
Comedy Podcast

Dating is the only social activity where two adults can sit across from each other, dressed like they have excellent
judgment, while both silently wondering whether the evening will end in romance, mild regret, or a police report.

That is the magic of it. A date is not just dinner. It is a live audition, a personality test, a weather event, a
negotiation over appetizers, and occasionally a small claims court case with candles. People bring their best
shirts, their practiced anecdotes, their optimistic breath mints. Then real life barges in wearing muddy boots.

The best funny true stories about dates are rarely about bad people. They are about normal people colliding with
timing, nerves, animals, parents, exes, waiters, plumbing, cars, and the great cosmic prank department that seems
particularly active on Friday nights. A good date can become a disaster in one sentence. A terrible date can
become a classic story if everyone survives with their eyebrows intact.

I have heard enough dating stories over the years, from friends, listeners, comedians, bartenders, wedding
photographers, and people leaning too hard into brunch mimosas, to know one thing for certain: romance is
chaos wearing perfume.

The date where the restaurant burned one thing too many
A friend of mine, whom I will call Laura because that is not her name and she already threatened me with “legal
vibes,” once went on a first date with a man who chose a tiny Italian restaurant because, in his words, “they do
rustic food.” Rustic, she learned, meant the smoke alarm understood the menu.

The place was charming in the way small restaurants are charming when everyone is pretending not to notice
they are sitting eight inches from strangers. There were wine bottles on shelves, low amber lights, a chalkboard
menu with words like “hand-torn” and “foraged,” and a server who spoke about the burrata like it had saved his
marriage.

The date started well. He was funny. Not performative funny, not “I have a podcast microphone in my closet”
funny, but quick and easy. He asked good questions. He did not say “I’m just playing devil’s advocate,” which, on
a first date, should earn someone a complimentary dessert.

Then their appetizer arrived: blistered shishito peppers. Very fashionable. Very shareable. Very likely to betray you.

Laura picked one up, took a bite, and immediately realized she had found the one pepper in the bowl that had
trained with assassins. Her eyes watered. Her scalp tingled. She tried to maintain dignity, which is difficult when
your tongue is attempting to leave your body. Her date noticed and kindly offered water. The server noticed and
kindly offered bread. A woman at the next table noticed and kindly offered unsolicited advice about dairy fats.

At that exact moment, the open kitchen produced a dramatic sheet of flame from a pan of something rustic. The
smoke alarm began screaming. The chef shouted something that sounded Italian but was probably just panic in
cursive. Diners stood. A waiter carrying two plates of pasta pivoted so sharply that one plate slid off his arm and
landed directly on Laura’s date’s shoe.

Not near his shoe. Not beside his shoe. On his shoe, as if the pasta had been plated there intentionally.

The restaurant evacuated everyone onto the sidewalk. Laura stood outside in February, mouth still burning,
mascara beginning to migrate, while her date balanced on one foot and scraped tagliatelle from his loafer with a
cocktail napkin. The chef came out and apologized to the crowd. Someone clapped. Nobody knew why.

http://www.thefreedictionary.com/Comedy%20Podcast


And then, because chaos appreciates commitment, Laura hiccuped from the pepper and accidentally spit a small
piece of bread onto her date’s sleeve.

There are moments when attraction either dies instantly or mutates into something more durable. He looked at
the bread on his sleeve, looked at the pasta on his shoe, looked at the evacuated restaurant, and said, “I think the
second location is better.”

They walked to a diner and ate pancakes. They dated for six months. It did not last, but not because of the pasta
shoe. If anything, the pasta shoe gave them a foundation.

That is often how funny real life stories work. The disaster becomes the part everyone loves. The normal dinner
would have vanished from memory. The burning pepper and footwear fettuccine earned immortality.

Why first dates attract disaster like pigeons attract statues
A first date is structurally ridiculous. You take two people who barely know each other, place them in a setting full
of tiny rules, and ask them to be charming without seeming rehearsed. You must eat food but not too
aggressively. You must ask questions but not interrogate. You must reveal enough to be interesting but not so
much that the other person starts checking the exits.

Add alcohol, tight pants, uncertain chemistry, and the strange acoustics of modern restaurants, where everyone
has to shout their childhood trauma over house music, and suddenly it is a miracle anyone gets married.

First dates also trigger performance brain. People who are perfectly normal around friends begin narrating
themselves internally. Did that laugh sound fake? Was that too much eye contact? Should I mention my cat now
or wait until dessert? Why did I say “taxidermy” with such confidence?

That is why a comedy podcast can dine out for years on dating stories. A funny podcast needs tension, surprise,
and a human being making a decision they immediately regret. Dates provide all three before the bread basket
arrives.

The man who brought coupons to a restaurant with no prices
Coupon use on a date is not automatically a crime. Sensible people appreciate value. Anyone who has paid $17
for cauliflower with an adjective understands thrift. The issue is not the coupon. The issue is choreography.

A coworker once told me about a date with a man who selected an elegant tasting-menu restaurant. The kind of
place where the menu had no prices because apparently numbers would ruin the poetry. The kind of place where
the https://substack.com/truetaleswithlarry server describes foam with the gravity of a surgeon. The kind of place
where the bathroom towels are individual cloths, folded so neatly you feel guilty using them for their intended
purpose.

Her date arrived late but cheerful. He ordered confidently, praised the wine list, made a thoughtful comment
about architecture, and generally behaved like a man who had successfully worn a blazer before. She relaxed.
This, she thought, might be a good one.

Then the bill arrived in a leather folder, as ominous as a jury verdict.

He opened it, nodded, and reached into his inside jacket pocket. Not for a credit card. For an envelope. From the
envelope emerged multiple printed coupons, creased and highlighted. He began sorting them on the table by
expiration date.

The server watched with the serene expression of someone trying not to become a story.
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The restaurant, naturally, did not accept them. They were not even for that restaurant. Two were for a chain
steakhouse in another town. One was for an oil change. One appeared to be expired by eight months. My
coworker said he became genuinely confused, as if the universe had broken a contract.

He then explained that he had “a system.” His system, apparently, was bringing unrelated coupons into expensive
rooms and hoping the economy would improvise.

She paid her half. He objected, saying the coupons should have covered “at least the vibe.” There is no
accounting category for vibe. If there were, half of Brooklyn would be bankrupt by Tuesday.

The relationship did not progress. But the phrase “at least the vibe” entered our office vocabulary for years. Bad
meeting? At least the vibe. Printer jam? At least the vibe. Quarterly report delivered late and formatted like a
ransom note? At least the vibe.

Some funny stories that actually happened become useful because they give us language for future absurdity.

The accidental double date with a parent
There is a specific terror in meeting a date’s parent too soon. It feels like being pushed onto a stage without
pants, then handed a microphone and asked about your five-year plan.

One of the funniest true stories I have heard came from a man named Ben, who matched with a woman on an
app and arranged to meet her at a wine bar. She warned him she might be coming from a family event. He
pictured a birthday lunch, maybe a cousin’s graduation. He did not picture her mother sitting beside her at the
bar holding a handbag like a courtroom exhibit.

The mother was not leaving. That became clear immediately.

“Mom just wanted to say hello,” his date said.

Her mother smiled. “I’ll only stay for one glass.”

One glass became three. The mother asked questions with the precision of airport security. What did Ben do? Did
he own or rent? Why had his last relationship ended? Did he cook? Did he floss? Had he ever been tempted by
cryptocurrency? Did he have any food allergies, and were they “real allergies or attention allergies”?

Ben, to his credit, answered politely. His date looked mortified but also weirdly resigned, as if this had happened
before and would happen again, like seasonal flooding.

At one point the mother leaned in and said, “My daughter needs someone stable. Not boring. Stable. There’s a
difference. Her father was stable and boring, and look what happened.”

Nobody asked what happened. The sentence sat on the table like a haunted centerpiece.

Then the bill came. The mother grabbed it, inspected it, and announced that Ben should pay because “a man
should invest in possibility.” Ben paid, because sometimes survival costs $86 before tip.

When he later texted his date to say he did not think they were a match, she replied, “Totally understand. My
mom liked you though.”

That line is the emotional equivalent of getting a parking ticket from a ghost.

When pets refuse to support romance



Pets have no respect for seduction. A dog sees candlelight and thinks, “Excellent, everyone is seated for my
announcement.” A cat sees fresh clothes and thinks, “This fabric lacks my legal signature.” Animals do not care
about chemistry. They care about snacks, territory, and whether someone left a shoe vulnerable.

One woman I know invited a third date over for dinner, which is always a delicate stage. By date three, you know
enough to be hopeful but not enough to understand the full plumbing of someone’s life. She cooked mushroom
risotto, bought flowers, cleaned with the rage of a hotel inspector, and lit candles. Her rescue greyhound, a
gentle noodle of a creature, seemed calm.

The date arrived with wine. Charming. Polite. Good shoes. The greyhound greeted him, sniffed him, and then
trotted away.

During dinner, the conversation flowed. They liked the same books. They both hated loud motorcycles. They had
compatible opinions about olives. It was going beautifully.

Then the greyhound returned carrying the man’s underwear.

Not his visible underwear. An extra pair from his gym bag, which he had left by the door because he had come
from work. The dog had rooted through the bag, selected the most intimate possible garment, and entered the
dining room like a butler presenting the evening’s special.

The woman screamed, “No!” The dog interpreted this as theater and began galloping around the apartment. The
date jumped up. She jumped up. The risotto cooled. The candles flickered. The greyhound performed three
celebratory laps and deposited the underwear in the water bowl.

There is no smooth recovery from watching your date fish his own damp underwear out of a dog bowl with salad
tongs.

They laughed eventually. Not immediately, but eventually. That matters. Immediate laughter would have been
suspicious, maybe deranged. But once the shock passed, the scene became too stupid not to admire. They dated
for nearly a year, and every time the greyhound saw him after that, the dog inspected his bag like customs.

If you want hilarious true stories, ask people about pets and dates. You will get enough material for a true stories
podcast by sundown.

The outdoor cinema date and the sprinkler ambush
Outdoor movie dates sound adorable until nature, municipal planning, and cheap blankets get involved. One
couple I knew chose a summer screening of an old romantic comedy in a park. They packed olives, crackers,
cherries, a bottle of fizzy water, and one of those blankets that folds into itself with a handle, which makes people
feel outdoorsy without requiring them to own hiking socks.

The evening was warm. The crowd was cheerful. Children ran in circles. Someone nearby had brought a cheese
selection so advanced it needed a résumé. The date was going well. They were leaning toward each other in that
early-date way where sharing a blanket feels both practical and legally significant.

Halfway through the movie, the park sprinklers activated.

Not all at once. That would have been merciful. They started in the distance, a faint hiss, then advanced across
the lawn like a very damp army. People screamed, laughed, grabbed baskets, spilled drinks, rescued babies,
abandoned hummus. The couple tried to fold the blanket while sitting on it, which is a task designed by sadists.
The sprinkler reached them mid-struggle and hit them full in the side.

The man stood too quickly, slipped on the wet blanket, and sat directly in the bowl of cherries.



For the rest of the night his khaki shorts looked like he had lost a duel. A stranger offered napkins. Another
stranger offered medical concern. His date laughed so hard she got hiccups. He bowed, because once your pants
are cherry-stained in public, dignity has left the property and you may as well perform.

They went for tacos afterward, wet and ridiculous. They are married now. At their wedding, the best man referred
to the sprinkler incident and said, “Some couples are blessed by rain. These two were attacked by parks and
recreation.”

That is the sort of line that belongs in a comedy storytelling podcast, partly because it sounds written and partly
because nobody would invent cherry pants if life had not done it first.

A short field guide to date chaos
Some dating disasters are preventable. Others are assigned by fate, like jury duty. After hearing enough funny
real life stories, a few patterns do emerge.

1. If someone says, “I know a place,” ask at least one follow-up question.

2. Never wear white to eat ramen, barbecue, fondue, soup dumplings, or anything described as “interactive.”

3. If a pet gets quiet, romance has about ninety seconds before becoming evidence.

4. Keep first dates simple enough that escape does not require a shuttle bus.

5. If the evening goes wrong but nobody is cruel, the story may age better than the relationship.

This is not cynicism. It is logistics with a sense of humor.

The escape room date that became too revealing
Escape rooms are a bold dating choice. They advertise teamwork, but they also reveal how a person behaves
under pressure in a locked room full of fake skulls. That is useful information, though not always romantic.

A friend of a friend agreed to an escape room as a second date. The theme was “Victorian laboratory,” which
meant jars, dim lighting, and laminated clues pretending to be old paper. They were paired with another couple
because escape rooms often believe strangers should suffer communally.

At first, her date seemed confident. He announced that he was “good at systems.” This is a dangerous sentence.
People who are good at systems rarely need to announce it under a plastic skeleton.

Within ten minutes, he had taken control of the room and become unbearable. He dismissed suggestions,
hoarded clues, and kept saying, “Let’s think logically,” while doing the least logical thing available, which was
trying the same wrong lock combination twelve times. The other couple slowly withdrew from him, emotionally
and physically, until they were solving puzzles in a corner like resistance fighters.

Then the game master’s voice came over the speaker. “Would you like a hint?”

He shouted, “No!”

The woman shouted, “Yes!”

The speaker crackled. The game master said, “The lady is correct.”

It was the most romantic thing that happened all evening.

They escaped with forty seconds left, no thanks to him, and when they emerged, he complained that the room
had been “poorly optimized.” She declined a third date. He later texted her a spreadsheet explaining where the



team had failed. Nothing says “kiss me” like post-date analytics.

Escape rooms do not create character flaws. They simply put them under blacklight.

The karaoke date with one song too many
Karaoke can be flirtatious if everyone understands the assignment. Sing badly with confidence. Choose a song
under four minutes. Do not perform emotional hostage-taking with a ballad unless the room has consented.

A man I know went on a date with someone who suggested karaoke after dinner. He liked music. He liked her. He
agreed.

At the bar, she put in their names for a duet. Cute, he thought. Fun. Then he saw the song: “Total Eclipse of the
Heart.” A magnificent song, yes, but also a six-course meal with weather systems. Not a casual duet. More of a
municipal undertaking.

She sang beautifully. Too beautifully. Eyes closed, hand on chest, knees bent, summoning every breakup since the
Bronze Age. He, meanwhile, had the vocal range of a printer jam. He came in late, missed cues, and panicked
during the “turn around” sections, spinning physically each time because his brain had stopped offering
alternatives.

The crowd loved him for the wrong reasons.

Then she signed them up again. And again. By the fourth song, he realized this was not a date. This was a concert
where he had been drafted as scenery. She finished with “I Will Always Love You,” directed intensely at a man
near the dartboard who turned out to be her ex.

The ex left. The date cried. My acquaintance held her purse and wondered whether there was a polite way to fake
a minor ankle injury.

There was not.

He got her into a cab, made sure she was safe, and received a text the next morning that said, “Sorry, music
opens portals for me.”

That may be the finest bad-date explanation ever written. It is poetic, alarming, and impossible to argue with.
Music does open portals for some people. The trick is not standing too close when the portal points backward.

When technology joins the conspiracy
Modern dating has added new ways for chaos to enter the room. Read receipts, location sharing, old photos, app
notifications, payment requests, pocket dials, and playlists all wait patiently for their chance to ruin ambiance.

One woman told me about a dinner date where the man placed his phone face up on the table, a small choice
with large consequences. During the appetizer, a notification appeared from the same dating app where they had
met. Then another. Then another. His profile was apparently enjoying a busy evening.

He tried to flip the phone over casually, but the movement had the subtlety of a raccoon caught in a pantry.

She smiled and said, “Popular tonight?”

He replied, “It’s probably work.”

No workplace sends a notification that says “Megan liked your photo,” unless your workplace has serious
boundaries.



The date limped on. He over-explained. She under-reacted, which is more frightening. When the bill arrived, she
paid for her drink and left. Later, he sent a message apologizing and explaining that he kept notifications on
because he “respected transparency.”

Transparency is not the same as having your options light up beside the calamari.

Still, even that story is funny now. Time performs a useful service. It turns embarrassment into material, provided
nobody behaved too viciously and everyone got home safely.

The economics of a bad date story
A chaotic date has a strange exchange rate. In the moment, it feels expensive. You spend money, time, grooming
effort, emotional energy, and perhaps one pair of cherry shorts. Later, if the story is good enough, the value
changes. You get laughs at dinner parties. You get a reliable anecdote for long car rides. You get a segment on a
funny stories podcast if you are brave enough to tell it publicly.

Not every bad date becomes a good story. Some are simply dull, rude, or depressing. A person who talks only
about their startup is not automatically comedy. A person who insults the waiter is not charmingly flawed. A
person who tests your boundaries is not quirky. The best crazy true stories come from surprise, not cruelty.

There is an important distinction between chaos and danger. Chaos is sprinklers at the park. Danger is someone
ignoring your no. Chaos is a dog stealing underwear. Danger is a date who will not let you leave. Comedy needs
discomfort, but it should not require anyone to pretend harm was hilarious.

That line matters, especially in storytelling. The funniest dating stories usually contain mutual humiliation, not
targeted humiliation. The universe is the bully. Everyone else is just trying to get the check.

How to survive the date while preserving the story
Nobody can prevent every disaster, but you can keep a date from becoming a full courtroom reenactment. The
practical advice is boring because boring advice often works: meet somewhere public, arrange your own
transportation, keep early plans simple, and trust the tiny alarm bell in your ribs. If the bell rings, you do not need
a committee vote.

For garden-variety chaos, the best tool is grace. If someone spills wine, hand them a napkin before you evaluate
their future as a life partner. If a restaurant loses the reservation, see whether the person blames the host like a
tyrant or rolls with it like an adult. If your own body betrays you with hiccups, sweat, coughing, tripping, or one of
those laughs that turns briefly into a goose noise, accept your humanity and keep moving.

A date going wrong can reveal more than a date going right. Anyone can appear pleasant when the table is
ready, the food is good, and their shirt remains sauce-free. The real audition begins when the waiter drops pasta
on a shoe.

Here is a tiny test I trust more than zodiac signs: when something inconvenient happens, does the person
become kinder or meaner? Not smoother. Not cooler. Kinder. Smooth is overrated. Smooth people often have
emergency exits where their souls should be. Kind people make chaos survivable.

Why these stories belong in our ears
There is a reason dating disasters fit so naturally into a comedy podcast or a funny true stories format. They are
intimate without requiring expertise. Everyone understands wanting to be liked. Everyone understands



embarrassment. Even people who have not dated in decades remember the electric awkwardness of hoping their
hair, jokes, and basic personality will cooperate for two hours.

A true stories podcast works best when the listener can picture themselves in the mess. A date supplies an instant
stage: two chairs, two drinks, one fragile hope. Then the world adds a dog, a mother, a coupon envelope, a
sprinkler system, or a karaoke portal.

The storyteller’s job is not to exaggerate until the truth disappears. Real life is already deeply committed to
nonsense. The trick is choosing the exact detail that unlocks the scene. Pasta on a shoe is better than “food
spilled.” Cherry-stained khakis are better than “he got wet.” “Music opens portals for me” is better than any
punchline a writer could staple onto the end.

That is why funny stories that actually happened have a texture invented stories often lack. They include
irrelevant specifics because life does not know what theme is. The server had a mustache. The coupon was for an
oil change. The dog chose the gym underwear. These details feel true because they are too weird to be efficient.

The date that fails, then becomes a gift
Most of us do not want chaos while it is happening. We want the reservation to exist. We want our voice to
sound normal. We want the dog to respect privacy. We want our date’s mother to be elsewhere, perhaps on a
silent retreat with no cell service.

But later, if we are lucky, the disaster softens. The humiliation loses its teeth. The story becomes communal
property among friends, then part of personal folklore. It becomes the thing you tell when someone says, “Please
tell me dating gets less weird,” and you say, “No, but listen to this.”

There is generosity in laughing at your own romantic misfires. Not the bitter laugh, not the “everyone is terrible”
laugh, but the warm laugh of a person who has accepted that being human is fundamentally slapstick. We are all
trying to look desirable while fighting chairs, weather, menus, apps, pets, and our own digestive systems.

A perfect date is lovely, of course. Soft lighting, easy conversation, the pleasant shock of being understood. But a
chaotic date has its own crooked value. It tests flexibility. It reveals temperament. It gives you something to say
besides, “We had drinks and they were nice.”

Sometimes the chaos is the warning. Sometimes it is the bond. Sometimes it is just a story, which is not nothing.
A story can outlast the outfit, the restaurant, the app profile, and the person who thought expired steakhouse
coupons could cover the vibe.

So here is to the dates that went sideways but not cruel. The meals interrupted by alarms. The outdoor movies
ruined by sprinklers. The escape rooms that exposed spreadsheet villains. The karaoke nights that opened
portals. The dogs with no sense of discretion. The mothers who turned one glass of wine into a deposition.

May your future dates be safe, kind, and only mildly ridiculous. And if they cannot be smooth, may they at least
be funny enough to earn their place among the great funny true stories, the ones retold over drinks, on long
drives, and someday, inevitably, into a microphone by someone hosting a comedy storytelling podcast and trying
not to laugh before the best part.


