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			Introduction

			Of all the possible love interests for a lazy, game-addicted guy like Henry, why did it have to be a bank teller? This isn’t a fairy tale. There’s no magic spell or love potion involved. But the moment Henry locked eyes with Helene across the counter—bam!, Cupid pulled a fast one. The only problem? Helene is the picture of professionalism. Henry, on the other hand, is allergic to adulting, terrified of banks, and more committed to online quests than real-life responsibilities. A match made in chaos? Absolutely.

			Welcome to Henry’s world, where avoiding responsibilities is an art form and romantic gestures often end in disaster. But when love calls (and it’s wearing a corporate uniform and counting cash), even a lazy genius can try to straighten up. From Henry’s hilarious attempts to make bank visits part of his daily routine—just to catch a glimpse of Helene—to his awkward, heartfelt misadventures in love, this story is packed with rib-tickling moments and awkward charm.

			But don’t be fooled by the comedy—there’s depth behind the laughter. Henry’s journey isn’t just about getting the girl. It’s about growing up, learning to fight for what matters, and facing heartbreak like a man (or at least, trying to). Picture him practicing deposit slips like love letters, only to be served with real-life rejections and ATM-sized emotions. Ouch.

			This book is your go-to romcom rollercoaster. If you love Filipino wit, laugh-out-loud situations, heart-squeezing moments, and characters who feel like your real-life barkada, then this is your next favorite read. And as you root for Henry’s clumsy, sincere pursuit of love, get ready to laugh, swoon, and maybe even cry a little—because sometimes, love is like getting your queue number at the bank: it takes patience, timing, and a whole lot of courage.

			So, ready to fall in love one awkward episode at a time? Now serving number 143—please proceed to the counter of your heart.

			ABMeneses

		


		
			1  
The Life Of A Bum

			In a small room filled with clutter—ranging from his worn-out clothes to boxes of instant noodles—Henry was lying in front of his computer. The light from the monitor was the only thing that illuminated his tired but enthusiastic face as he kept pressing the keyboard without stopping.
 “Bang! Bang! Headshot!” shouted the game announcer on the screen.
 “Aha! You’re dead again, bro!” Henry yelled, nearly on the verge of tears from excitement.

			He has been playing overnight, but he had no plans to sleep. In the world of online games, he was a legend—the go-to guy when his friends needed someone to take down in a game. But in real life? He was a certified bum.

			He’d rather play than do anything responsible. Even something as simple as folding clothes or making the bed, he couldn’t be bothered to do. To him, life was just one big game: if there’s no thrill, then it’s pointless.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Henry! Get up already! What’s wrong with you? You didn’t even leave your room all day!” his mom shouted from the kitchen.

			“Haaiisst...” he sighed. He grabbed his phone, checked the time, and jumped in shock. It was already 10 AM!

			His body felt heavy as he got up. When he went downstairs, his mom was frowning, placing the food on the table.

			“You need to go to the bank later, okay?” she suddenly said.

			Henry blinked. “Huh? Why?!”

			“You need to deposit this check. The house payment is due. If you don’t take it today, our penalty will get worse!”

			Henry’s body suddenly froze. The bank? Deposit?

			* * * * * * * * * *

			He swallowed hard. It felt like a heavy stone had dropped onto his chest. He didn’t know how to explain it, but he had a deep fear of going to the bank. Not because of robbers or hold-uppers—but because he was terrified of making a mistake.

			There was a time he went to deposit money, but he made a mistake with the form. And the worst part was, the teller laughed at him! Ever since then, going to the bank felt like a nightmare.

			“Uh… can you just go instead, Mom?” he forced a smile.

			“Henry! I don’t have time for that! You’re the one at home all day! And now you want me to go for you?” his mom answered with a raised eyebrow.

			He had no way out.

			In his head, he wished he could shout “Reset!” to avoid the situation. But this wasn’t a game.

			And it looked like he had no choice but to face the one thing he hated the most.

		


		
			2  
Deposit Or Else

			It’s already one in the afternoon, but Henry hasn’t left yet. He’s just staring at the check lying on the table. Over and over, he keeps thinking about what might happen at the bank.

			“What if I write the wrong account number?”

			“What if I can’t understand the form?”

			“What if the teller laughs at me?”

			He shakes his head. “Ouch! Why am I like this?!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Henry! What are you still doing? Why are you taking so long?!” his mom yells from the kitchen. He swallows nervously. There’s no turning back now.

			Slowly, he gets dressed—simple t-shirt, pants, and slippers. But before heading out, he glances at himself in the mirror. Do I look respectable?

			Apparently, not.

			So, he grabs a jacket, hoping it’ll make him look like his life has some kind of direction.

			Outside, he hesitates to ride the jeep. “What’s wrong with you, Henry? You’re not a robber! It’s just a deposit!” he mutters to himself in frustration.

			During the ride, he keeps tapping his pocket to make sure the check is still there. He’s afraid that in his nervousness, it might fall out. Over and over, he reads the bank’s name, trying to figure out how he’ll hand it over to the teller without breaking into a sweat.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			When he gets off the jeep, his eyes widen. The bank he’s going to… is packed with people!

			“Aiiieee! Why are there so many people?!”

			Just seeing the crowd makes him want to turn around and leave. But he remembers what his mom told him: “If you don’t deposit it today, the penalty will be huge!”

			He swallows hard. Why couldn’t this be an online transfer?

			Henry has no choice. He has to go in. He walks toward the door, but as soon as he grabs the handle, it feels like the world slows down. It’s like he’s the lead in a movie, walking into a boss fight.

			Game start.

		


		
			3  
The Teller!

			As soon as Henry entered the bank, he was immediately hit by the cold air conditioning and the long lines. He swallowed nervously. “Haaiisst! What have I gotten myself into?!”

			He slowly approached a small table where the deposit slips were. He grabbed one, but his mind went completely blank.

			“Account name… check number… deposit amount…”

			It felt like he was taking an exam for a subject he never studied!

			He started writing, but his hands were shaking. He could barely read his own handwriting. “Whatever,” he muttered to himself.

			In a hurry, he stood in line, but the closer he got to the teller, the faster his heart was beating. He was sweating buckets even though the air conditioning was blasting inside the bank.

			And then, he saw her.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			The teller at the far counter—she was beautiful.

			So beautiful.

			She had long hair, fair skin, and smelled so good even from across the room. But the thing that completely stopped Henry in his tracks? Her smile.

			“Next, please!”

			He blinked.

			“Ha?! Is it my turn?!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			It was like he time-traveled straight to the counter. He didn’t even realize he was already up next.

			“Good afternoon, sir!” the teller cheerfully greeted. “Are you depositing?”

			Henry was so nervous he could hardly speak. He even forgot to breathe!

			“Y-yes… uh… yes,” he stammered, shakily handing her the deposit slip.

			He saw her brow furrow slightly as she looked at his handwriting. Uh-oh! She couldn’t read it!

			“Uh, sir, it looks like you made a mistake with the amount. Could you double-check it for me?”

			Henry felt like he was going to faint from embarrassment. He knew it!

			“Ha-ha-ha… really? Sorry, it’s my first time depositing,” he managed to chuckle awkwardly.

			The teller looked up at him. She seemed surprised at first, but then immediately smiled at him. “Oh, is that so? No worries, sir. Let me help you with that!”

			Help me? Me?

			Aiiieee!

			And that was when Henry started floating on cloud nine.

			He completely forgot about his fear of the bank. All he could see was Helene—the gorgeous teller who, for reasons he couldn’t understand, felt like an angel sent to help him.

			Suddenly, a strange excitement replaced his nervousness.

		


		
			4  
Bank Run or Love Run?

			For Henry, today wasn’t just any ordinary day. Just earlier, he was practically paralyzed with anxiety. But now? He felt like the lead in a romance movie.

			As he watched Helene help him fix the information on his deposit slip, he couldn’t help but stare at her face. Her long lashes, smooth skin, and the sweetness in her voice as she explained everything.

			“Sir, here’s where you put the exact amount. And for the signature, it should match the one at the back of the check.”

			“Aiiieee, she’s so kind!”

			Instead of feeling embarrassed, he felt even more giddy. He wasn’t used to a woman—especially one as beautiful as her—patiently teaching him.

			“Ah, yes, of course. Sorry about that,” Henry said, shyly.

			Helene just smiled. “It’s okay! It’s totally normal, especially for a first-time depositor. At least, next time, you’ll be faster!”

			“Next time?”

			A spark lit up in Henry’s brain. Does this mean he could come back? Does this mean he could see Helene again?!

			* * * * * * * * * *

			He wrote the correct information on the slip, but the excitement in his chest wouldn’t go away. Usually, his trips to the bank were filled with anxiety and fear. But now? It was a whole new kind of excitement.

			Not fear. Not stress. But an overwhelming desire to see Helene again.

			“Okay, Sir, all set!” Helene said, after accepting the deposit slip. “It’s being processed now. Please wait for your passbook.”

			She quickly pressed the keys on the keyboard in front of her and processed the transaction. Meanwhile, Henry stood there, watching.

			He’d never realized how tough a teller’s job was. Over and over again, dealing with numbers, money, and papers.

			But despite all that, Helene’s smile never faded. And to Henry, that was the most attractive thing about her.

			“Sir, here’s your passbook.”

			He snapped out of his thoughts. Their hands almost brushed as Helene handed him the passbook.

			“Ah, yes. Thank you.”

			“Thank you”? Why did that sound so formal?!

			* * * * * * * * * *

			He wanted to smack himself. Wasn’t that awkward?! But before he could speak again, someone cut in line next to him.

			“Miss, can you rush my deposit? It’s urgent!”

			Helene looked at the new customer. “Sir, I’m sorry, but you’ll have to wait your turn.”

			Just then, another teller spoke, “Next, please!”

			That’s when he realized he had no reason to stay anymore. His transaction was done. He had to leave. But he didn’t want to.

			He wanted to talk to Helene more. He wanted to ask her anything—how long she’d been working at the bank, what her favorite food was, if she had a boyfriend—anything, just to have a reason to stay in the bank longer!

			But he couldn’t do anything but slowly step back. “Thanks again,” he said, then walked out.

			As he exited the bank, he carried with him a strange feeling. Before, he used to avoid the bank. But now? He was already looking forward to his next visit. And not just because of the deposit…

			But because of a beautiful teller named Helene.

		


		
			5  
Super Motivated

			“Henry, anak… are you sick?” Henry stopped putting on his shoes and looked at his mom, who was staring at him in shock while holding an envelope of money.

			“Huh? Why do you ask?” he answered innocently.

			His mom looked him up and down. “Because, anak, this is the first time I’ve ever seen you willingly and wholeheartedly volunteer to go deposit money at the bank. What is this, a miracle?”

			He scratched his head, trying to keep his cool. “Nothing, I just… want to try something new. Haha!”

			Liar.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			He wasn’t volunteering because he wanted to “try something new.” He was volunteering because of Helene. Because of the beautiful teller who somehow changed his entire outlook on life.

			“I used to be so scared to go to the bank. Now, I’m excited?!”

			“Hmm… I don’t know about you. Fine, go ahead, just be careful!” his mom said while handing him the envelope to deposit.

			“Yes, Ma! I got this!” he said, heading out the door.

			As he walked, he couldn’t stop the giddy feeling bubbling up inside him. This is it! I’ll see Helene again!

			But there was one problem. What if she’s not my teller?! What if someone else calls me up? He stopped in his tracks. He needed to make sure Helene would be the one assisting him. He quickly came up with a strategy. “Aha! If I go early, I’ll be her first customer for sure!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			He rushed to catch a jeep, didn’t even bother with his headset, and quickly lined up at the bank.

			When he arrived… there was already a line.

			“Haaiisst! What time did all these people show up?!”

			He scratched his head as he waited in line. Slowly, he scanned the tellers at the counters.  There were three of them. One was Manong Benjie, looking serious and quiet. The second was Miss Joy, who looked sharp and spoke quickly. And the third—Helene, the light of his life.

			He carefully weighed how to avoid Manong Benjie and Miss Joy. He needed Helene to call him up. And with an unexpected stroke of luck, when it was finally his turn in line…

			“Next po!”

			It was Helene who called him.

			Yes! Jackpot!

			He walked confidently to the counter, pretending to be calm, but inside, there were fireworks going off in his mind.

			“Sir Henry, it’s you again?” Helene greeted him happily.

			His heart dropped at her smile. Sir Henry? Wow, she’s already calling me that!

			“Hehe… yes, it’s me again. I’m in charge of our bank deposits now,” he said, handing over the envelope.

			“Wow, really? That’s impressive,” Helene said as she took the envelope. “But wait, didn’t you say last time it was your first time depositing?”

			“Ah… well… it’s because…”

			Uh oh. What excuse could he give?!

			“Haaiisst! Too late! I’ll just wing it!”

			“Well, actually… I kind of… liked the process!” he answered, smiling widely, though even he wasn’t convinced by his own words.

			“Liked the process?! Who am I, an accountant?!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Helene just smiled and got back to her task. Henry, meanwhile, tried to calm himself down but couldn’t help sneaking glances at her.

			“Wow. No matter the angle, she’s really beautiful.”

			In the middle of his admiration for Helene’s beauty, he didn’t realize the transaction had already been completed.

			“Sir Henry, here’s your bank book.”

			“Ah—yes, thank you!”

			He noticed that Helene also handed him a small piece of paper. A note!

			“What’s this?!”

			His heart started racing. Holding the paper, he slowly opened it. And what was written was…

			“Next time, please don’t forget to fill out the deposit slip properly. Hehe! :)”

			He stared at the note.

			“I thought it was a love note!”

			But even so, he couldn’t stop smiling. Because that meant… Helene noticed him. And next time? He would try even harder.

		


		
			6  
Strategy Mode

			“Okay, Henry. Calm down. Plan this out properly.” Henry sits at the side of the bank, holding the envelope of money. He hasn’t queued yet. Why? Because he has a mission.

			Mission: 

			He needs Helene to be his teller. But how? If he’s just relying on luck, he’ll probably end up with Manong Benjie or Miss Joy again. He has to make sure.

			“What’s the best strategy?”

			He looks around. There are three lines, and one line for senior citizens and PWDs. Helene is the third teller.  He observes, thinking critically. And then he notices… people from the right side of the line are more likely to get Helene as their teller.

			“Aha! If I queue on the right, there’s a chance she’ll be the one to call me!”

			Quickly, he moves to the right side of the line. Looks effective! But just as he settles in—

			“Good morning, sir! Deposit?” It’s Manong Benjie calling him to the front.

			“Nooo!”

			Henry sees Helene glance over, waiting for the next customer.

			“Sayang!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			With no other choice, Henry pretends to have forgotten something.

			“Ah... wait, Manong, I think I missed something in the form... you go ahead, I’ll catch up.”

			He moves to the end of the line, pretending to write something on his deposit slip. But in reality? He’s just waiting for Helene to call him.

			And when Helene called…

			“Next, please!”

			He quickly steps forward, feeling like he won the lottery.

			“Oh, Sir Henry! You again?” Helene greets him happily.

			His heart drops again. Wow, she’s really beautiful.

			“Hehe, yup, it’s me again.”

			“I’m really impressed with you! You’re so active in depositing now,” Helene says with a smile as she arranges the papers.

			“You don’t know it, but I’m here for you!” Henry wanted to say.

			Of course, he couldn’t say that. He doesn’t want Helene to think he’s a stalker!

			“Hehe… just practicing,” he covers up. “Also, this is better than just playing computer games all day.”

			“Aha, so you’re a gamer?”

			Henry freezes. Did she just ask about his hobby?! It’s like suddenly there’s a sparkle around him. This is his chance!

			* * * * * * * * * *

			“Yes! Uh… RPGs and FPS games!” he proudly replies. “What about you, do you play?”

			Helene smiles. “Hmm… I used to, but only casual games like Candy Crush.”

			“Okay, not a hardcore gamer, but at least she’s interested!”

			“Awesome! Next time, I’ll teach you other games!”

			Helene laughs. “You might make me addicted to that, Sir!”

			“I hope so!”

			As they continue chatting, Henry notices a man in the line, staring at Helene.

			Handsome, tall, and seems rich. And he has a bad feeling about this. Just as he thought, the guy walks up to the counter.

			“Hi, Miss Helene,” the man greets loudly and confidently. “Glad you’re the one assisting me today.”

			What is this?! Someone’s making a move?! Henry furrows his brows. Who’s this guy?!

			Helene, clearly used to customers, still smiles. “Good morning, sir! What’s your transaction?”

			“Deposit,” the man answers, but he’s not looking at Helene.

			He’s looking at Henry.

			It’s like his gaze is saying, “You’re no match for me, bro.”

			Haaiisst! What am I gonna do?!

			Henry starts to sweat, even though the air conditioning is on full blast.

			“I can’t back down. I need to show I’m a regular customer here! I have to show that… I’m Sir Henry!”

			He takes a deep breath and smiles at Helene.

			“Miss Helene, thank you so much again, ha?”

			“Sure po! Take care!” she responds.

			Before leaving, he casually glances at Mr. Handsome. And smiles.

			It’s like he’s saying: “Helene greeted me first, buddy.”
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The Rival: Lunch Break!

			This morning, Henry, fast and efficient, went to the bank again to do his favorite thing: deposit money with Helene. But there was a problem he didn’t see coming.

			Helene… was on her lunch break.

			“Nooo! Not now, Helene, please!”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			When Henry arrived at the bank, customers were rushing inside. As he walked toward the counter, he saw Helene leaving her station, seemingly helping a colleague with something.

			“Uhm, Miss Helene?” Henry asked, trying to mask his anxiety.

			“Hmm… I’m on my lunch break,” Helene said while pointing to the papers she left neatly organized on the counter. “I’ll be back soon after, okay?”

			“Haaiisst!” Henry let out a long sigh. He had no choice but to sit in one of the chairs and try to wait for her. He tried to think of ways so as not to be obvious but couldn’t.

			He noticed Manong Benjie was back at the counter. He had no choice but to fall in line. But every time he lined up and it wasn’t Helene, it felt like something was tugging at his heart.

			“Haaiisst! What’s happening?”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			But before he could complain, his conscience suddenly spoke.

			“Maybe this is for the best. Maybe this is your chance to figure something else out. You can’t always rely on Helene to be the one to assist you.”

			“Uhm, sir?” asked the teller, Miss Joy, as she eyed Henry.

			“Huh? Oh… yes, I’ll make a deposit,” Henry said, still trying to stay calm.

			As he took his sweet time filling out his deposit slip, he couldn’t stop worrying. “What if she doesn’t come back?”

			But then, a beautiful miracle happened.

			Helene! She came back early from her lunch break, smiling at everyone. Henry’s heart nearly skipped a beat. He was the luckiest guy alive.

			“Are you all set, Sir?” Helene asked as she returned to her station.

			He quickly walked over. “Ah… yes, it’s me again.”

			Helene smiled at him and greeted him with that same warm tone. “Is this the latest deposit, Sir?”

			“Yes,” Henry replied, but the truth was, that wasn’t the only reason he was there.

			He glanced around. He realized Miss Joy and Manong Benjie were looking at him.

			“Uhm, Miss Helene, I wanted to ask,” Henry began, his voice trembling. “If it’s okay, next time, could I handle the deposits myself? I can take care of it, I promise.”

			Helene chuckled a little, and Henry’s heart fluttered. “Wow, you’re really diligent, Sir Henry!”

			“Aiiieee! Am I turning into a stalker?!”

			“But seriously, I’d really like to assist with the deposits!” Henry added, even though he knew he was probably coming off a bit awkward.

			“It’s fine, really. I used to have a hard time with deposits too,” Helene said while sorting the papers. “It doesn’t need anything special.”

			* * * * * * * * * *

			Henry, feeling like he was floating in the air, tried his best not to look too obvious. “You know, Miss Helene, you’re honestly the most patient teller I’ve met in the whole world!”

			Helene’s eyes widened, and she laughed softly. “Wow, I feel better now!”

			Henry felt like his heart was about to burst with happiness. It was like he was having these “magical” moments with Helene. Every little thing she did, every smile, felt like a gift.

			“Thank you so much,” Henry muttered, his voice a little shaky.

			“Of course, Sir Henry! Take care!” Helene said with another smile.

			* * * * * * * * * *

			After the transaction was done, Henry stood outside the bank, as if there was a personal soundtrack playing in his head.

			“Nothing beats this. Only Helene.”

			But just as he was about to leave, he spotted that handsome guy again, the one who had been near Helene earlier.

			Mister Handsome—his rival.

			“Hmm…” Henry sighed deeply. “How can I make sure I win this?”

			He wanted to leave the bank quickly, but he couldn’t shake the feeling in his chest.

			“The battle isn’t over, Henry!”

			“For Helene, I need to be braver.”

		


		
			8  
A Different Kind of Deposit

			Henry had been waiting the whole week for the chance to see Helene again. His heart was racing with excitement and nerves as he walked into the bank, holding an envelope with money his mom had sent. But today, something unexpected was happening in his mind.

			“Haaiisst, I’m just going to make a deposit, and maybe I’ll get to talk to Helene. But how am I supposed to act normal? I don’t want to look like a stalker...”

			As he neared the counter, he noticed there were new tellers. A few younger ones, somewhat good-looking. But Helene, albeit unusual, was nowhere to be found.
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