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Why This Book Exists (and Why My Dryer Has Become a Closet)

So I'm sitting here at 2 AM, eating leftover Chinese food straight from the container while my washing machine makes that grinding noise that means it's probably dying. My phone just lit up with a notification from Hinge—apparently someone "liked" my photo where I'm clearly mid-sneeze but the lighting was too good to delete.

Welcome to my life. Welcome to probably your life too.

I'm supposed to tell you I'm Dr. Swipewell, but honestly? That sounds like someone who has their shit together, and I absolutely do not. I'm more like... Dr. Swipe-Sometimes-While-Crying-Into-Ben-And-Jerry's. But that doesn't fit on a business card.

Look, I'm forty years old. I've been married, divorced, engaged to the wrong person, ghosted by someone I met at Target (yes, Target), and I once accidentally sent a sexy text to my mom. I've been through enough romantic disasters to qualify for FEMA assistance.

And you know what I learned? Everyone—literally everyone—is just winging it.

The Thing Nobody Tells You About Dating After 30

Remember being twenty-two and thinking you'd have it all figured out by now? I was supposed to be married with a golden retriever and a kitchen island by this age. Instead, I have a succulent I've somehow kept alive for three months (personal record) and a dating app addiction that rivals my relationship with coffee.

But here's what I've figured out in my four decades of spectacular romantic failures: the game changed, and nobody sent us the updated rulebook.

Our moms met our dads at work, church, or through friends. They dated for a reasonable amount of time, got engaged, planned a wedding where the biggest stress was whether Aunt Martha would start drama at the reception. Simple. Not necessarily better, but definitely simpler.

Now? We're supposed to find love by judging people based on six photos and whether they know the difference between "your" and "you're." We're optimizing ourselves like products, crafting bios like LinkedIn profiles, and wondering why everything feels so... mechanical.

I once spent three hours perfecting a Hinge prompt response. Three hours. I could have learned to make sourdough in that time. Instead, I was debating whether "I'm passionate about" sounded better than "I love" before settling on "I geek out over" because it felt more authentic.

That's when I knew we'd all lost our minds.

The Beautiful Disaster We Call Modern Dating

Can we just acknowledge that this is all completely insane?

We have apps that let us order food, cars, groceries, even people to assemble our IKEA furniture. But somehow, we can't figure out how to have a normal conversation with someone we find attractive without analyzing their response time like we're decoding enemy intelligence.

I have friends with graduate degrees who can explain cryptocurrency but panic when someone responds to their text with just "k" instead of "okay." I know successful professionals who've googled "what does it mean when he uses the laughing emoji but not the heart eyes emoji."

This is where we are as a society. And it's both hilarious and deeply sad.

What You Won't Find Here (Because I'm Not That Kind of Expert)

I'm not going to tell you:

	How to be a "high-value woman" (what are we, stocks?)

	The "rules" that will guarantee love (spoiler: there aren't any)

	How to transform yourself into someone irresistible (you're already interesting, you just forgot)

	Secret texting strategies (just say what you mean, for God's sake)


What You Will Find Here

Stories about my own disasters that might make you feel better about yours. Like the time I showed up to a first date at the wrong restaurant and sat there for an hour texting "I don't see you" before realizing my mistake. Or when I accidentally liked a photo from 2019 while stalking someone's Instagram and had to delete my entire account out of shame.

Real talk about why dating feels so weird now, from someone who's old enough to remember when you had to actually call people on the phone to ask them out. (Yes, I'm ancient. No, I don't miss those days either.)

Practical advice that doesn't require you to become a different person. Because honestly, if someone doesn't like the person who eats cereal for dinner and has strong opinions about reality TV, they're not your person anyway.

The Sock in the Refrigerator Situation

By the way, there really is a sock in my refrigerator. It's been there for two weeks. Every time I open the fridge, I see it, think "I should deal with that," then grab my leftover pizza and close the door.

This is actually the perfect metaphor for modern dating: we're all walking around with obvious problems we refuse to address, hoping someone will love us enough to help us figure out why there's a sock in the refrigerator without judging us for putting it there in the first place.

The right person will either help you solve the sock mystery or accept that sock-in-fridge is just part of your charm. The wrong person will lecture you about proper sock storage and make you feel weird about your refrigerator habits.

Choose accordingly.

Fair Warning

This book contains:

	Stories that might make you snort-laugh in public places

	The realization that most of your dating "failures" were actually wins

	Sudden urges to text someone you've been overthinking

	A strange desire to clean out your refrigerator

	Hope about love (sorry in advance)


If you're looking for a step-by-step formula to find your soulmate, you're in the wrong place. If you want someone to remind you that you're already enough and dating is supposed to be fun, not a part-time job that makes you cry, stick around.

Ready? Let's figure this out together.

—Someone who's been there, done that, bought the t-shirt, and probably left it in the dryer too long
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The Great Swiping Epidemic Or How We Became Professional Swipe Addicts Without Realizing It

Last Tuesday at 2:47 AM, I found myself swiping left on a washing machine.

Not metaphorically. Literally. I was lying in bed, half-asleep, scrolling through the SpeedQueen app trying to find an available washer in my apartment building, when it hit me: I was swiping left and right on laundry machines with the same desperate energy I brought to dating apps.

Swipe left: "This dryer looks broken."

Swipe right: "Ooh, this washer's available in thirty minutes!"

Swipe left: "Someone's been hogging this machine for three hours."

Swipe right: "Perfect! This one even has the delicate cycle I need for that sweater I've been putting off washing for six months."

And then, because my brain apparently has no chill at 3 AM, I realized something profound: We don't just swipe for love anymore. We swipe for everything.

The Swipe-ification of Life

When did we become a civilization of professional swipers?

I started counting, and it's genuinely disturbing. In a single day, I swipe through:

	Dating apps (obviously)

	Laundry machines (when did this become a thing?)

	Food delivery options (because choosing from 47 Thai restaurants is apparently necessary)

	Apartment listings (even though I'm not moving)

	Job postings (even though I have a job)

	Netflix options (for thirty minutes before giving up and rewatching The Office)

	TikTok videos (this is where hours disappear into the void)

	Instagram stories (keeping up with people I don't actually talk to)

	Shopping apps (somehow I need to swipe through seventeen different black sweaters)

	News articles (swipe past the depressing stuff, save the cat videos)


By my conservative estimate, I swipe left or right approximately 847 times per day. That's not including the accidental swipes, panic swipes, or regret swipes.

We are living in the Swipe Economy, and nobody sent us the user manual.

Swipe Left on Laundry, Right on Love

But here's where it gets existentially weird: I put more thought into choosing a washing machine than I do choosing who to go on dates with.

When I'm looking for an available washer, I consider:

	Is it actually clean?

	What's the user rating?

	How long will this take?

	Is it worth the investment of my time and quarters?

	Will this get my stuff actually clean, or just wet and disappointed?

	What are the reviews saying?


When I'm swiping on dating apps, apparently my brain goes:

	"Eh, he has a dog. Sure."

	"Nice smile, I guess."

	"He's holding a fish, but whatever."


I spend more time researching which detergent to use than I spend reading someone's entire dating profile. I'll read seven reviews before choosing a laundry machine, but I'll swipe right on someone whose bio is literally just pizza and workout emojis.

This seems backwards.

The Attention Economy Has Us Broke

We're treating humans like they're laundry machines we can just swipe through until we find one that's available and looks clean enough. We're treating washing machines like they're potential life partners deserving of careful consideration and research.

And we wonder why everyone feels exhausted.

The truth is, we're not just tired from dating. We're tired from the constant decision-making. Every swipe is a micro-decision. Every choice is a judgment call. Every screen is asking us to evaluate, categorize, and choose.

We wake up and immediately start swiping:

	Alarm snooze (swipe right to sleep five more minutes)

	Weather app (swipe to see if it's worth getting dressed nicely)

	News (swipe past the anxiety-inducing headlines)

	Coffee shop app (swipe through menu options)

	Commute apps (swipe through route options)

	Work emails (swipe to archive, swipe to delete, swipe to pretend it doesn't exist)


By the time we get to dating apps, we're already suffering from Decision Fatigue Syndrome. We've been making choices all day. Our brains are tired. So we revert to the most basic criteria: "Do they look acceptable?" and "Are they available?"

We're swiping left on laundry (rejecting perfectly good washing machines because they don't have the exact features we want), and we're swiping right on people (accepting human connections based on the flimsiest evidence of compatibility).

The Modern Dilemma: Everything Is an App Now

Here's what nobody warned us about when we handed our lives over to our phones: we'd have to become managers of our own existence.

We don't just live our lives anymore. We curate them, optimize them, schedule them, rate them, and swipe through them.

Want clean clothes? There's an app for that, and it requires you to plan, schedule, monitor, and rate your experience.

Want food? Seventeen different apps will help you choose, order, track, rate, and tip.

Want to get somewhere? GPS apps will give you four different route options and make you choose based on traffic patterns, tolls, and scenic value.

Want love? Oh boy, are there apps for that. With premium features, algorithms, boosts, super likes, roses, and beans. (Why are dating apps obsessed with food metaphors? That's a whole other chapter.)

The Right Person in a Swipe Left World

But here's the thing about "swiping right on me" that I want you to understand: I'm not talking about the direction of your thumb on a screen. I'm talking about making the right choice.

Choosing right means choosing someone who's actually right for you, not just right now, not just available, not just good enough. Right as in correct. Right as in the opposite of wrong.

We've gotten so used to the instant gratification of swiping that we've forgotten what it means to choose thoughtfully. We treat human connection like we're browsing through a catalog: "Hmm, I don't love the nose, but the bio seems okay, and I'm bored, so sure."

But finding the right person isn't about swiping right more






	Sort through your options thoughtfully

	Choose appropriate settings for what you're dealing with

	Don't mix things that will damage each other

	Be patient with the process

	Sometimes the delicate cycle takes longer, but it's worth it

	If something comes out shrunk or discolored, it probably wasn't meant to be



	Stop overthinking every choice

	Accept that sometimes good enough is good enough

	Not every load needs to be perfect

	Some stains just won't come out, and that's okay





	Settling for whoever responds to your texts

	Performing a perfect version of yourself

	Apps that make you feel worse about your life

	People who treat your time like it's disposable

	Systems that profit from your loneliness

	The idea that you need to optimize yourself to be loveable



	People who are genuinely excited to spend time with you

	Authentic connections over impressive profiles

	Your own instincts about what feels good

	Boundaries that protect your peace

	The belief that you're already enough

	Love that makes life easier, not harder
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