always 

be hot, your truths always be told, and your laughter always be 

shared. 
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Chapter Sixty-Six: Miss Right Knows How to Cook... 

Reservations 

In the culinary world of romance, Miss Right is an absolute 

legend. Not because she can whip up a soufflé that defies gravity or 

because her lasagna could make a grown man weep—though she 

probably could if she wanted to. No, her true genius lies in a much 

more modern skill: knowing how to cook... reservations. 

 

Picture this: It’s Saturday night, and you’ve been dreaming 

about a cozy dinner at that new trendy restaurant all week. The 

problem? You forgot to make a reservation. Panic sets in as you 

imagine standing in line for hours, hoping for a miracle. Enter 

Miss Right, your culinary savior. 

 

With the finesse of a seasoned pro, she pulls out her phone 

and starts tapping away. She’s not just scrolling through Yelp 

reviews or checking Instagram photos of avocado toast; she’s 

orchestrating a masterful plan. She knows the best times to call, 

the secret phrases that make hostesses swoon, and the exact 

moment to slide into OpenTable for those last-minute 

cancellations. 

 

“Don’t worry,” she says with a confident smile. “I’ve got 

this.” 

 

You watch in awe as she navigates the labyrinth of online 

booking systems with the precision of a hacker in a spy movie. 

Within minutes, she’s secured a table at the hottest spot in town, 
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right at the prime dinner hour. It’s like magic, but better—because 

you get to eat. 

 

At the restaurant, you’re treated like VIPs. The hostess 

greets Miss Right by name, leading you to a perfect table with a 

view. As you sit down, you can’t help but marvel at her prowess. 

While other diners nervously scan the menu, wondering if they’ll 

need a second mortgage to pay for their meal, Miss Right is 

already three steps ahead. 

 

“Trust me,” she says, with a twinkle in her eye. “I’ve got 

this covered.” 

 

She expertly orders a selection of dishes that showcase the 

chef’s talents without breaking the bank. She knows which wine 

pairs best with the truffle risotto and which dessert is an 

Instagram-worthy masterpiece. By the time the food arrives, 

you’re convinced she’s some sort of gastronomic superhero. 

 

But her talents don’t stop at securing reservations and 

ordering food. Oh no, Miss Right is a master of the art of dining 

out. She’s got impeccable table manners, can engage the waitstaff 

in charming conversation, and always remembers to ask for the 

check before the dinner rush hits. She even knows the exact 

amount to tip, ensuring you leave the restaurant with a satisfied 

belly and a happy conscience. 

 

Remember that time you tried to surprise her with a 

home-cooked meal? You spent hours in the kitchen, following a 
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complicated recipe you found online. The result was... let’s just say 

“interesting.” Miss Right took one look at the charred remains of 

your culinary experiment and, with a gentle smile, suggested you 

order takeout instead. She didn’t even flinch when you proposed 

pizza for the third time that week. 

 

Or the infamous brunch debacle. You’d heard rave reviews 

about a new place downtown, but when you arrived, the line was 

out the door and around the block. While you contemplated a 

hangry meltdown, Miss Right calmly pulled out her phone. Within 

minutes, she’d secured a reservation at a nearby café, known for 

its legendary pancakes. Crisis averted, all thanks to her 

reservation-cooking skills. 

 

Then there was the unforgettable anniversary dinner. 

You’d forgotten to book a table at her favorite restaurant, and by 

the time you remembered, it was fully booked for weeks. Miss 

Right, ever the resourceful partner, didn’t bat an eye. She found a 

hidden gem in the neighborhood, made the reservation, and even 

arranged for a special dessert to be brought out. It turned out to be 

one of the most memorable meals you’d ever had. 

 

So, here’s to Miss Right, the culinary queen who knows 

how to turn a night out into an epic adventure. She may not spend 

hours in the kitchen, but she knows how to serve up unforgettable 

dining experiences with a side of charm and a sprinkle of magic. 

 

In a world where dining out can be as stressful as hosting a 

dinner party, Miss Right stands out for her ability to navigate the 
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restaurant scene with grace and humor. She understands that the 

best meals are the ones shared with the people you love, in places 

that make you feel special. 

 

To Miss Right, the woman who knows that the secret 

ingredient to any great meal is a well-timed reservation and a 

partner who appreciates her culinary cunning.  

“Bon appétit!” 
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Chapter Sixty-Four 
Mr. Right Believes in True Love and 

Never Skipping Breakfast 

 

In the grand scheme of romance and daily routines, Mr. 

Right stands out not just for his belief in true love but also for his 

unwavering commitment to the most important meal of the day: 
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breakfast. For Mr. Right, the two are intrinsically linked, like 

peanut butter and jelly, or waffles and syrup. 

 

Picture this: You wake up on a lazy Sunday morning, 

sunlight streaming through the curtains. Before you can even 

stretch and yawn, you catch the aroma of freshly brewed coffee 

wafting from the kitchen. That’s Mr. Right, already up and about, 

orchestrating a breakfast symphony. 

 

“Good morning, sleepyhead!” he greets you with a cheerful 

grin. “Ready for breakfast?” 

 

Now, Mr. Right doesn’t just believe in breakfast; he takes it 

very seriously. To him, breakfast isn’t just a meal—it’s an 

experience, a ritual, a declaration of love served on a platter. While 

you might be content with a quick bowl of cereal, Mr. Right has 

grander plans. 

 

“Today, we’re having a full spread,” he announces with the 

excitement of a kid on Christmas morning. 

 

You wander into the kitchen to find an impressive array of 

breakfast delights. There are fluffy pancakes stacked high, crispy 

bacon sizzling to perfection, and eggs cooked just the way you like 

them. He’s even managed to include a fruit platter that looks like it 

was arranged by a professional food stylist. 

 

As you sit down, you can’t help but be amazed at the effort 

Mr. Right has put into this morning feast. He’s thought of 
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everything—freshly squeezed orange juice, a variety of jams and 

spreads, and even a selection of pastries from your favorite bakery. 

It’s like dining at a five-star brunch spot, but better because you 

get to stay in your pajamas. 

 

“Breakfast is the most important meal of the day,” Mr. 

Right says with a wink. “And also the most delicious.” 

 

While you dig into your meal, Mr. Right shares his 

philosophy on breakfast and love. According to him, both require a 

bit of planning, a lot of care, and the willingness to wake up a little 

earlier than you’d like. 

 

“Just like love, breakfast sets the tone for the day,” he 

explains, between bites of a perfectly buttered croissant. “You can’t 

skip it and expect everything to go smoothly.” 

 

You nod, thinking about all the rushed mornings you’ve 

had in the past, grabbing a granola bar on your way out the door. 

Mr. Right’s breakfast approach is a refreshing change, a reminder 

to slow down and savor the little moments. 

 

Remember the time you both decided to do a 

breakfast-in-bed day? It sounded romantic in theory, but the 

reality involved a lot of crumbs in the sheets and a near-disaster 

with the orange juice. Despite the mess, Mr. Right kept his cool, 

turning it into a hilarious memory rather than a stressful morning. 
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Or the infamous “Pancake Art” challenge he insisted on 

after watching too many YouTube videos. You spent an entire 

Saturday morning attempting to create pancake masterpieces, 

from cartoon characters to elaborate landscapes. Most of them 

turned out as unidentifiable blobs, but Mr. Right’s enthusiasm 

never wavered. He declared each one a triumph and ate them with 

pride, syrup and all. 

 

Then there was the surprise breakfast picnic he planned in 

the middle of winter. While you questioned his sanity, he bundled 

you up in warm blankets and led you to the living room, where 

he’d set up a cozy indoor picnic. There were hot cocoa, freshly 

baked muffins, and a playlist of your favorite songs. It was the 

perfect blend of spontaneity and thoughtfulness, proving once 

again that Mr. Right knew how to turn an ordinary meal into an 

extraordinary experience. 

 

So, here’s to Mr. Right, the breakfast champion and true 

love believer. He knows that starting the day with a good meal and 

a positive attitude is the foundation of a happy life. And he’s 

always ready to remind you that true love, like a hearty breakfast, 

is worth the effort. 

 

In a world where mornings can often feel rushed and 

chaotic, Mr. Right’s dedication to breakfast is a delightful breath of 

fresh air. He understands that it’s not just about filling your 

stomach but about nourishing your soul and setting a joyful tone 

for the day ahead. 

 

293 



To Mr. Right, the man who proves that the way to your 

heart really can be through your stomach, especially when it 

involves pancakes and bacon. May your mornings always be 

filled with love, laughter, and a breakfast fit for champions. 
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Chapter Sixty-Five 
Mr. Right Will Go the Extra Mile... 

Especially if There’s Pizza at the End of It 

 

Mr. Right is a lot of things: charming, thoughtful, 

occasionally clueless, but most importantly, he’s highly motivated 

by food—especially pizza. Mention the word "pizza," and he’ll 

spring into action faster than you can say "pepperoni." 
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One Saturday afternoon, you decide it's time to test just 

how far Mr. Right is willing to go for that cheesy, doughy 

goodness. You casually mention, “Hey, there’s this new pizza place 

that opened up downtown. I heard their pizza is out of this world.” 

 

Mr. Right’s ears perk up instantly. “Pizza, you say? Out of 

this world?” 

 

“Yes,” you nod, trying to suppress a grin. “But it’s, like, a 

30-minute walk from here.” 

 

Normally, the prospect of a 30-minute walk would be met 

with a series of groans and a firm negotiation for an alternative. 

But this is no ordinary situation—this is pizza we’re talking about. 

 

“Thirty minutes is nothing,” he declares, already lacing up 

his shoes. “We’ll burn some calories on the way, and then we’ll 

have more room for pizza. Win-win.” 

 

And just like that, you find yourselves embarking on a 

spontaneous pizza pilgrimage. The journey is filled with amusing 

observations about the neighborhood, random debates over the 

best pizza toppings, and the occasional grumble about how long 

thirty minutes can actually feel. 

 

“Are we there yet?” he asks, for the third time, as you pass 

another block. 
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“Almost,” you say, laughing. “Think of it as the ultimate 

reward for your patience and perseverance.” 

 

“I’d climb a mountain for pizza,” he declares, though he’s 

already slowing down a bit. “Well, maybe not a mountain, but 

definitely a steep hill.” 

 

After what feels like an eternity (but is really just 25 

minutes), you finally arrive at the pizza place. The sign glows 

invitingly, and the aroma of freshly baked pizza wafts through the 

air, renewing Mr. Right’s energy. 

 

“You made it,” you announce triumphantly. “Pizza time!” 

 

The two of you dive into the menu, ordering a little bit of 

everything. As you sit down to feast, Mr. Right looks at you with a 

satisfied grin. “Totally worth it,” he says, taking a big bite of a slice 

loaded with gooey cheese and toppings. 

 

Of course, this isn’t the first time Mr. Right has gone the 

extra mile for food. There was that time you mentioned a 

legendary food truck on the other side of town. The promise of the 

best tacos ever was enough to get him to brave traffic and a 

questionable GPS route. 

 

And who could forget the ice cream shop adventure? On a 

scorching summer day, you casually brought up a place famous for 
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its unique flavors. Before you knew it, Mr. Right had mapped out 

the fastest route and was ready to endure the heat for a scoop (or 

three) of heaven. 

 

In each of these scenarios, food was the motivator, but the 

real treat was the shared experience. Mr. Right’s willingness to go 

the extra mile—literally and figuratively—showed just how much 

he valued your time together. 

 

You’ve learned to use this to your advantage, of course. 

When you want to go for a walk, you just have to mention a food 

reward at the end. Need help with grocery shopping? Promise a 

stop at his favorite bakery. It’s a system that works beautifully for 

both of you. 

 

So here’s to Mr. Right, the man who will trek across town 

for a slice of pizza, who sees food as the ultimate adventure 

incentive, and who always makes the journey just as fun as the 

destination. Whether it's a gourmet restaurant or a hidden food 

truck, he’s up for the challenge, as long as there's something 

delicious at the end. 

 

In a world where motivation can sometimes be hard to 

find, Mr. Right’s pizza-powered perseverance is a testament to his 

dedication—and his love of good food. May your adventures 

always be flavorful, your pizza always be hot, and your journey 

together always be filled with laughter and joy. 
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To Mr. Right, the man who goes the extra mile for pizza 

and makes every bite—and every moment—worth the effort. 
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Chapter Sixty-Six 
Miss Right Isn’t High Maintenance; She 

Just Knows Her Worth... and the Worth of a 

Good Shoe Sale 

 

Miss Right has a philosophy about life that is simple 

yet profound: know your worth, and never underestimate the 
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value of a good shoe sale. Some might call it high maintenance, but 

she prefers to think of it as having standards. 

 

One bright Saturday morning, you find yourselves strolling 

through the mall. You’re there for something practical, like new 

kitchen gadgets, but Miss Right’s keen eyes are always on the 

lookout for a bargain. As you pass by a high-end shoe store, she 

suddenly halts. 

 

“Wait a minute,” she says, her eyes sparkling. “Is that a 

50% off sign I see?” 

 

You follow her gaze and see the unmistakable red and 

white sign of a clearance sale. It’s like watching a hawk zero in on 

its prey. Within seconds, Miss Right is inside, expertly navigating 

the aisles. 

 

“You can go check out the kitchen store,” she suggests. “I’ll 

just be a few minutes.” 

 

You know better. A “few minutes” in a shoe sale is like 

saying you’ll “just take a quick look” in IKEA. You wander off, 

checking out blenders and spatulas, all the while keeping an eye on 

the shoe store entrance. 

 

After what feels like an eternity (and a thorough 

examination of every kitchen gadget known to man), you decide to 

check in on Miss Right. You find her surrounded by boxes, trying 
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on pairs with the precision of a scientist conducting an important 

experiment. 

 

“How’s it going?” you ask, trying to sound casual. 

 

“Oh, fantastic!” she beams. “I’ve narrowed it down to these 

three pairs. Now I just need to decide which ones are absolutely 

essential.” 

 

You raise an eyebrow. “Essential?” 

 

“Yes,” she replies, dead serious. “These red heels are 

perfect for date nights. These black flats are ideal for work, and 

these sparkly sneakers are just... fun!” 

 

You can’t argue with that logic. Miss Right has a talent for 

making everything seem perfectly reasonable. She knows her 

worth, and she’s not about to compromise, especially when it 

comes to her feet. 

 

“I’ll just get all three,” she decides, packing up her choices 

with glee. “A good shoe sale is like finding buried treasure. You 

don’t leave anything behind.” 

 

As you leave the store, Miss Right carries her bags with 

pride, a spring in her step that only a successful shopping trip can 

bring. You, on the other hand, are carrying the bags from the 

kitchen store, which now seem much heavier in comparison. 
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This isn’t the first time Miss Right’s radar for sales has led 

to unexpected adventures. There was that time she found a 

designer handbag sale online at midnight. The next morning, three 

boxes were delivered, each containing a “must-have” item that 

she’d skillfully justified as essential. 

 

Then there was the epic outlet mall trip, where Miss Right 

demonstrated her endurance and strategic planning. Armed with a 

map, a list, and a credit card, she tackled the stores with the 

determination of an Olympian. 

 

Through it all, you’ve learned to appreciate Miss Right’s 

enthusiasm for a good deal. It’s not about being high maintenance; 

it’s about knowing what you deserve and not settling for less. She’s 

taught you the art of patience and the importance of celebrating 

small victories—like finding the perfect pair of shoes at half price. 

 

You’ve even started to see the joy in these shopping 

expeditions. There’s a thrill in the hunt, a satisfaction in the find, 

and a lot of fun in the process. Plus, you’ve become quite the 

expert in spotting sale signs from a distance. 

 

So here’s to Miss Right, the woman who knows her worth 

and isn’t afraid to treat herself. She’s not high maintenance; she’s 

high standards. She’s not just shopping; she’s investing in 

happiness, one fabulous pair of shoes at a time. 
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May your adventures always be stylish, your sales always 

be plentiful, and your life together always be filled with love, 

laughter, and just the right amount of retail therapy. 

 

To Miss Right, the queen of the clearance rack, the 

empress of elegance, and the lady who knows that true worth is 

always worth the price. 
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End Note from the 

Author 
 

Dear Readers, 

 

We reach the end of this delightful journey through the 

quirks and idiosyncrasies of finding Mr. and Miss Right, I want to 

take a moment to reflect on the adventure we've shared. Writing 

this book has been a labor of love, laughter, and countless cups of 

coffee (I like my coffee black). 

 

“I believe in love at first sight. After all, I’ve experienced it 

many times... mostly with shoes.” 

 

Life, as we know it, is an unpredictable blend of the 

mundane and the extraordinary. When it comes to love and 

relationships, it’s no different. We all have our unique paths to 
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finding that special someone who makes our hearts skip a beat and 

our days a little brighter. Whether it’s through a romantic gesture, 

a shared laugh, or even a mutual love of pizza, the journey to love 

is as important as the destination. 

 

I hope this book has brought a smile to your face, a giggle 

to your day, and maybe even a few “aha” moments along the way. 

Love isn’t always perfect, and neither are we. But in the 

imperfections, we find the beauty of true connection and 

companionship. 

 

“Looking for Mr. Right? Remember, he might be the one 

who’s as clueless about assembling IKEA furniture as you are.” 

 

To all the Mr. and Miss Rights out there, keep being your 

fabulous selves. Embrace the quirks, the flaws, and the little 

moments of joy that make your relationships uniquely yours. And 

remember, it’s not about finding someone perfect; it’s about 

finding someone perfect for you. 

 

“I’m not saying dating is easy, but hey, at least you get 

funny stories to tell your friends!” 

 

Thank you for allowing me to be a part of your journey. 

May your lives be filled with love, laughter  and endless 

adventures. Here’s to finding, loving, and celebrating the right 

person in your life! 
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“Finding the right person is like finding the perfect 

avocado—sometimes it feels impossible, but when you do, it’s 

totally worth the wait!” 

 

With gratitude and humor, 

 

Sahiba Lall 
 

 

           @authorsahiba 

 

 

                       authorsahibalall@gmail.com 
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