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Hey, quick thing before you dive in...

If this book makes you laugh, cry, or finally eat something that isn’t crackers and regret, I’d love it if you left a review. Your words help other emotionally unstable girlies (and everyone else hanging on) find this little survival guide.
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​Introduction
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​This Book Will Not Fix You—But It Will Feed You

Let’s just get this out of the way right now: if you came here hoping for a color-coded meal prep calendar, a three-week macro-balanced rotation, or a Pinterest board full of perfectly stacked Tupperware... babe, you took a wrong turn.

This book isn’t about “fixing” your relationship with food, transforming you into a kitchen goddess, or turning every mealtime into a serene act of wellness. This book is about feeding yourself when your executive functioning has left the building, your fridge smells like betrayal, and you’ve eaten toast for dinner three nights in a row—and that’s still a win.

If you’ve ever stared into your pantry like it was a cryptic escape room challenge...
If you’ve ever cried because the idea of defrosting chicken felt like a personal attack...
If you’ve ever Googled “can I survive on cereal” while eating cereal...
Hi. You’re home.

​Who This Book Is For

This book is for the ones who are trying. Trying to eat. Trying to plan. Trying to not spend $42 on DoorDash again. You might be neurodivergent, mentally exhausted, chronically overworked, in the middle of a depressive spiral, or just completely done with diet culture. Maybe you’ve got ADHD. Maybe you’re healing from disordered eating. Maybe you’re just really tired of trying to pretend that feeding yourself is supposed to feel effortless.

This book is also for the people who want to eat better but can’t deal with the guilt that shows up when they don’t. The ones who can’t do “meal prep Sundays” because the idea of doing anything on a Sunday that requires more than one pan is laughable. The ones who’ve bought 14 containers of spring mix in their life and finished exactly one. The ones who are still trying to figure out if rice counts as a vegetable. (It doesn’t. But also... it kinda does.)

​What This Book Will Help You Do

This book will teach you how to create something I call a food rhythm. Not a strict plan. Not a perfectionist spreadsheet. Not a new obsession to replace the last one. A rhythm. Something that flows with your actual life—not the imaginary version of your life where you wake up early to do yoga and always have washed lettuce on hand.

You’ll learn how to:


●  Match your meals to your energy levels, not your guilt levels.

●  Plan just enough to reduce the chaos without micromanaging yourself.

●  Create tiers of meal ideas, from “fully functioning” to “survival mode.”

●  Make peace with impulse snacks, shame dinners, and semi-expired condiments.

●  Cook in ways that respect your attention span, not fight against it.


And most importantly, you’ll learn how to feed yourself without turning it into a moral issue. No gold stars. No shame spirals. No starting over every Monday.

​What You Won’t Find Here

You won’t find calorie counts. You won’t find macros. You won’t find guilt-tripping language about “clean eating” or “good choices” or “earning your food.” This is not a detox. This is not a challenge. This is not a productivity hack disguised as a wellness routine.

This is a survival manual for feeding your tired, brilliant, beautiful self in a world that makes it way too hard to just eat something without judgment.

​A Note on Tone (Yes, I’m Talking to You)

This book has a mouth on her. She’s warm, she’s a little chaotic, and she swears occasionally (like when it’s necessary, not just to be edgy). She will hype you up and lovingly drag you in the same breath. She will remind you that a microwave burrito is still food and that eating over the sink doesn’t cancel out your worth. She will make you laugh, probably make you cringe a little, and hopefully make you feel less alone.

We’re not here to build a perfect kitchen life. We’re here to get fed, feel better, and maybe even find a little joy in the process.

​The Only Rule

If you take one thing from this book, let it be this:
You don’t have to earn your food.
Not by being productive. Not by being healthy. Not by ticking off some imaginary list. You are allowed to eat because you are a human being. That’s it. That’s the rule.
Now grab your emotional support snack. Let’s figure out how to eat like humans again—no shame, no spreadsheets, and no sad salads required.
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​Chapter 1: Meal Planning Is a Scam (But Here’s How to Survive It)

​The Myth of “Doing It Right”
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​Pinterest Isn’t Real Life

Let’s talk about the elephant in the room. Or rather, the mason jar salad in the room.

You know the one. Layered quinoa, rainbow veggies, probably some kind of homemade dressing that took four hours and an immersion blender to make. It’s sitting in perfect lighting next to a hand-written chalkboard meal schedule, and it’s captioned something like “Fueling for the week  #MealPrepQueen.”

No hate to her. Really. But if your brain short-circuits just looking at that kind of setup, congrats—you’re part of the rest of us.

Pinterest, TikTok, Instagram—they’re not real. They are curated delusions designed to make you think that meal planning is a personality trait, and that if you’re not chopping vegetables in slow-motion or pre-labeling your hummus, you’re somehow failing.

Spoiler: you're not failing. You're just living in a world that turned nourishment into performance art.

Some of us are lucky if we remember there’s lettuce in the fridge before it becomes salad soup. Some of us are managing life with a brain that treats planning like a threat. Some of us have tried every single method—the app, the whiteboard, the color-coded spreadsheet—and still ended up eating popcorn and pickles for dinner. Again.

Here’s the truth: if your meal planning system requires a complete personality transplant, it’s not a system. It’s a scam.

​Your Meal Is Valid (Even If It’s Toast)

Let’s cut the crap—there is no “correct” meal. There is no magical adulting switch that flips one day and suddenly makes you crave salmon and broccolini after a 10-hour workday. Sometimes dinner is a full roast chicken. Sometimes it’s string cheese and cold ravioli straight from the can.

Both count.

The internet loves to push this idea that meals must be balanced, plated, warm, and served on actual dishes in order to be valid. And to that we say: who made that rule? Because honestly, toast is a hero. Add peanut butter? That’s protein. Add a banana? You’re basically a nutritionist. Accidentally eat half a loaf of sourdough while standing over the sink? Still counts.

This book is not here to tell you to “aim higher.” It’s here to tell you: survival meals are still meals. You do not have to earn food by making it aesthetic. You do not have to justify a frozen burrito with “well at least I didn’t get fast food.” That kind of conditional eating mentality is just diet culture in a fake mustache.

Your body doesn’t care how gourmet your food is. It cares if you eat. That’s it.

So the next time your brain says, “This doesn’t count,” please know: it absolutely does. Even if it’s dry cereal and orange juice. Even if it’s chips and a nap. If it made it into your mouth and gave your body something to work with? You nailed it.

​The Danger of All-or-Nothing Food Goals

Now let’s talk about perfectionism’s favorite game: If I can’t do it right, I won’t do it at all.

You know how it goes:


●  “I was gonna meal prep this week but forgot to buy chicken, so now it’s ruined.”

●  “I had a frozen pizza for lunch so I might as well just eat garbage the rest of the day.”

●  “I didn’t cook tonight, which means I’ve officially failed as a human.”


First of all—pause. Breathe. This is the all-or-nothing trap, and it’s lying to you.

All-or-nothing thinking is sneaky. It disguises itself as motivation, like if you could just get it together you’d finally be consistent. But what it really does is punish you for being human. For missing a day. For forgetting the spinach. For eating a sleeve of crackers because your brain said nope to standing.

This is what happens when we let food become a battleground instead of a support system. When we turn a basic human need into a performance metric. One off-day becomes a failure. One skipped grocery trip becomes a lost week. And pretty soon, you’re spiraling—not because you don’t want to care for yourself, but because the bar is so damn high that even trying feels useless.

We’ve been conditioned to believe that taking care of ourselves has to look perfect to count. That it has to be meal-prepped, high-protein, ideally in glass containers with handwritten labels. But that’s not care. That’s pressure dressed up as virtue.

Care looks


​Real Talk: There’s No Finish Line







​Food = Fuel (and Sometimes Comfort)

​What Nourishment Actually Looks Like














​Eating Emotionally vs. Eating Reactively











​You Don’t Need to Earn Dinner From the Floor






​Reframing the “Lazy” Meal






​Let It Be Simple












​The Point Is Rhythm, Not Perfection

​Food Rhythms Over Food Rules
















​Your Hot Mess Still Counts














​How to Keep Going When You Miss a Day (or Five)










​One More Thing...
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