There is a special kind of panic that only social media can create. It is not the clean, useful panic of seeing smoke
in the kitchen or hearing your dentist say, “Interesting.” It is a fizzy, full-body horror that arrives three seconds

after you post something and realize the internet has interpreted it like a raccoon reading tax law.

| have spent enough time around writers, performers, small business owners, podcast hosts, school
administrators, and ordinary people with dangerous thumbs to know one thing for certain: social media does not

make people ridiculous. It simply gives their ridiculousness a better distribution plan.

The funniest disasters are rarely the ones involving celebrities with PR teams and emergency statement
templates. The real gold lives lower to the ground. A dad accidentally tagging his plumber in a love poem. A
restaurant promoting soup with the wrong photo. A teacher discovering her “private” karaoke clip has become
the unofficial anthem of year nine. These are the funny true stories, or at least the kind of funny real life stories

everyone who has worked near social media recognizes instantly, because they smell of actual human panic.

And yes, if you run a comedy podcast, a funny podcast, a funny stories podcast, or a true stories podcast, social
media mishaps are basically a renewable energy source. They keep arriving. They never require a writers’ room.

They come with screenshots.

The birthday message that went to the wrong Susan

A friend of mine, whom | will call Mark because that is not his name and because every social media disaster
needs a Mark, once wrote a heartfelt birthday message to his wife on Facebook. It was one of those long,

emotional posts that begins with “Where do | even start?” and continues, unfortunately, by starting.

He wrote about her patience, her laugh, the way she "held the family together,” and the small kindnesses nobody

else saw. It was sweet. It was sincere. It was also tagged to Susan from his office, not Susan his wife.

Office Susan was a procurement manager with a blunt fringe, a rescue greyhound, and no known history of
holding Mark’s family together. Within twenty minutes, three colleagues had liked it, one had commented

“Beautiful mate,” and Office Susan had written, “Aw, this is so unexpected!”

Mark’s wife, Actual Susan, saw the post because her sister sent it to her with the message, “Is this meant to be

cute or should | come over?”

The best part was not the mistake. The best part was Mark trying to fix it publicly. He commented, “Wrong Susan
sorry,” which is not a sentence that has ever improved a marriage. Then he edited the post, tagging Actual Susan,
but Facebook preserved enough evidence in notifications to keep the whole thing alive like a courtroom exhibit.
By dinner, the family group chat had renamed Office Susan “Spare Susan,” and Mark's teenage daughter made a

meme of him standing between two doors like a man choosing his fate.

That story has the perfect shape of social media comedy. A small error. A visible audience. A failed correction.

Then relatives, the internet's unpaid percussion section, arriving with drums.

The restaurant that accidentally advertised food poisoning

Restaurants live and die by social media now. A good photo can fill a slow Tuesday. A bad caption can empty a
weekend. One café owner told me about a post that was supposed to promote a seasonal mushroom risotto. The

caption said, “Earthy, creamy, unforgettable.”

Lovely. Then the photo uploaded.



Instead of risotto, the image showed a tray of greyish mushrooms soaking in a plastic tub beside a mop bucket.

Not a stock image. Not staged. Just the kitchen prep area, lit with the tender warmth of an interrogation room.

The post was live for around eleven minutes. That does not sound long until you remember that the internet
measures time like a fruit fly with caffeine. In those eleven minutes, someone commented, “Unforgettable is
doing a lot of work here.” Another wrote, “Is the mop included or extra?” A third asked whether the risotto came

with “notes of Pine-Sol and regret.”

The café deleted the post and uploaded the correct photo, but by then the screenshot had escaped. Locals began
referring to the dish as “mop risotto.” The owner, to his credit, leaned into it just enough. He posted a photo of
the actual finished dish with the caption, “Now with 100% fewer cleaning supplies.” Sales improved that week,

which proves that dignity is sometimes overrated.

There is a lesson there, though not the stiff corporate kind. If the mistake is harmless, visible, and already funny,
pretending it did not happen only makes everyone stare harder. A clean joke can reset the room. A defensive

explanation sounds like the chef has just been caught sautéing a sponge.

When scheduled posts meet real life

The scheduling tool is one of the great inventions of modern marketing and one of the finest comedy machines
ever built. It allows you to plan ahead, maintain consistency, and accidentally tweet "We're feeling sunny!” during

a thunderstorm, a server outage, or a minor public scandal involving your own company.

One of the most common social media horror stories | hear from people who manage pages is the scheduled
post that goes live after circumstances have changed. A charity schedules a cheerful fundraising push, then a
serious news event breaks. A shop schedules “Treat yourself, you deserve it!” at the same moment it announces a
product recall. A gym schedules “No excuses today!” while the building is closed due to a burst pipe and the

reception area resembles a municipal swimming pool.

The funniest version | saw involved a small theatre company. They had scheduled a week of upbeat posts for a
comedy show. On Monday, a pigeon got into the lobby and refused to leave. Not fluttered in and out, but took
up residence. The staff tried everything short of negotiation. The pigeon perched above the ticket desk like it had

inherited the lease.

Meanwhile, every few hours, the theatre’s accounts posted chirpy reminders: “Only five days until chaos begins!”

"Expect the unexpected!” "Our cast is ready to take flight!”

By Wednesday, patrons assumed the pigeon was part of the marketing campaign. Someone asked if it had an
Equity card. Someone else started a fan account. The theatre finally posted a video of the pigeon being gently
escorted out by a volunteer with a cardboard box, and the show sold unusually well. If your social content

accidentally becomes performance art, you are no longer managing a brand. You are co-producing with a bird.

The private account that was not private enough

Every generation has its version of “I thought this was private.” In the early days it was a misdirected email. Then
it was the accidental reply-all. Now it is the Instagram story shared to the wrong audience, the TikTok meant for

friends, or the LinkedIn comment posted from the company account instead of a personal profile.

A woman | know worked in HR and maintained two Instagram accounts: one polished, pleasant, full of team

breakfasts and conference lanyards, and one private account where she posted brutally honest gym selfies, dog



photos, and occasional dramatic reviews of bad dates. One evening, after a networking event, she meant to post

to her private story: “If one more man explains blockchain to me near a cheese board, I'm joining a monastery.”
She posted it to the company account.

The company was, inconveniently, sponsoring the networking event. Several men had indeed explained

blockchain near the cheese board. One of them followed the company account and replied, “Was this about me?”

The post vanished quickly, but screenshots circulated internally. The chief operating officer, showing rare wisdom,
did not demand a tribunal. He simply said, “Honestly, fair.” The HR team instituted a rule that anyone handling
company social accounts had to log out of them after work hours, which is less glamorous than a crisis strategy

and much more useful.

This is where social media goes wrong in a way that feels unfair but is technically avoidable. Platforms want
switching between identities to be frictionless. Human brains, especially after two glasses of warm white wine and
a cheese cube, require friction. Friction is your friend. Friction is the bouncer who keeps your monastery joke

away from stakeholders.

The mum who became a local political commentator by accident

Local Facebook groups are not social networks. They are lightly moderated village squares where a missing cat, a

parking dispute, and one blurry photo of a fox can dominate civic life for days.

A mother in my old neighborhood joined a residents’ group to ask whether anyone had seen her son’s football
boots. She was not political. She was not looking for attention. She just wanted the boots back before Saturday.
Her profile picture was a cheerful holiday photo, and her bio said she liked gardening and “not nonsense,” which

in local Facebook terms is a lit match near hay.

One night she commented on a thread about potholes. Her intended reply was mild: “The council probably has a
process for this.” Autocorrect, assisted by fury and perhaps a slippery screen, turned it into: “The council probably

has a princess for this.”

That should have died instantly. Instead, the group seized on it. People began referring to the local authority as
“the pothole princess.” Someone drew a crown on a traffic cone. A councillor was tagged. The phrase appeared
on a homemade sign next to a particularly grim crater near the bus stop. Within a week, the council filled the
pothole, possibly through normal scheduling, possibly because nobody in public service wants to be crowned by
Facebook.

The mother got the boots back too. They were in the garage.

Funny stories that actually happened often contain that kind of bizarre civic efficiency. A typo does what three

formal complaints could not. Democracy, but with more glitter.

Screenshots: the cockroaches of the internet

Deleting a post feels decisive. It is not. It is more like closing the bathroom door after a pipe has burst.

Something has happened, and the evidence is already under the skirting board.

Screenshots give social media its sharp edge. They are why people remember the bad caption longer than the
correction. They are why a typo in a brand post can live on as a reaction image. They are why a person can delete

a 14-second story and still spend the next morning receiving texts that begin, “So | saw something...”



| have seen screenshots save people too. A freelancer once used screenshots to prove a client had approved a
campaign before changing their mind after backlash. A community organizer used screenshots to document a
wave of abusive comments before moderators cleaned up the thread. Evidence is not always petty. Sometimes it

is necessary.

But in the comedy ecosystem, screenshots are the wildlife. They scurry. They reproduce. They appear where you
least expect them. On a comedy storytelling podcast, nothing lands quite like the phrase, “Luckily, someone had

a screenshot,” because it means the story has left memory and entered scripture.

The practical habit is simple: before posting, imagine the screenshot. Not the post as you intend it, surrounded
by context and goodwill. The screenshot as your least generous acquaintance will crop it, caption it, and send it

to a group chat called “Can you believe this?”

If it survives that test, publish. If not, maybe have a sandwich first.

The accidental thirst trap on the business page

There is no graceful way to explain to a board of directors that the company page has liked 37 bodybuilding

photos at midnight. Yet this happens, in spirit if not always in exact number, more often than anyone admits.

A social media manager for a small home improvement company once told me she discovered the business
Instagram had been liking fitness influencer posts for weeks. Not tasteful brand-adjacent content. Not wellness

partnerships. Shirtless men holding protein tubs in lighting that suggested divine intervention.

The culprit was not scandalous. It was the owner, a man in his sixties, who had confused the company account
with his personal account while researching exercise routines after knee surgery. He thought Instagram was
“showing appreciation.” The algorithm, smelling weakness, fed him more gym content. Soon the home

]

improvement company'’s “Explore” page looked like a calendar sold at a fire station fundraiser.

Customers noticed. One commented under a bathroom renovation photo, “Nice tiles. Also, you guys seem very

supportive of core strength.”

The manager had to clean up the account, retrain the owner, and explain that brand engagement should ideally
involve kitchens, patios, flooring, and other things the company actually sold. The owner was mortified, then
annoyed, then philosophical. “At least they were healthy lads,” he said, which is not a line you will find in most

crisis communications manuals.

This category of mishap is especially common because many platforms make account switching deceptively easy.
The icon is tiny. The consequences are not. If you manage both a personal account and a business account,
choose wildly different profile pictures. A logo and a photo of your dog. A product shot and your own face.

Anything but two tasteful circles in similar colors, because by 11:48 p.m. They will become identical.

Viral for the wrong reason

People say they want to go viral. They usually mean they want admiration, new followers, a spike in sales, and
perhaps a message from someone attractive who appreciates their brand voice. They do not mean they want 600

strangers debating their trouser length.

One man posted a video reviewing a folding camping chair. He was earnest, helpful, and deeply committed to
showing the cup holder. Unfortunately, in the background, his dog stole a whole packet of sausages from a
cooler and sprinted across the lawn. The chair review became irrelevant. Comments flooded in asking about the

dog, the sausages, and whether the chair could withstand betrayal.



He tried to redirect viewers. He replied with details about the chair's weight limit and carry bag. Nobody cared.

The dog was the star. The sausages were supporting cast. The chair was furniture.

If he had been stubborn, the moment would have passed as a funny clip. Instead, he posted an update: the dog
was fine, the sausages were not, and the chair had performed well under emotional stress. That second video did
even better. A small outdoor retailer offered him a discount code. He started doing gear reviews with a “sausage

security rating.” It was absurd https://medium.com/@larry_10483 and effective.

There is a subtle skill in recognizing when the audience has chosen a different story from the one you intended.
The internet loves side characters. The pigeon, the dog, the typo, the man near the cheese board. In many
hilarious true stories, the supposed main character is just the person holding the camera while chaos auditions

for a bigger role.

The danger of trying too hard to be funny

Comedy online is tricky because tone loses its shoes at the door. Sarcasm reads as cruelty. Deadpan reads as
stupidity. A joke that works in a room full of friends may look deranged when flattened into text and delivered to

strangers before breakfast.

| once watched a local bakery attempt a cheeky campaign around Valentine's Day. They posted a photo of heart-
shaped cookies with the caption, “For when your relationship is stable enough for carbs.” That was funny. Then

they followed it with, “Or just buy six and eat them alone in your car. We don't judge. Much.”

Still fine, depending on your crowd. Then came the third post: “Nothing says romance like gluten and

compromise.”

By the fourth post, the bit had exhausted itself and begun searching for hostages. “If they don't buy you pastry,
leave them,” the bakery wrote. A customer going through an actual breakup commented, “Bit much.” Another

replied, "Let the croissants speak.”

The bakery backed off and returned to photos of glossy tarts, which was wise. Humor is seasoning. Some

accounts dump in the whole jar and wonder why dinner tastes like oregano and fear.

For brands, the safest comedy comes from observing your own world honestly. A bakery can joke about early
mornings, flour on black clothing, customers who ask whether bread is fresh while steam is visibly rising from it,

and the heartbreak of dropping a tray. It does not need to become a relationship advice column with muffins.

Five ways to avoid becoming the next cautionary tale

A little paranoia improves social media. Too much ruins the fun, but none at all is how a dental practice ends up
posting beach selfies to LinkedIn. These habits will not prevent every mishap, because humans remain involved,

but they lower the odds.

1. Check the account name before posting, not after. Say it out loud if you have to. “This is the business page.”

You may feel silly, but not as silly as the company accidentally commenting "hot” on a holiday photo.

2. Pause before posting jokes about customers, colleagues, clients, or identifiable strangers. Even if the joke is

true, especially if the joke is true, ask whether you would enjoy reading it aloud in a room with them present.

3. Review scheduled posts when news breaks or circumstances change. Scheduled content is not a slow cooker.

You cannot always set it and leave the house.

4. Use different profile images for personal and professional accounts. Tiny circles cause large problems.


https://medium.com/@larry_10483

5. Assume every post can become a screenshot without context. If the cropped version looks cruel, misleading,

or unhinged, rewrite it.

Why these stories make such good podcast material

There is a reason funny true stories about social media gone wrong work so well in audio. They have built-in
suspense. The listener knows the post is going to misfire, but not how badly. Each detail tightens the screw: the
wrong Susan, the company account, the scheduled caption, the audience arriving with jokes. By the time the

screenshot appears, the story has momentum.

A comedy podcast thrives on escalation. A funny stories podcast needs characters who make understandable
mistakes under ridiculous conditions. Social media supplies both. The platforms are familiar, the stakes are elastic,
and the embarrassment is democratic. You do not need to be famous to suffer a public typo. You only need a

thumb, a login, and misplaced confidence.

The best true stories podcast episodes often dig beneath the laugh. Not in a gloomy way. More in the sense that
the disaster reveals something tender or absurd about how people want to be seen. Mark wanted to celebrate his
wife. The café wanted to sell risotto. The HR manager wanted to vent privately. The camping chair reviewer
wanted to be useful. None of them set out to become cautionary folklore. That is what makes the stories funny

instead of merely mean.

For hosts working in a comedy storytelling podcast format, the trick is to protect the humanity of the person who
messed up. Punch up at the platform, the absurd mechanics, the autocorrect, the algorithm, the culture of instant
commentary. Be careful punching at the person who made a normal mistake in public. Listeners can smell cruelty,

and not in the entertaining “mop risotto” way.

The corporate apology that made everything worse

Social media has trained organizations to apologize in a language nobody speaks at home. "We're sorry if
anyone was offended.” “We missed the mark.” “We are listening and learning.” Sometimes those phrases are

appropriate. Often they sound like a vending machine trying to comfort a widow.

A small gym once posted a New Year's promotion that read, “Lose the holiday belly before your ex sees you.”
Members objected. Not in a massive viral pile-on, just enough people saying, fairly, that the post was tacky. The

gym owner wrote an apology himself, which began promisingly with, “You're right, that was a dumb caption.”
Had he stopped there, he would have been fine. But he continued.

He explained that his cousin wrote the caption. Then he explained that his cousin was "new to marketing.” Then
he said the cousin had recently been through a breakup and “may have been projecting.” Then he added that the
cousin was "“still a good person.” Within an hour, the comments were no longer about body shaming. They were

about the cousin, the breakup, and whether the gym had just publicly blamed a heartbroken relative for ad copy.
The cousin entered the comments. This was not ideal.

Eventually, the gym deleted the apology and posted a shorter one: “We made a bad joke. Sorry. We've taken it
down, and we'll do better.” That worked because it sounded like a human adult had briefly regained custody of
the keyboard.

The lesson is not that every apology must be tiny. Some situations require detail. But if the original problem is a
bad joke, do not build a documentary around it. Own it, fix it, move on. Do not introduce new characters in act

three.



Algorithms are not your friend, but they are excellent goblins

Many crazy true stories involving social media go wrong because platforms reward the wrong thing at the wrong
time. Outrage travels. Confusion travels. A dog stealing sausages travels faster than a careful product review. The

algorithm does not ask, "Will this improve anyone's day?” It asks, in effect, “Are people poking this with sticks?”

That can distort behavior. A person gets attention for one accidental joke and starts forcing jokes. A business
gets a spike from a mistake and decides chaos is a strategy. A local group discovers that anger produces

engagement and soon every recycling bin becomes a constitutional crisis.

| have seen creators chase the accidental viral moment like a dog chasing the first crisp packet it ever enjoyed.
They try to recreate spontaneity, which is like trying to schedule a sneeze. It may happen, but everyone looks

uncomfortable.

The healthier approach is to notice what people genuinely enjoy, then build lightly around it without squeezing
the life out of it. If your audience loved the pigeon, update them once. Maybe twice. Do not make the pigeon
your chief brand officer unless the pigeon has range. If your dog steals sausages, give the dog a recurring rating

segment only if it still feels fun. The moment the bit becomes homework, the audience can tell.

The family group chat escape

Not all social media disasters happen on public platforms. Some begin in private chats and escape through the

side door.

A cousin in a large family sent a voice note to the family WhatsApp group complaining about another cousin’s
baby shower theme. It was supposed to go to her sister. Instead, 23 relatives heard a two-minute review of
balloon arches, cupcake dryness, and “that beige Instagram nonsense everyone pretends is classy.”

For about thirty seconds, nobody replied. Then the baby shower cousin wrote, “Thanks for coming anyway.”

The original sender tried to delete the voice note, but several relatives had already listened. One aunt, who had
the survival instincts of a cat in a thunderstorm, changed the subject by posting a photo of soup. Nobody

accepted the soup. The group chat became silent in the way a house becomes silent after a vase breaks.
Then the baby shower cousin posted, “For the record, the cupcakes were dry. Mum made me use that bakery.”

The whole family exhaled. The next shower had brighter colors, better cake, and a running joke about beige
nonsense. The cousin who sent the voice note remained embarrassed, but not exiled. In family systems, this

counts as a clean landing.

Social media has blurred the line between public performance and private muttering. A group chat feels intimate
until you remember it contains your uncle, two teenagers, a person you see once every three years, and someone

who screenshots recipes but may screenshot anything.

The humble typo, still undefeated

For all the sophistication of modern platforms, the funniest failures often come down to typing. Autocorrect

"o

remains a tiny drunk editor living in your phone. It turns “public” into “pubic,” "account” into something legally
risky if you miss one letter, and “please bear with us” into “please beer with us,” which, frankly, some customers

prefer.

A museum once intended to post about “ancient coins” and nearly published “ancient loins.” A florist advertised

“fresh funeral reefs,” giving grief a nautical twist. A pet groomer wrote “anal glands expressed with care” on the



wrong template and accidentally included it in a cheerful Christmas greeting. The customers did not forget.

Typos are funny because they puncture effort. You can have brand guidelines, color palettes, approval workflows,

and a mission statement laminated somewhere expensive. Then one missing letter walks in wearing clown shoes.

Spellcheck helps, but it does not understand dignity. Reading aloud helps more. So does having another person
glance at posts that contain words with dangerous neighbors. If your business deals with public health, finance,
childcare, weddings, funerals, pets, or any phrase involving “assessment,” give the caption a second look. The

alphabet is full of traps.

When going wrong goes right

The strangest thing about social media mishaps is that some of them leave people better off. Not always. Plenty
cause real harm, and anyone who has been harassed after a misunderstood post knows the experience is not
cute. But the harmless ones can soften a brand, humanize a person, or create a shared joke that people

remember with affection.

The café survived mop risotto because it responded with humility. The theatre benefited from the pigeon
because the accident matched its playful audience. The camping chair reviewer gained fans because he paid
attention to what made people laugh. The family recovered from the voice note because someone admitted the

cupcakes were dry.

A social media mistake becomes lovable when three conditions line up. The harm is low, the response is honest,
and the people involved resist the urge to act like a minor embarrassment is a constitutional emergency. That

combination is rarer than it should be.

The internet loves confidence, but it adores recoverable embarrassment. A person slipping on ice and bowing

afterward will always get a better reception than a person insisting the pavement attacked them.

The part nobody wants to admit

Most of us enjoy these stories because we recognize ourselves in them. We have all nearly sent the wrong
message. We have all posted too quickly, joked too sharply, or trusted a tiny profile icon more than it deserved.

We have all believed, for one reckless second, that we were in control of the machine.

Social media gone wrong is funny because it reveals the gap between intention and reception. You meant to be
charming. You sounded furious. You meant to promote risotto. You advertised mop water. You meant to honor

Susan. You selected the spare.

That gap is where comedy lives. It is also where caution lives. The same mechanics that create hilarious true
stories can create lasting trouble when the subject is sensitive, the audience is huge, or the mistake punches at
someone with less power. Witty people know the difference. Professionals learn it, sometimes after one sweaty

afternoon of deleting comments while pretending their stomach has not become a washing machine full of forks.

The best advice is not “never post anything risky.” That would make the internet even duller than a conference
lanyard collection. The advice is to post like a person with a pulse and a rearview mirror. Be funny, but not

careless. Be quick, but not twitchy. Check the account. Check the photo. Check the tagged Susan.

And if it still goes wrong, breathe before you fix it. The first correction is part of the story. Make it a good one.



