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INTRODUCTION
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“Yup...It’s Another Stupid Rom-Com Novel” isn’t just your average light-hearted love story; it’s a tale about friendship, resilience, and family. Set in an unnamed city with generic characters, it invites you to see yourself, your loved ones, and your friends in its pages—because this story isn’t just about the characters, it’s about us. At its core, it serves as a metaphor for how we sometimes cling to grudges and uphold false expectations without reflecting on ourselves first. While it’s wrapped in comedy, beneath the surface lies real drama—an exploration of how we must confront our inner demons and flaws to grow into better people and finally discover what many of us seek: love.
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CHAPTER ONE: IT’S DAVE, EVERYBODY!!!
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Scene 1

The vibrant hum of spring pulses through the very veins of the city. A gentle breeze, still carrying the lingering chill of winter but promising warmth, dances through the budding leaves on ancient oak trees. Love isn't just in the air; it's a palpable current, an invisible thread weaving its way through the bustling streets and quiet corners. Every glance, every shared smile, every fleeting touch seems to whisper of new beginnings. Boys and girls, with hearts as light as the blossoms drifting from the trees, stroll hand-in-hand. The birds, emboldened by the sun's tender gaze, flit from branch to branch, their chirps a symphony of desire. Even the industrious bees, buzzing with purpose, seem to hum a sweeter tune as they navigate the fragrant blooms.

The sun, a benevolent golden eye, watches over the sprawling metropolis. Its rays spill like liquid gold across the towering skyscrapers and quaint brownstones, illuminating the ceaseless motion below. The city itself, a living, breathing entity, hustles and bustles with an invigorating rhythm. Taxis dart through traffic like brightly colored beetles, their horns honking a percussive beat. Pedestrians, a vibrant tapestry of humanity, flow along sidewalks, each individual narrative adding to the grand, unfolding story of urban life. And in the background, a really cool theme song, with its catchy melody and soaring harmonies, begins to swell, providing the perfect soundtrack to this unfolding romantic panorama.

A powerful montage begins, a rapid-fire succession of vignettes that capture the essence of blossoming affection. In front of the iconic "L.O.V.E." sign, its bold red letters glowing against the cerulean sky, a man and a woman share a long, lingering kiss. Their bodies are pressed together, oblivious to the passersby, their lips locked in a tender embrace that seems to stretch time itself. The world outside their embrace simply melts away.

In a sun-dappled public park, two tiny squirrels chase each other with frantic energy. Their bushy tails twitch like exclamation points as they dart up the gnarled trunk of an ancient tree, their playful pursuit a mirror of nature's own joyous vitality. They tumble and scramble, their tiny paws a blur against the rough bark, embodying a charming, uninhibited joy.

Further along a treacherous, winding river, the sleek shells of a University row club slice through the water. Their oars dip and rise in perfect, synchronized motion, propelling them forward with a fierce, competitive grace. The crew members strain, their muscles rippling under their tight jerseys, their collective effort a powerful display of unity and drive. The spray from their oars catches the sunlight, creating miniature rainbows that sparkle for a fleeting moment.

At the bustling zoo, a young high school couple shares an ice cream cone. His hand gently guides her spoon, their fingers brushing as they both giggle, a sweet, innocent intimacy blossoming between them amidst the exotic calls of the animals. The vanilla swirl melts delicately in the warm air, a sugary symbol of their blossoming affection.

Then, the scene shifts, flickering onto a screen. A moment from the movie "LOVE JONES" appears, a poignant, soulful glance exchanged between the characters, hinting at the complexities and depths of modern love. The emotions on their faces are palpable, drawing the viewer into their narrative. Immediately following, a powerful scene from the movie "GHOST" takes over the screen. The raw emotion, the undeniable connection, the profound longing between the characters transcends the screen, reminding everyone that love, in all its forms, is a force that knows no bounds, even beyond life itself. The montage fades, leaving behind a lingering sense of hope and the promise of endless romantic possibilities.

Scene 2

The first tentative tendrils of dawn fracture the urban darkness, painting the concrete canyons in muted shades of gray and lavender. It’s the crack of the morning, and the city awakens with its usual discordant symphony. Birds, those persistent optimists, chirp their cheerful greetings from unseen perches, their small voices a stark contrast to the human drama unfolding below. Somewhere nearby, the neighbors argue, their raised voices a familiar, abrasive counterpoint to the quiet dawn. A resounding CRUMP echoes down the street as trash cans get knocked over, their contents spilling onto the sidewalk like forgotten secrets. It's a typical day in a typical big city, a predictable chaos, yet each sunrise holds the promise of something new.

This particular dawn heralds the beginning of a quest for a man we'll get to know as Dave Richards. He's in his 30s, scruffy, scrawny, and, as he executes a post-bar-crawl slither, still a little shit-faced. His bed, a haven of tangled sheets and faint stale beer, offers little resistance as he attempts to extricate himself. He rolls with a groan, momentum building, and then—BOOM. His body, a clumsy bag of bones and regret, hits the floor with a surprising thud.

He lies there for a moment, sprawled like a discarded puppet, the world spinning in slow, nauseating circles. Slow. Easy. Cool. He wills himself to simply be. The floor feels oddly grounding, a cold, hard truth beneath his cheek. With a Herculean effort, Dave pulls himself together, his limbs protesting with every inch of movement. His head throbs with a relentless rhythm, a drum solo of hangover and remorse. A cool, hip background music, with an insistent, driving beat, subtly begins to play. It provides the perfect, ironic soundtrack as our beloved protagonist, a man clearly in distress, pulls himself together. He needs to prepare for what looks like a very important event, one that demands poise and candor—qualities he severely lacks right about now.

The blinding fluorescent light of the BATHROOM mercilessly illuminates every pore, every shadow of self-pity on Dave's face. He stares into his own bloodshot eyes in the mirror, a silent challenge passing between his reflection and himself. With a sigh that feels more like a deflated balloon, Dave brushes his teeth. The electronic toothbrush vibrates with an almost aggressive efficiency, battling the lingering taste of last night's poor decisions. He follows that up with a sonic brush, a second wave of attack for "extra clean" because, clearly, normal clean just won't cut it today.

Then, with a grimace, he reaches for a bottle of cheap mouthwash. GULP. Dave takes a sip of cheap mouthwash straight from the bottle, the minty burn a harsh but welcome shock to his system. He swishes it around, the liquid sloshing audibly within his mouth, a desperate attempt to erase the evidence of his excesses. SPLAT. He expels it into the sink, a foamy torrent of green that spirals down the drain, taking a piece of his shame with it.

A disembodied voice fills the small room, emanating from a phone perched on the counter. He listens to a self-help podcast where the host speaks with a soothing, almost hypnotic cadence. The topic is something that rarely anyone knows how to pronounce, a word that rolls off the host's tongue with practiced ease. The SHOW HOST, whose age remains a mystery, sounds incredibly compassionate as he delves into the complexities of trauma and introduces a technique to overcome it.

SHOW HOST:

Ho’Oponopono. A technique where a person says the following phrase “I’m Sorry, Please Forgive Me, Thank You, I Love You” to the universe to alleviate any past guilt and soothe trauma.

Gentle music, subtle and ethereal, plays in the background of the show, a calming balm to the host's words. Hypnotic bells chime, a soft, inviting sound. BLING, BLING.

SHOW HOST:

“Remember: It’s not about being perfect for one another, but about accepting the imperfections in one another.”

HOT DARNIT—this sounds like one heck of a thematic statement for a rom-com novel! 

The universe, it seems, is dropping hints. Shall we continue? Dave pauses, toothbrush mid-air, a flicker of thought crossing his bleary eyes. He considers the words, the strange phrase, the soothing philosophy. Then, with a shrug, he ignores the podcast and its profound wisdom, opting instead for the more immediate task of getting through the morning. He keeps trekking through the bright morning air, a man on a mission, however reluctant.

The SHOWER steam immediately fogs the mirror, creating a temporary, comforting shroud. The water, initially a shocking cold, quickly warms, cascading over Dave's skin like a liquid embrace. He lets out a deep sigh as he begins to wash, the cool, hip background music from earlier morphing into something unexpected. It’s a eclectic mix of classical, jazz, and alternative music—tunes that a man like him wouldn't normally listen to, a hint of a hidden complexity beneath the scruffy exterior. The melodies intertwine, creating a surprising symphony in the small, steamy enclosure.

In a moment of sober practicality, Dave does a testicular cancer test, his fingers methodically exploring as the water washes over him. He observes his "unit" with a critical eye, ensuring everything down there is cool. Yes. A small victory in the grand scheme of his morning: it’s still there, nothing throbs, and there’s no extra growth. Cool. A silent sigh of relief escapes him. He continues to lather himself up, the fragrant soap creating a luxurious foam, and contemplates his next move, the day stretching out before him with all its impending challenges.

Stepping out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, Dave makes his way to the KITCHEN. The aroma of stale coffee and forgotten dreams mingles with a distinct sugary scent. This is where the real fuel for his day awaits. Dave munches down on the ultimate food for "shmampions"—cereal. But not the healthy kind. Oh no. This is a veritable sugary showdown: Cocoa Puffs, Froot Loops, Reese's Puffs, Cinnamon Toast Crunch. You name it—as a matter of fact, don’t. It’s almost too disgustingly immature to list them all.

Dave's cabinets are veritable treasure troves, laden with sugary snacks, salty snacks, edible garbage—all strategically placed beside a single, lonely health bar to make him feel good about it all. A token gesture to wellness amidst the sugary chaos. Even worse, Dave maintains a nice stash of liquor in a nice, cozy liquor cabinet tucked away in the corner—you know, just to keep the edge off. A subtle glint of amber bottles catches the light, a silent temptation.

With a final, desperate tilt of the cereal bowl, Dave swallows the rest of the milk. Slurp. He lets out a satisfied, childish sound, then licks his mouth like the
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