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Why This Book Exists
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We’ve all been there.
Someone does something wildly wrong, says something that defies logic, or offers up an excuse so lazy it makes your brain itch. And instead of apologising, fixing it, or even staying silent...
They say something like this:
“I didn’t ghost you. I just needed space... for two months... with no warning.”

And that’s when you say:
EXCUSE ME? NO. BULLSHIT.
This book is your field guide to the absurd.
It’s not here to solve people’s bad behaviour — it’s here to shine a spotlight on it, laugh, and say what everyone else is thinking.
You’ll find real excuses, real patterns, and the universal truth that sometimes people say dumb things... with confidence.
So, flip the page and prepare to call it like it is.
Because if you don’t?
They’ll keep getting away with this crap.
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Chapter 1: “I’m Not Late. You’re Just Early.”
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You stood outside the café.
Fifteen minutes passed.
Your coffee’s gone cold. Your patience too.
And then they waltz in — sunglasses, no shame — and drop it:
“I mean, technically... you’re early. Soooo...”

EXCUSE ME? NO. BULLSHIT.

They were late.
You were on time.
But rather than own it, they did mental gymnastics that could win Olympic gold.
This is called chronological denial — the ability to bend time and reality just to avoid saying “Sorry.”
The Reflection:

If someone can’t be on time and can’t apologise, what else can’t they do?
(Answer: commit, plan ahead, or respect your time.)
Final Word:

Being late isn’t a character flaw.
Pretending you weren’t?
BULLSHIT.
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Chapter 2: “It’s Not Cheating If You Didn’t Find Out”

[image: ]


You found the messages.
The late-night heart emojis. The saved photos. The secret nickname: “Trouble.”
You confront them — heart pounding — and they say:
“Technically, you only think I cheated. You didn’t catch me doing anything.”

EXCUSE ME? NO. BULLSHIT.

Ah yes.
The classic “If a tree falls in the forest...” defence — but for relationships.
They want the perks of loyalty without doing any of the loyal things.
And they honestly believe that if you didn’t walk in mid-thrust, they’re innocent.
Moral of the Mess:

Cheating isn't just what happens between bodies.
It’s what happens behind your back.
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Chapter 3: “That’s Just How I Am”
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You tell them their behaviour hurt you.
They shrug and say, with alarming pride:
“That’s just who I am. Take it or leave it.”

EXCUSE ME? NO. BULLSHIT.

That’s not personality. That’s stubbornness dressed in denial.
Growth is human. Change is human.
But they treat self-awareness like it’s a virus.
They want you to accept every bad habit, disrespect, or inconsiderate action like it’s a birthmark.
No. It’s a choice. And a lazy one.
Reality Check:

“Just how I am” only works for people who aren't actively hurting others with “how they are.”
Otherwise?
That’s not identity.
That’s BULLSHIT.
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Chapter 4: “I Lied to Protect You”
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You find out the truth — the hidden detail, the cover-up, the full-blown double life.
And they come back with the noble card:
“I didn’t tell you because I wanted to protect you.”

EXCUSE ME? NO. BULLSHIT.

They weren’t protecting you.
They were protecting themselves — from consequences, confrontation, and having to explain what the hell they were doing.
This is emotional damage gift-wrapped in fake virtue.
They acted like you were too fragile to handle the truth — but you’re the one cleaning up the mess.
Lesson in the Lies:

A lie told with good intentions...
Is still. A. Damn. Lie.
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Chapter 5: “You’re Too Sensitive”

[image: ]


You express how something made you feel — calmly, clearly.
Maybe it was a comment. A joke. A dig wrapped in “banter.”
And instead of listening, they say:
“Wow. You’re soooo sensitive.”

EXCUSE ME? NO. BULLSHIT.

They didn’t like being held accountable, so they flipped it on you.
Because if you’re “too sensitive,” they don’t have to apologise.
This is manipulation, lightly salted with fake concern.
What they’re really saying is:

“I want to say whatever I want without consequences. You reacting makes you the problem.”

It’s a neat trick. But guess what?

You having feelings isn’t the issue.
Their refusal to respect them?
That’s the real problem.
Digest This:

Sensitivity is not weakness.
But brushing off someone’s boundaries?
Yeah... that’s BULLSHIT.
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BullShit Bingo
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How Many Have You Survived?

Circle every BullShit line you’ve heard in real life.
(Warning: If you hit five or more... you’ve dated a Certified BullShitter™.)
	“You’re overreacting.”

	“I didn’t mean it like that.”

	“I said I was sorry, what more do you want?”

	“You always do this.”

	“That’s just how I talk.”

	“It’s not that deep.”

	“I don’t owe you an explanation.”

	“Why are you bringing up old stuff?”

	“I never said that.” (Yes, they did.)

	“Well, I wouldn’t act like that if *you* didn’t...”

	“You misunderstood me.”

	“You’re being dramatic.”

	“No one else has a problem with me.”

	“This is just who I am.”

	“I’ve changed.” (For like 36 hours.)


Quick Debrief:
	1–4: You’ve seen the signs.

	5–8: You dated a BullShit Bachelor/Bachelorette.

	9–12: Your therapist knows their name.

	13+: You are now eligible for emotional hazard pay.
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Chapter 6: “I Was Just Joking”
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They say something rude.
Something backhanded.
Something that makes the room go quiet.
You blink. They smile.

“Wow... relax. I was just joking.”

EXCUSE ME? NO. BULLSHIT.

That wasn’t a joke.
That was a test — to see how much they could get away with while hiding behind a punchline that never landed.
Here’s the thing:
Jokes are supposed to be funny.
Not humiliating. Not cruel. Not laced with bitterness disguised as “humour.”
This is what we call weaponised comedy.
A way to deliver insults with built-in deniability.
If you laugh — they win.
If you call them out — you’re “too serious.”
Convenient, right?

The Cold Truth:

If it only makes them laugh...
If it always punches down...
If it leaves bruises instead of smiles?
That’s not a joke.
That’s just BULLSHIT.
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