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To all the hot messes who struggle to find love.


A continuing special thanks to our friends and families who supplied us with their crazy stories, without which this book would never have been written.





Introduction


Oh hey weirdo who reads dating books. Just coming home from that guy’s apartment, the guy you swore you were going to have “the talk” with two years ago? Watching Orange Is the New Black for the third consecutive Saturday night? Consistently looking at engagement rings on Pinterest even though you haven’t had a steady boyfriend in a while? You’ve come to the right place, Katherine Heigl. While most dating books are for newly divorced housewives with no marketable skills and girls who eat their feelings, this one is different. We’re not going to give you step-by-step instructions on how to successfully date and marry the man of your dreams or even give you anecdotal evidence of that one girl who gained forty pounds and her boyfriend still loved her anyway. (The only way that won’t matter is if he’s also fat and/or works for her rich father and has an eye on the corner office.) We’re here to tell you all those “road maps to finding The One” are bullshit, and the only way to master the art of not dying alone is realizing that dying alone is no big deal when you’re going into the white light alongside the greatest person you know: You.


Most dating books will make you feel like a hopeless nicegirl, her lifeless body destined to be found among her twenty-seven cats while Taylor Swift’s “oldies but goodies” play on repeat. This book will betch slap you to reality, help you get your shit together, and remind you that the old Tay was lame as fuck.




Forgot What a Nicegirl Is?


“The nicegirl plays by the rules without ever questioning them. She’s dull, lacks depth, allows people to walk all over her yet brings nothing to the table herself. If she disappeared, you wouldn’t even notice. She’s the girl who rarely colors outside the lines of her life, and even then only in baby pink. She’s the kind of girl who uses a real bookmark. In other words, she’s boring as fuck.”


—The Betches





Contrary to popular belief, you’re not born knowing how to date and you have a lot of shit to learn. Plus, we’re not here to sugarcoat dating advice. Adding sugar to anything is going to seriously limit your dating prospects. So break out the Splenda, throw your cats out the window, and get in, loser; we’re going to fix your fucked-up love life.


But first, one of life’s major questions (besides the most obvious: “Is butter a carb?”): Why even be in a relationship in the first place?




“I think we can all agree that sleeping around is a great way to meet people.”


—Chelsea Handler





The answer to this question seems to be obvious (duh, how else are you going to fulfill your dreams of having an envy-inducing wedding, popping out gorgeous kids with ironic first names, and packing cute little gluten- and dairy-free lunches?) but it turns out it’s more complicated than it initially appears. Why even have a boyfriend? Unless you’re like extremely religious—in which case you’re already offended by much of this book—you don’t need to date to have sex. You don’t need to date to have kids (hello, in vitro). And you definitely don’t have to date to be reminded how amazing and beautiful you are. That’s what your grandma is for.


Being in a relationship isn’t always fun anyway. All of a sudden you have someone who wants to know where you are, what you’re doing, and to whom you’re sending Snapchats all the fucking time. It’s like, why are you so obsessed with me? If you’re with the right person, however, it can be super fun, and from a purely selfish standpoint at the very least you’ll learn a lot about yourself with each new relationship you fuck up. You’ll get to discover interesting new things about yourself like that you can be really bitchy when you’re hungry and that you could never handle dating a guy with just a green Amex. He might as well pay with food stamps.


But finding that person isn’t easy . . . and if it is easy, then you’re probably in that relationship for the wrong reasons. If you’re lonely, get a friend. If you want attention, go on The Bachelor. If you want to have sex, walk outside.


The only reason you should be in a relationship is because your boyfriend/fiancé/husband/lover adds something awesome to your life, not because he completes it. You’re a betch, you have the privilege of your own company. You’re a hot commodity and your time and, more important, your affection are valuable, so why would you let just anyone in? I mean, would Beyoncé date Kevin Federline? Exactly.




Dating Exercise


Ask yourself: Is he the Jay Z to your Beyoncé?


If no: Dump him


If yes: Keep him


If maybe: What kind of car does he drive?







“There’s nothing worse than the girl who has never been single.”


—The Betches





It’s better to be alone than to be with someone who sucks. While having a boyfriend has its perks, so does being single. For instance, you can go out whenever you want. You can make out with whomever you want. And if it’s been a long winter, you don’t even have to shave your vag. Win, win, win.




“Better alone than badly accompanied.”


—Candace Bushnell, Sex and the City





One is not better than the other. It’s about where you are in your life and what’s best for you in the moment. If you think that a relationship is the key to your happiness you’re as delusional as Karen.




Who the Fuck Is Karen?


Karen is our extremely delusional friend. She doesn’t live in reality. She constantly thinks guys are into her who are clearly not. She’s terrible at reading signals, and her mom is the only person who believes that Karen has a boyfriend. Really, Karen’s “boyfriend” is the guy she fucked three times who finally asked for her number. Don’t be a Karen.
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WHY SHOULD YOU LISTEN TO US?


If you’re a smart betch, you’ve already read our first book and learned how to win at basically everything. You learned the pitfalls of being too nice, what friends are socially acceptable to chill with, and to never ever admit that you don’t know shit about wine. But what about dating? Yes, we covered that, too, but a lot has changed. We’ve grown up and the rules are different. Suddenly, it’s sort of okay to online date, and the thought of being kind and caring to a guy is starting to not disgust you.


The simple truth is that dating in college and dating when you’re in the state of mind to fuck around is a very different ball game than dating in the real world. There comes a point in every young betch’s life when she gets bored of her thrice-weekly clubbing excursions and shambling to work hungover every Thursday. She realizes that she might have to entertain the idea of settling down into a long-term relationship, if only because everything else seems boring as fuck and she’s already been to Ibiza three times. If you haven’t hit that point yet, you will eventually. Even Paris Hilton doesn’t want to be known as “that old bitch in the club” forever. No one likes a washed-up party girl, so eventually you’re going to need to learn how to master the art of a long-term, committed relationship.




“Much of my high-jinks have been drug-related. When you’re under 30, whatever, but once you’re past 40 it’s just ugly.”


—Courtney Love





Unlike our grandparents, who actually needed to be married in order to leave their parents’ houses, the modern betch can have an entire fulfilling life alone and with her besties. We don’t need to accept the first man who offers us a four-karat ring, because we have options. We can be anything we want to be. This often means we settle down later in the game.


“When are you getting married? Dating anyone lately? How’s that boy you were talking to last year, you know, the one whose parents were lawyers? He was nice,” your parents and grandparents might ask you to death. But don’t listen to them. All your grandma is concerned about is being alive for your wedding and all your mom is doing is comparing you to her own situation. She was married by twenty-five, and your grandma has only ever slept with one man. They had different pressures then, and that’s why they’re applying the same pressure to you. Don’t get mad at them, just be like Yah dating a few guys! Have a date tonight actually. Will let you know how it goes! Then hang up and resume your Thursday night binge of Scandal and weed.


For our parents’ and grandparents’ generation, the name of the game was dependence. Getting out of the house, finding a husband to take care of you, popping out six kids. It was like passing the torch from your parents to your partner as the person who became responsible for you. But now it’s all about independence for women . . . which is fucking amazing, but admittedly sometimes stressful because of that extreme pressure you may receive from your family who know nothing, Jon Snow.


Okay, so I’ll just like, settle down when I’m bored and I feel like it, you think, stupidly. False. Most people suck at relationships and if you’re a real betch, you’re probably one of them. Our independent lifestyles full of Chanel bags, bottomless brunches, and yacht weeks are amazing, but they often leave us ill prepared for the world of real-life dating. Catch-22: It’s precisely because we have so much fun on our own that dating can be so hard.


A time comes in a betch’s life when she’s gone to her one-thousandth single-girls night out and sort of feels tired of it all. The long pregames, the cocaine hangovers, sex with the guy whom she would never actually date once she got to know him—it becomes a drag. At this point she might say, Hey, I’ve been single for enough time. I think I’m ready to find the perfect boyfriend who I can marry someday! Oh yay I’m excited. Thinking you can magically enter the perfect relationship as soon as you’ve decided it’s time is simply wrong. Most betches are quick to admit that they’re bad at things like snowboarding or making their beds, but when it comes to relationships everyone is under the delusional impression that they can figure it out the first time they try. Do you think your spin instructor mastered her tap back the first time she stepped on the bike? No. Exactly.


So how will this new adult relationship differ from your college routine of balancing three back-burner bros and a shady asshole bro more seamlessly than your homework assignments? Sadly, it’s going to involve some actual effort on your part and some important realizations. Dating and sex after college when you’re looking for somebody who has the potential for marriage involve actual self-reflection and sacrifice. Vom, we know, but like, it’s true.


We’re here to teach you how to remain a powerful, confident, independent betch while finding love. We’ll give you the secrets to staying hot and desired through every stage of your relationship, making sure your sex life doesn’t go to shit, and giving you the keys to let go of the awful guys you’ve entertained in the past to make room for the pro of your dreams. We’ve mastered the art of dating with the help of asshole bros, extra-nice guys, awkward situations, and too many vodka sodas, and we think we’re going to make it out alive. So now it’s time to pass on our divine truths to you.


You write us hundreds of thousands of “Dear Betch” letters looking for the keys to coming out on top while getting the most out of your “relationships” and lucky for you we’ve compiled this plethora of dating knowledge into a nonpathetic guide. You’re welcome.


While reading this book, remember the cardinal rule of betchdom: Don’t take yourself or anyone around you that seriously. There are some real truth gems in here but read this book however the fuck you want. Don’t be a trying-too-hard loser and highlight this shit or give it to your dud nicegirl friend to outline and summarize. Dating, much like this book, is supposed to be fun and light so have a laugh, bask in our awesomeness, and don’t you dare pick up any other dating book but this one. No one wants to date the girl whose bookshelf is lined with The Rules and Men Are from Mars, Women Are from Venus.


Sure you’re going to fuck up our advice. A lot. We’ve fucked it up, too. A lot. That’s why we’re so smart. We’ve been around the block and learned the hard way. And honestly, we’re still learning. It’s important to remember through all your shitty dates, vicious fights, and nasty breakups that at the end of the day, whoever locks you down is fucking incredibly lucky and all the shit you’ve been through to find him will be worth it. There is no one out there like you and you are amazing, so even if you have days/weeks/months where you’re feeling discouraged or lonely (gross) make like Dory from that movie where she has Alzheimer’s and just keep swimming.




It’s Me, the Head Pro. ’Sup?


Hi there. If you’ve looked to the Betches for dating advice prior to the year 0 BIHANTAOL (that’s Before I Had a Nice Time and Other Lies, obviously), then we know each other. Not like, biblically, though I guess anything is possible. I mean that I’m the Head Pro, the Betches’ resident guy expert for all what the fuck does this text even mean? issues, and chances are if you’ve sought advice, your e-mail has come through my in-box. I give betches advice. Solicited advice, unlike that guy Corey in your hall freshman year, who—news flash—was just trying to fuck you.


As you read this book, you’ll see me pop in and out with my perspective on common dating shit. How soon is too soon to make a reservation for two (or more, if you like to party) at the Bone Zone Cafe? What are some dealbreakers that will cause your love interest to throw himself from the nearest tall building, resigning you to a life of loneliness and puppy Instagrams?


We can do this, together, you and I.






HAVING A BOYFRIEND FOR THE SAKE OF HAVING A BOYFRIEND


Just don’t do it. A lot of (sad) girls go to bed at night fantasizing how nice it would be to finally become the girlfriend of the guy she’s been pining over since her sophomore year of college. But what these girls need to realize is that just because he is their crush, just because they lie there thinking oh my god he’s so cute I’m definitely in love, he is only that. A fucking crush. This guy is an illusion, a hologram of your perfect boyfriend with the face and body of the guy you think would look good with you in couples pics on Instagram. You’re not in love. You definitely don’t know this bro well enough to “love him,” and if you ever got together you would probably realize that he sucks.


Dreaming about having a boyfriend is pathetic because it assumes that you need a guy to make you happy. By no means are we advocating that you should stay single forever. We just mean that a man should complement you, not complete you. Once you realize that you don’t need a boyfriend to make your life amazing, only then might you actually find a boyfriend.


“He’ll come when you’re not looking/least expect it,” says everyone you ever spoke to about the hardships of being single whom you subsequently wanted to shoot in the eye. But the root of your anger for said people is because deep down you know it’s true. Don’t be thirsty for a boyfriend. Don’t be the girl who wants to leave a perfectly fun pregame because you don’t want to date any of the guys there. Don’t be so transparently desperate. Everyone will smell the desperation and walk the other way. Including your friends.


The moment you realize that you don’t need to be completed is the moment when you are open to finding someone with whom you can share your green juices, summer weekends, and HBO Sunday nights, otherwise known as your happiness.


Note we used the word “share.” When you share something with someone it means you are confident and content enough with what you have to give a piece of it away. The same goes with your happiness in relationships. Let’s put this a little bit less abstractly. Say your bestie asks to borrow a black crop top. You’re like, Yeah def, you’ll look way hot in this one (you, of course, look hotter, but no need to say it aloud). Next day she gives it back to you but is like, I’m so sorryyyyy but it’s stained. I tried everything. Don’t hate me. You look at it, you look at her, you look at your drawer full of other black crop tops, and say, OMG don’t worry! There’s more where that came from! Love you, Betch.


But now let’s say a three-month relationship you’re in turns to shit. A can’t-be-salvaged type of situation. The guy hurt you and he’s a dick for it, but do not cry yourself to sleep every night to a Nicholas Sparks movie marathon because this guy completed you and now you don’t know what to do without him. Because you know you were complete before him, instead you say, Fuck it and fuck him. It’s NBD, there’s more where that came from. This guy is your black crop top that got stained. If you know there’s always more where that came from, it’ll be easy to brush off the ones that are defective and bad for your look.




“It is a love based on giving and receiving as well as having and sharing. And the love that they give and have is shared and received. And through this having and giving and sharing and receiving, we too can share and love and have . . . and receive.”


—Joey Tribbiani





Sure, you may find someone who you think is the perfect guy for you for forever, but there’s no guarantee that will always be the case. People change, betches are a force and we’re constantly evolving. I mean, when the concept of marriage was invented we were all going to die at like, forty-five years old. The average now is like, a hundred or something. That’s an additional 16,500 fewer calories or like, 5 pounds extra fucking birthday cake. Talk about a way fatter commitment.


Ultimately, your goal should be to meet a guy with whom you can enjoy your respective lives. He should share your values because you need to make decisions together in the future, as well as your interests because you need someone with whom to go shopping for expensive French wine. Having a life partner means that you can no longer do whatever the fuck you want. You can’t like, not tell that person what you were doing because that’s lying. And you definitely can’t be shady. This sort of sounds miserable, right? Well that’s why you shouldn’t just date anyone. You shouldn’t just accept any guy as your boyfriend because you like, want a boyfriend that week. You should date someone for whom it’s worth giving up those freedoms. Freedoms like getting drunk and making out with whomever at whichever bar, not having anyone nag you about something you don’t care about (i.e., bills and wearing sunscreen and eating froyo for dinner five nights a week without judgment). When you have a boyfriend you want him to be someone you don’t want to be shady with, someone whom you want to tell everything you did that day, someone for whom you consider wearing a midriff-covering top. You’ll know you’re in love when your boyfriend wants to know what you had for brunch with your besties and you also like, can’t wait to tell him you ate next to nothing.



QUOTES ABOUT LOVE AND WHY THEY’RE BULLSHIT


Since like, forever, people have been writing, singing, texting, rapping, whatever, about love. But because there’s such an expansive amount of “wisdom” about the topic, and because the opinions of annoying hopeless romantics have deeply infiltrated our society, there’s like, a lot of fucking bullshit out there. As betches, we are known for cutting the shit, and that’s why we’re going to break down the most clichéd sayings about love right here.


“Absence makes the heart grow fonder.” Does it? DOES IT? Or is the saying, “Out of sight, out of mind” more true? These are two completely opposite pieces of advice regarding love that are repeated everywhere you go. One says that the time spent away from a loved one makes you closer to them. The other says that the time spent away will make you eventually forget them. So like, which one fucking is it?


Actually, we decided to pay attention in this one class this one time and we learned that according to some studies, the latter is the answer. Longer periods of time spent away from a loved one will make the feeling of hurt and longing crumble away. This agrees nicely with its counterpart phrase, “Time heals all wounds.” Of course, a few days away from your boyfriend might make you want him more, but if you’re looking to get over someone you better unfollow the fuck out of him on Instagram.


“Love is blind.” People love whomever they want. Straight, homosexual, asexual, the list goes on. Of course, in that way love is blind. But when I notice my boyfriend has been eating four-too-many Shake Shack burgers lately, that’s definitely a reason to put my cute little pedicured foot down. No one is blind to the dad bod, not even love.


“Opposites attract.” Like, they don’t really. Okay, if you’re a blonde and are really attracted to a brunet, maybe that’s the case. But a boyfriend who shares the same values as you (family, money, and other serious shit) is probably a better choice than one who cares about stuff you find unimportant.


Your boyfriend may know everything there is to know about politics and you may know everything there is to know about the Kardashians, but you still have an appreciation for spending time with your families. The politics/pop culture differences don’t make you opposites, they suggest you might have slightly different interests. But the fact that you both sincerely care about staying close with your siblings and want to spend money on traveling means that you technically are more similar than you are different.


Also, a lot of people tend to be attracted to people who share physical traits of theirs. This is probably a manifestation of a betch’s true desire to date herself, which is sort of impossible, so she dates someone who looks like her. So really what’s the correct answer? There isn’t one. Love whom you want to love, and leave us the fuck alone.


“All is fair in love and war.” You may have heard this one from How to Lose a Guy in 10 Days. Last time we checked it’s not cool to waterboard your boyfriend for forgetting to ask for spicy mayo. Not the best example, but then again in war you can spy, kill, torture, or any of that other cray shit we saw in Zero Dark Thirty. That shit’s not really applicable in love. You can’t just do whatever you want, ruin as many people’s lives just so long as you can make a name for yourself as an investigatory journalist for the sake of love. In other words, you can’t just be an asshole because you’re into someone.


“You Don’t Know You’re Beautiful, That’s What Makes You Beautiful.” Ummm, fairly certain my bimonthly eyebrow threading, eyelash extensions, and $100-a-tube bronzer help make me beautiful. Like, obviously we try to be humble about it, but if we’re hot, and we know we’re hot, Harry Styles would definitely be into it. Also, if you’re walking around crying that you’re not gorgeous but you look like Kendall Jenner, no one, I repeat no one will want you, you grotsky little biatch.


“All you need is love.” Pretty sure we also need water, food, shelter, vodka, and Netflix.


“You Complete Me.” Don’t even. Just don’t even.



CUE THE TEARS AND CHOCOLATE: THERE’S NO SUCH THING AS A SOUL MATE


Let go of the ridiculous notion of “The One.” Do it, right now. Shut your eyes, picture the words “The One” and then crush them in your mind-vise. There’s no such thing as a soul mate. Besides the fact that that term is as gag inducing as the thought of eating anything off the McDonald’s dollar menu sober, the concept of soul mates always was, is now, and will always be bullshit. Why? Because there are over seven billion people in the world, and more than just one of them is right for you.


The right guy for you is the guy who wants what you want at the same time as you. That’s called luck and some people get lucky a lot. Some people get lucky less often. Some people meet a person who’s great for them when they’re seventeen and live happily ever after or until they’re so bored they want to shoot themselves in the face. Some people won’t meet them until they’re forty-five or eighty or never.


The one thing we’re convinced of is that there are definitely people out there who are better suited for you than others. If you want to call these people “ones” you can, but the important thing to remember is that there isn’t just one of them. The only reason the term “The One” exists is because the phrase “I’ve finally found the one of a dozen guys out there for me” somehow sounds less romantic.




“There is no such thing as a soul mate . . . and who would want there to be? I don’t want half of a shared soul. I want my own damn soul.”


—Rachel Cohn and David Levithan, some authors





The thing to remember is that it’s not just about finding the person for you. It’s about finding a person who’s right for you at the exact same time that you are right for them. Some people will meet ten guys who are compatible with them and some will meet one or even none. Some women meet a guy who’s super compatible for what she wants in the moment, but he couldn’t be less ready for a relationship. Don’t let this information discourage you. You wouldn’t want there to be a perfect prince who completes you, because, like we said, you don’t need completing. Plus, we just told you there’s no such thing as one soul mate so your chances of finding someone just increased by like, a billion percent. Math, fucking duh.


By picking up this book you’re one step closer to not taking dating so seriously and by doing so, cultivating your love of yourself and learning more about what makes you tick and who you are. That doesn’t mean it’s ever okay to pluck your chin in front of a guy, but it does mean that you can have a great time while growing in life, and that includes relationships.


Try to have fun and find someone who supports you. Sometimes you’ll fuck that up, most people do. But who gives a shit? Happiness is not about your destination, it’s about how on point your hair looks during the ride.


So get ready, Betches, we’re about to drop some truth bombs onto your beautifully balayaged heads.
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Hot Messes Need Love Too


Preparing to Date


Dating isn’t easy. If it were, you wouldn’t be reading this book. Yes, betches are inherently amazing people who look like they have their shit together, but deep down every single one of us has issues. Depending on how serious those issues are, they typically are reflected by the way each person acts, especially when that person is trying to get to know someone in a romantic sense. Enter the first date.


Unless you’re extremely rich, an Insta-celeb, a real celeb, or are a distant relative of the Hadid-Foster-Jenner family, most guys won’t have any preconceived positive notions about you and therefore will not overlook the mistakes you make on first dates. You become a drunk mess and tell your date you hate his big nose? No second date. You say you’re in between jobs and go on an angry rant about how much of an ugly cunt your old boss was? No second date. You ask if your date wants to do a key bump under the table and proceed to do so by yourself even after he says “no thanks”? No second date. We don’t judge, but the only thing this bro will propose is a quick BJ in the taxi on the way to the club.


Sure, there are exceptions to every rule, but we’re not fucking here to tell stories about your friend’s cousin’s camp friend whose first date ended in sex in a club bathroom and now she’s engaged. We’re here to talk about you, the rule (a term that was pretty useful in He’s Just Not That Into You but then negated when they threw out all their valuable dating advice and dubbed Ginnifer “the exception.” Ugh.), who should not be doing any of the aforementioned things with a guy you’re just getting to know because this aforementioned girl is a straight-up mess. And the rule is that messes are not ready to date.




“I made out with a homeless guy by accident . . . he was really tan, he had no shoes on. I just thought it was like, his thang, you know? I was like, ‘He’s probably in a band.’ ”


—Amy Schumer





Good news, though: Messes only make up about 30 percent1 of the ill-dating-prepared population. The rest are seemingly normal people who just don’t like themselves. We know what you’re thinking: EW! Lame mom advice. If I wanted to be told to get my shit together I’d return my dad’s calls about wanting to go over his credit card statement together. But don’t stop reading, Betch. The reason why therapists and feminists and RuPaul repeatedly ask, “How can you expect anyone to love you if you don’t love yourself?” is because it’s absolutely true. Sure it sounds like something a girl who likes PB&J–white-bread sandwiches with the crusts cut off would say, but it’s a fact.




“So you agree, you think you’re really pretty?”


—Regina George





If you don’t have your shit together enough to genuinely believe that you are fucking amazing and that any guy is lucky to have you, then going on dates is a complete waste of your time. I mean, one of the cornerstones of being a betch is not just knowing you’re the hottest thing in the room, but believing you are even if you’re not. Fake it till you make it, as they say. But you can only fake it for so long. There comes a point when you are living a lie and are still consistently dateless and unhappy. So what do you do? Simple. Actually get your shit together, obvs.



GETTING YOUR SHIT TOGETHER: IT’S LIKE SEPHORA FOR THE SOUL


There are so many reasons why girls hate themselves. Too fat. Too skinny. Your nail beds suck. The list goes on. But no matter how much money you spend at NARS, there’s no amount of makeup that will cover up your insecurities. Unless you tackle these fuckers from inside out you’ll never be as happy as you want to be and actually could be.




“Carol! Get your shit together, Carol!”


—Annie from Bridesmaids





Are we saying that you must get rid of ALL of your insecurities in order to find love? No, but at least identify the main one. Think of it as the Ed Sheeran to your Taylor Swift. It follows you around even though it’s like, really unattractive but for some reason you can’t stop listening to everything it says. Be brave, and kick that ginger out of your head for good.


The Physical


Let’s start with the most obvious and most common reason you may hate yourself: Weight. Here’s an example: Melissa McCarthy. That betch is so funny, but she’s also so overweight. We know it, she knows it, and her husband knows it. Melissa McCarthy has said that she has lost weight before but she just wasn’t as happy as she was with those pounds on. Whether that’s a bullshit excuse to continue eating mac and cheese for breakfast or not, soak its wisdom in. She’s a successful woman because she is actually happy with who looks back at her from the mirror. Of course we don’t actually know her current state of happiness, but she couldn’t have gotten to where she is now without extreme confidence and a solid sense of humor about explosive diarrhea.


Now let’s take you as the example. Unlike Melissa, when you look in the mirror you think that if your double chin gets any bigger it will need its own Gmail account. You’re constantly upset that you can’t dress as chic as you would like. Sure you dress like Paris now, but you could dress like Nicole. And, you’re constantly fidgeting and adjusting your clothes like a life-threatening tic. This kind of negative energy doesn’t fly in the dating world. Guys will pick up on your insecurities faster than they’ll say “I’ll just pull out.” In order for guys to appreciate you for you, you first need to figure out how to treat and love your body like it’s a temple, or an iPhone before the new version comes out and you stop giving a shit about cracking your screen.


That said, a central tenet of being a betch is being the hottest version of yourself and always making sure your look says what you want it to say. That is, “I give a shit about how I present myself and I want people to be intimidated and envious of me.” If you think you’re fat, lose weight. If you think your nose sucks, get a nose job. If you think your style sucks, read a fucking magazine and go shopping.


Don’t bitch about how being fat means no one will love you and then order cheese fries. It’s all about identifying what it is that bothers you about yourself and then attacking that issue head on. Even excuses like “I can’t afford a gym membership” don’t work because you can always work harder, take a night shift somewhere, read your company’s health insurance policies more carefully, and finagle yourself a monthly membership somewhere. Equinox isn’t the only one to “make you do it.” Plus, doing crunches in your apartment is like, free.




Shit Crazy Bitches Do: Play the Victim


We all know the girl who plays the victim when it comes to anything that requires self-improvement and self-motivation. Ugh I just can’t get up before work to go to the gym, I need sleep!; I think I have ADD, I can never concentrate on any Times articles; Honestly, I think I’m just allergic to vegetables at this point. This girl exists and is very annoying because in the same sentence she’ll say I’m getting fat . . . I never know what’s going on in the news . . . I eat so hashtag unclean. The victimized betch is the worst because she will announce her issues to everyone and it’s like, A) we don’t fucking care and B) you’re clearly lazy. The thing about laziness is that it’s totally okay to be lazy, you just have to own it. Yeah we can’t get up in the morning at five a.m. to run, most sane people can’t. The difference is that we forgo quality Bravo & couch time to do like, one hundred squats after work. It takes skill to be a betch the right way, and this girl has it very wrong. Take some responsibility for your own choices, Karen.





Every betch should pride herself on a few things she does really well. If you think you’re funny, by all means be the fat funny girl and people will care less about your weight. If you think you’re pretty and that’s where you get your confidence, first we suggest getting another hobby because everyone eventually grows old and looks like shit and you need something to fall back on. If you think you’re smart, read more. Everyone is good at something (if you can’t think of anything, call your mom), and it’s about drawing confidence from the shit you’re good at and working to accept the shit you’re decent at if you can’t fix it. You can’t be ugly and stupid. Pick a struggle.


Nicegirls and insecure people bitch about the Victoria’s Secret Fashion Show because it makes them insanely jealous to see beautiful women being admired by the entire world. These girls are missing the point. Yes, VS models are the most beautiful women in the world, but it takes a combination of natural genetic gifts and hard work to stay that way. Look at Olympic athletes. Are there thousands of women bitching about not being the best cross-country skiers in the world? No, because we accept that there are some things we’re never going to be the best at. So do the same with your looks. Look at the models and actresses in Hollywood the same way. They are good at what they’re good at, and you’re good at what you’re good at. You’re probably smarter or funnier or chiller than them. (Probably.) Just because you’re not THE most beautiful person in the world does not mean you have to get down on hotties because of their hotness. Get over your insecurities, and accept that you are unique and bring a lot of shit to the table.




“Be yourself. Everyone else is already taken.”


—Oscar Wilde






The Mental


The reason we addressed the physical first is because most people think that their insecurities are entirely superficial. But in reality, even the most physical ones stem from your perception of yourself. No matter what you think your shortcoming is, whether it’s your weight, the awkward length of your arms, bad breath in the morning or scoliosis, figure out how to nip it in the bud. And by “bud” we mean “your loud brain” and by “nip” we mean “telling it to shut the fuck up.”




“My mom always used to say, ‘You can’t say I love you before you can say I.’ And I think that sort of makes sense.”


—wise betch Mindy Kaling





If you have like, real issues that are super dark, we highly suggest you go to a therapist. Not because you’re helpless, but because they’re super helpful. And maybe go to the kind that prescribes you shit. She’ll guide you through your problems and give you a little something for the “pain.” Win-win. But with many girls, their real issues stem from past relationships. And in order to get into a new one guess what you have to do? Get the fuck over it.




Betches Throughout History: Oprah Winfrey


Lots of people want to ride with you in the limo, but what you want is someone who will take the bus with you when the limo breaks down.


Born into deep poverty, Oprah Winfrey is now the richest self-made betch in America. Oprah has struggled with relationship issues her whole life and never got married because she has a long history of being with abusive men who made her feel insecure. CNN and Time have called her the “world’s most powerful woman,” yet Oprah has had to struggle with accepting herself after a childhood of sexual abuse. Which like, totally sucks. In an interview, she stated that she “needed everyone to like me because I didn’t like myself much. So I’d end up with these cruel, self-absorbed guys who’d tell me how selfish I was, and I’d say, ‘Oh thank you, you’re so right’ and be grateful to them. Because I had no sense that I deserved anything else.”


Oprah is a great example of how even the most talented and powerful betch has insecurities and how loving yourself can’t be bought. Thinking you’re the shit is a lifelong journey and even if you are literally one of the richest, most powerful people in the world, you can still fall prey to defining your worth based on the opinions of others if you don’t recognize your own inner greatness. You’re welcome for that history lesson.






GETTING OVER YOUR EX-WHATEVER


He doesn’t have to be an actual ex-boyfriend to have fucked with your head. Whether you’ve just gotten out of a real relationship or a pseudo one, you still committed your thoughts to one person. And now that it’s over, your thoughts naturally must go elsewhere. Sure, you have an uncanny ability to talk at length about this season’s Essie colors or whether Kourtney and Scott’s love for one another is eternal, but your mind will eventually find its way back to the guy whom you couldn’t stop thinking about a week or even a month ago. But you have to stop thinking about him before you can let yourself start thinking about someone else (besides yourself, obviously).




“Power is being told you’re not loved and not being destroyed by it.”


—Madonna





If you had it easy and had actual closure to your relationship, all you really have to do is wait. Time, Netflix, and SoulCycle heal all wounds. Embrace them. Keep reminding yourself that your breakup was for the best and that even though life sucks right now, it will be so much better later on when your mind is clear of your ex and onto better things like the hot guy you’re hooking up with or the new Chanel bag your mom got you for Christmas.


The real way to get over someone you have been under for so long is to find ways to stop thinking about him. But when you do find your mind wandering into ex territory, which typically happens when your phone dies or when the Brazilian-wax technician isn’t particularly talkative that day, just let yourself go there. Allow yourself to feel sad about the situation, that you miss him, you miss having a boyfriend, blah fucking blah. A little sadness is normal, lean into it for a few minutes.




THE BOYFRIEND MOURNING FORMULA


Dated under a year:


(The amount you liked him from a scale 0-5) x [0.5 (months you dated)] = weeks to get over him.


Example: You fell out of love. So you’re basically over it. Zero multiplied by anything is zero. Congrats, Betch, you’re ready to move on.


Second Example: You were together for 9 months, you loved him, and he broke your heart. 5x[.5(9)]=22.5 weeks, or 5–6 months. Remember this is a maximum. If you take longer than this, spare your friends the agony and seek professional help. Please.


One to three years:


You have six months to one year. You’re allowed one month to wallow in your own self-pity, but that’s it. Use the rest of this time of mourning to get back to your old self.


Over three years:


You have one year and that’s it. Okay MAYBE one and a half depending on the dramatic nature of the breakup. Just remember, Botox can’t stop your eggs from aging.





But don’t ever pity yourself. You are not hopeless; you will bounce back to your normal self. Allow yourself those few minutes of sadness, but then snap out of it. Remember that you don’t need to be in a relationship to be happy. Don’t forget you’re a betch. Don’t make us look bad.


Eventually the sadness will subside and you’ll be able to think clearly. Make it a point to go out when you would have typically stayed in with him. If you had a favorite restaurant at which you two always ate, go find an even better restaurant and make a fucking new memory with your besties. Fuck, we feel like sad pathetic losers even writing this. But it’s fine, because being depressed over a guy is a super pathetic sad and loser-y state to be in. Once you are able to look back and laugh at just how sad and pathetic you were during those long weeks or months (hopefully not years, time is the only thing you can’t ever get back) then congrats because you are so over it.


Other signs you are over it: Hearing his name and not getting a weird nauseating feeling in the pit of your stomach. Good sign. Seeing him in public without peeing your pants. Another good sign.


You may also be over it if you go on a date with someone and not once even think of your ex. But by date, we don’t mean a one-night stand. Sure, go out and have sex with a stranger, we don’t discourage it. But don’t assume that just because you fucked someone else, you’re through the mourning process. Fuck for yourself, don’t do it out of revenge or sadness. Because eventually the sex will end (probably too quickly) and you will go back to the rut from which you came (or more likely, didn’t come).
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