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1. The Plumber Who Fixed Everything Except the Pipe
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Priya had not planned to spend her Tuesday morning staring at a sink like it had personally betrayed her. Yet there she was, arms crossed, eyebrows twitching, watching water drip with the smug confidence of something that knew it was winning. The sink wasn’t just leaking. It was performing. Every drop landed with intention, like it was making a point.

She tried the obvious solutions first. She tightened the tap. She loosened it. She stared at it aggressively. Nothing worked.

Finally, she called a plumber.

The man who arrived an hour later looked like someone who took pipes very seriously. He wore a crisp uniform, carried a toolbox that had seen things, and nodded slowly at everything Priya said, as if water leakage was a deeply philosophical matter.

“So,” he said, crouching down and peering under the sink, “you’re saying it’s dripping continuously?”

“Yes,” Priya replied. “It just... won’t stop.”

He hummed thoughtfully. “That usually means there’s pressure where there shouldn’t be.”

Priya blinked. “Oh.”

“I’ll need to inspect the joint,” he continued, already reaching for a wrench. “Sometimes these things need a firm hand.”

She swallowed. “Right. Of course.”

As he worked, he narrated everything in a calm, professional voice that somehow made each sentence sound unintentionally suggestive.

“This pipe has definitely been handled before,” he said.

Priya nodded too quickly.

“And whoever did it last didn’t do a very thorough job.”

She cleared her throat.

He adjusted his grip. “You see, if you don’t tighten it properly, it just keeps leaking.”

Priya’s phone buzzed. Her husband texted: Is the plumber there yet?

She replied: Yes. He’s... very thorough.

The plumber stood up suddenly. “I’m going to need to apply some pressure from the bottom.”

“Oh,” Priya said again, a word she was using far too often.

He disappeared under the sink, legs sticking out at an angle that felt unnecessarily dramatic. There were grunts. Metallic clanks. A low whistle.

“This might take a while,” he said. “Sometimes it’s deeper than it looks.”

Priya stared at the ceiling and reminded herself that this was about plumbing. Just plumbing. Nothing else. Absolutely nothing else.

At that exact moment, her neighbor walked past the open door.

“Everything okay in here?” the neighbor asked, eyeing the scene.

“Yes,” Priya said quickly. “He’s just... fixing my pipe.”

The neighbor raised an eyebrow. “Of course he is.”

Ten minutes later, the plumber emerged, wiping his hands. “All done.”

The sink was silent. Dry. Obedient.

Priya felt an odd sense of accomplishment, as if she had participated in something more meaningful than home maintenance.

“Make sure you don’t overuse it for a while,” the plumber said seriously. “Let it settle.”

She nodded. “I will.”

He handed her the bill. She paid without reading it.

When her husband came home that evening, he turned on the tap cautiously.

“No leaks,” he said. “Good plumber.”

Priya smiled faintly. “Very good.”

From that day on, the sink never leaked again.

Her husband, however, noticed that Priya insisted on supervising all future repair work personally.
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2. Yoga Class With Too Much Flexibility
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When the new yoga instructor arrived, nobody expected trouble. He was calm, smiling, and wore clothes that suggested both flexibility and confidence. His name was Arjun, and he introduced himself with the soothing assurance of someone who believed deeply in breathing.

“This class,” he said, clapping once softly, “is about opening yourself.”

The room went quiet.

“Opening your body,” he clarified. “And your mind.”

Everyone relaxed. Slightly.

The trouble began five minutes later.

“Spread your legs comfortably,” Arjun instructed.

A few people shifted uncomfortably.

“Not too wide,” he added. “You don’t want to strain yourself on your first time.”

Someone coughed.

He moved through the room correcting postures, touching shoulders, hips, backs—always professionally, always just enough to make people hyper-aware of their own existence.

“Don’t resist the stretch,” he said gently to one woman. “Let it happen.”

Another student whispered, “Is he talking to the pose or...?”

During the forward bend, Arjun encouraged them enthusiastically.

“Go deeper,” he said. “You’ll feel resistance at first, but that’s normal.”

One man left early, citing a “sudden hamstring emergency.”

The class reached peak awkwardness during the flexibility segment.

“If it feels uncomfortable,” Arjun said brightly, “you’re doing it right.”

The room froze.

After class, attendance doubled.
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3. The Banana Delivery Incident
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Raj considered himself a modern man. He paid bills online, ordered groceries on apps, and once watched a thirty-minute documentary about crypto without blinking. If convenience had a religion, he would have been its priest. So when his wife, Nisha, shouted from the kitchen that they were “out of bananas,” Raj took it as a personal challenge to solve the problem without moving his body.

“Bananas?” he called back. “I’ll handle it.”

Nisha’s voice carried suspicion. “Are you sure you know how to handle bananas?”

Raj scoffed, thumbs already tapping. “How hard can it be? It’s a fruit.”

“Famous last words,” Nisha muttered.

Raj opened the grocery app like a man entering battle. He typed banana in the search bar. Several options appeared. He selected the cheapest bundle because Raj believed all bananas were the same, and paying extra for fruit was a sign of weakness.

Then his phone buzzed.

A notification popped up: ‘Premium Selection: Extra Large Bananas Available.’

Raj stared at it. He didn’t remember clicking premium anything, but the app’s design was slippery, like it had been built by people who understood human weakness and used it for evil.

“Extra large?” he murmured. “Why would anyone need—”

Nisha leaned over his shoulder and read the screen. Her eyebrow went up so sharply it could have cut glass.

“You ordered extra large bananas,” she said, carefully.

“I did not,” Raj said immediately, because innocence is always loud.

“Yes, you did.” She tilted her head. “Are you overcompensating for something... fruit-related?”

Raj’s face warmed. “It’s a banana. It’s not a—” He stopped himself. “It’s not a statement.”

“It’s absolutely a statement,” Nisha said, walking away with the confidence of a woman who knew she’d win this argument later.

Raj tried to cancel, but the app had already processed his order with the smug finality of a judge banging a gavel.

Delivery in 18 minutes.

“Fine,” Raj said. “It’s bananas. What’s the worst that can happen?”

The universe, hearing this, rubbed its hands.

Exactly 18 minutes later, the doorbell rang.

Raj opened the door to find a delivery boy standing there with a box that looked like it was meant for a small refrigerator. The box was sealed in heavy tape, and in bold black letters it read:

EXTRA LARGE — HANDLE WITH CARE

Raj blinked. “This is... fruit?”

The delivery boy smiled in a way that suggested he had lived several lifetimes in customer service and was now numb to everything except chaos.

“Yes, sir. Premium. Special.” He lowered his voice for no reason. “Very popular.”

Raj felt his soul leaving his body in slow motion.

The delivery boy handed him the box with two hands, the way people hand over priceless antiques or something that might explode if you make sudden movements.

Raj carried it inside like he was transporting a sleeping tiger.

Nisha appeared in the hallway, crossed her arms, and stared at the box label like it was a confession.

“Handle with care?” she said. “What exactly are you planning to do with them?”

“They’re bananas,” Raj said too quickly. “For eating.”

Nisha gave him a look. “Mhm.”

Raj set the box on the kitchen counter and tried to open it discreetly, as if bananas were a private matter.

The tape refused to cooperate, forcing him into a prolonged struggle that looked far more intense than it needed to.

Nisha watched the entire thing with the expression of someone observing a nature documentary.

“Need help?” she asked innocently.

“No,” Raj said, sweating. “I can... handle it.”

He finally tore the box open.

Inside were bananas.

But not normal bananas.

These bananas had the confidence of a product designed to make you question your life choices. They were glossy, thick, aggressively curved, and arranged with unnatural precision, like a luxury display.
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