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    For Rene, my love
Thanks for being this nobody's somebody
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There are two sides to every story. After I wrote Honey, I Think I’m the Devil—The Wackiest Love Story Ever Told, I felt Jill’s character was underrepresented. The book you are about to read is Jill’s story, in her own words, complete with full scenes that were only hinted at in the first book. I don’t think she planned for it to be a guide for loving the supernaturally challenged, such side effects being rare, but if it enriches your life, she’ll be pleased. 
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The perfect world in which our perfect love will grow
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IN THE EARLY STAGES of a relationship, do we overlook clear signs of our potential partner’s mental instability because we’re so tired of awful dates with awful people who only want to get naked and perform an awful attempt at making awful people? 

I just knew my dreams of finding a timeless love would happen because a dating app promised to deliver my perfect man to my email inbox for an “affordable” monthly fee. All I had to do was set up my profile and buy the wedding dress. 

Having set up my profile, I’m ready to begin love’s journey, so I click on the first question: What is love?

Wide-eyed, I ease back with my red-tipped index finger covering my chin and lips in deep contemplation. With my elbows on the table, my cheeks resting between my hands, and a bead of sweat dripping from my nose, I reread the rather vague inquiry. 

“How do people describe love?” I ask the blinking cursor in the empty answer box glaring back like an impatient teacher squinting over glasses placed atop the tip of her nose while waiting for her nervous student’s response. 

Nothing comes to mind, which only highlights my inexperience.

I focus my thoughts, squeezing my spongy brain for all the phrases I remember from history’s brightest thinkers; words of wisdom explaining the most subjective human emotion in simple terms. Then I type such nonsense as it is a blessing, it is blind. It is retarded, tender, painful... even cruel, fantastic, or blissful. Maybe it’s all you need. 

“Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah,” I say, sighing so hard my napkin flies from the table and absorbs some of the slimy mop water. 

I know none of those responses will lure a perfect mate. 

Not even close. 

Having already fished in waters where none but losers swam, I know my best chance of attracting the best possible mate is to compose something Shakespearean. An exquisite piece of poetry that captures

every metaphor, every simile, and all the imagery needed to create the perfect world in which our perfect love will grow. 

But my knowledge of Shakespeare comes from watching Romeo and Juliette at a local cinema on a high school field trip where I slept through most of the performance and later cursed myself for having missed Romeo’s naked butt scene.

“Okay, I’ll finish that question later. Moving on to question 2.” 

I frown.

Question two is as much trouble as question one: Describe your perfect mate in twenty words or less. 

“Wtf?” 

Like I’m supposed to write my fantasy man as a masculine, sweat-glistening, wood-chopping muscle man who could survive on a fast-food diet. 

"No, that sounds stupid." 

So now I’m at a loss. My mind erases itself. And the cursor blinks like a ticking bomb, counting down to my love life’s extinction. 

Massaging my temples, I yell, “Oooh! Just tell me how to find my perfect guy without this stupid website!” To which the puzzled customers and employees gaze as though I am a lunatic. 

I want to assure them I’m not crazy. However, the knowledge gained in an online introductory to psychology class at Mountain View College—one of Dallas, Texas’s fine community colleges—taught me that having to do so means I probably am crazy.

Pounding the table, I glance up as the last of sunlight’s deadly heat magnifies through the hamburger-scented fast-food restaurant’s western-facing windows. Its radiance further crisps the fries resting in a basket beside the deep fryer, ensuring the couple in the booth near the entrance are as warm as their meal. 

A slim, 40-year-old dressed in a poop-brown uniform, stands over the grill, flipping beef patties, and adding salt, not from a shaker, but from the sweat dripping in a steady stream from the tip of his nose. 

Eww! More wasted product to write off.

The cashier leans against the coveted ice cream machine, fanning herself with a tannish to-go order sack that proudly displays golden arches while drinking her cup of once-frozen, coned-shaped dessert cooling aid disguised as vanilla ice cream.

Fred, the janitor, whose advanced age doesn’t fare well in the hot weather, works on the shaded, cooler floors before the Eastern doors, creating diarrhea-looking art from a bucket brimming with bacteria. 

Those smooth strokes are impressive. But I’ll have to remind him to change out the water—again! Oh, there’s sooo much I need to tend to... after I finish filling out this stupid questionnaire. 

I can’t take the afternoon heat anymore, so I grab my laptop and walk carefully across the slippery floor to the shady side, where I plop down in the last booth before the restrooms. 

Jennifer slides across the opposite bench. She’s my eighteen-year-old assistant manager who doubles as a high school senior with three unruly kids. 

“Whatcha doin’?” she asks, then wipes a paper towel over her face.

“They’re all losers,” I say, glancing out the window to the almost empty parking lot. “I’m gonna be alone forever.”

Jennifer runs the sweat-saturated rag across her forehead and drops it near the table's edge. “Have you finished your list of cat names?” 

I’m about to give her a mean glare but get stopped in my tracks, silently cringing at my protégé’s new multicolored hair tied in multiple-sized pigtails. Then I notice that each of her self-manicured fingers wear a different colored nail polish... and oh, for the love of God, a small chain connects a piercing through her nose and mouth. 

I better tweak the dress code.

Jennifer chuckles. “There’s gotta be someone acceptable on there. Lemme see.”

I sigh and shove the laptop at her. “Acceptable? Is that what love means?” 

Now I have the answer to the question the impatient empty box with the blinking cursor requires. All I’ve gotta do is type in that one simple word—acceptable—and poof! no more loneliness. No more awful dates with awful men who only wanted to get me naked and perform an awful attempt at making tiny versions of awful people. No more lonely nights crying myself to sleep on my second pillow—the one I had purchased in hopes my true love’s shiny locks would forever rest in love’s blissful embrace. Just type a-c-c-e-p-t-a-b-l-e —the word that’s now more magical than abracadabra—and my search for true love ends. 

But my inner smile breaks when Jennifer mildly slaps me with a hefty dose of reality. “Sweetie, that smile of yours could melt butter in a blizzard... but it hasn’t produced a ring.” 

I watch in horror while she scrolls through the pictures, frowning at some, grimacing at others, and sometimes pretending to gag. 

That’s when I realize acceptable won’t do. 

Instead of using the eeny meeny miney moe method, the answer might be lowering my standards. 

“Why don’t they just call the site ‘date me, please’?” I ask. 

My protégé’s eyes widen. She covers her mouth, stifling a laugh as she taps the mouse pad. 

I ask, “You found a nice guy, right?” 

Peeking over the screen, she squints. “Yeah, I got knocked up by Prince Charming. And he might marry me... if he ever gets divorced.”

My eyes widen. Jennifer’s revelation can’t shock me more if delivered with the cold slap of a wet linguine noodle. 

“He’s married? But Y’all have three kids.”

“And he wants to move us and his wife to Utah and go be Mormons.”

Oh, for the love of... 

I shiver at the image of being surrounded by sister wives and sharing hundreds of crying, screaming, poop-filled-diapered children. Nope. Never gonna happen! 

“I guess it won’t hurt to have another look.” 

I spin the laptop and pull it to me. “I know nobody’s perfect. But there has to be someone sweet who won’t cheat.” 

I click on several pictures before one catches my attention. And not in a good way. 

There’s something strangely familiar about him that sparks a memory of prophetic proportions—his goofy grin and unkempt hair.

My mind slips back to when I was eight and sitting in a stuffy church, where a red-faced, scary preacher stood at the pulpit before a room of drowsy parishioners. My parents had placed me in the most uncomfortable spot in the sanctuary, stuck between them in the front row. Of course, it was better than the middle pews, sandwiched between other families, where a nauseating fart cloud always hung like a blanket in a vacuum. 

I liked how the first pew smelled of fresh flowers. So I sat drawing my favorite wildflowers in a sketchbook: bluebonnets (the Texas state flower), dandelions, and Mexican hats. 

Unfortunately, my intense concentration had caused me to miss most of the preacher’s rigorous fire and brimstone sermon that could have kept me from later dating the devil. 

When the plump preacher pounded the podium and yelled, “You will burn in the fiery pits of hell!” I straightened against the back of the bench, saucer-eyed with terror, while my pencil dropped from my fingers and the sketchpad slid onto the crimson carpet. 

Then the scary preacher gazed at my discomfort, a snide smile curling, hiding a wicked chuckle just before he said, “Let’s all stand and pray.”

As the congregation stood and bowed their heads, I peeked at my parents, seeing their eyes were closed. A quick scan of the room showed all had followed suit, except for a young boy in the back pew near the exit who snoozed with a mouth opened so wide I wondered if any daredevils had asked to jump it in their show. 

Yes, I was a brat back then.

Prayer and announcements concluded, the parishioners entered the aisles and cleared the sanctuary. 

Smiling, and sporting a mischievous gleam in my eye, I approached the drooling child, my youth-sized purse smacking his face and popping his eyes open just in time to hear my impish laugh. As I passed, I peeked backward with a playful grin.

Back in the present, I study the semi-handsome man in the picture, the one with the goofy smile and familiar peepers, then slam the laptop shut. 

My senses shaken, I glance at the last two departing customers. The sun has dropped behind downtown Dallas, and the restaurant is void of new patrons. 

Quitting time, I think. Time to go be alone—just me and my bowl of Ramen noodles. Or I could go organize my poor excuse of a workspace. 

“I’ll be in my office,” I announce, then stand and hurry away to ponder my lonely future alone.

“You left your computer.”

“Do your reports.”

I glance back to see if my sidekick has done as instructed. She gazes at what is probably the profile picture that resembles more of a cartoonish deer-in-headlights reaction than a dating headshot. 

“Uh, no!” Jennifer says, clapping the screen shut. As I round the order counter, she yells, “Hey Jill, I think the cat shelter closes at eight.”

I sigh and hurry to my office, not realizing I made my first dating mistake.
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A lovely young woman whose smile could melt butter in a blizzard



[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


MY THERAPIST SAYS I have Monophobia — a deep-seated fear of being alone. I’ve never been the most social of people, so meeting men is hard. I believe the man of my dreams will one day fall into my arms, and together, we’ll live in marital bliss for eternity, or at least until one of us dies. 

Dr. Jones also says I have Toxic Positivity — meaning I am overly optimistic — and blames it on my classic red personality, claiming I thrive on logic and determination. 

I’m not sure about any of that. 

And I don’t understand why being optimistic is a problem because young me was so convinced I’d someday find my knight in shining armor, Mother had purchased a “hope chest” to keep my future happiness safe. Throughout my teens and early twenties, that same receptacle of wedding wishes containing all my heart’s desires never moved from the foot of my bed despite my lack of success in love, so the hinges became a tad rusty and harder to open—just like my heart.

I never lost hope, though it waned when I moved the chest last week after stubbing my toe on its corner, then moved it back because the carpet looked new under it, and I wasn’t sure the rest would match if I steam-cleaned it.

The dating app I filled out last night fuels my Toxic Positivity as the breakfast rush ends and the clock shows the lunch crowd will
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