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  Preface


I didn’t set out to become an expert on breakups. Nobody does. You don’t wake up one morning and think, You know what would look great on my résumé? Surviving a decade of bad decisions and questionable exes. But here we are.
This book exists because my friends were tired of hearing the same stories on repeat—about the one who “wasn’t ready for a relationship,” the one who ghosted me faster than a Netflix free trial, and the one who thought emotional maturity meant buying extra guac. They finally said, “You should just write this all down.” So I did. And then I realized… we’ve all lived some version of this.
Every woman I know has her own Greatest Hits album of heartbreaks and disasters. Different names, same patterns. Same red flags we swore weren’t really red, maybe just a nice shade of coral. Same wine-fueled group chat tribunals. Same frantic Google searches: Am I crazy or is he just an idiot? (Spoiler: he was an idiot.)
I’m not a therapist. I don’t have a PhD in psychology. What I do have is lived experience, an excellent memory for cringey details, and the ability to turn disaster into comedy—because if you don’t laugh at it, it’ll eat you alive. Think of this book as the friend who shows up with vodka, lets you cry for twenty minutes, then makes you laugh so hard you forget why you were crying in the first place.
That’s why this book isn’t about healing in the glossy, Pinterest sense of the word. It’s about laughing until you heal. Or at least laughing until you’re too tired to text your ex again.
So welcome. Consider this your survival guide, your unofficial breakup manual, your cheap therapy session on the house. If nothing else, I hope these pages remind you that you’re not alone, you’re not crazy, and sometimes the best cure for heartbreak really is comedy (and maybe a little vodka).






  
  Foreword by Your Best Friend


Hi, it’s me—your best friend. The one who’s answered your 2 a.m. calls, confiscated your phone to stop you from texting him back, and supplied both wine and sarcasm in equal measure when you needed it most. 
I’ve seen every one of your bad decisions up close. The high school sweetheart you thought you’d marry. The rebound who “wasn’t like the others” (spoiler: he was). The guy who claimed he was “emotionally unavailable” but somehow very available to everyone else on Tinder. I was there for all of it, watching the chaos unfold like a soap opera with worse haircuts.
Here’s the thing: heartbreak sucks, but it’s also hilarious. And nobody tells that story better than the woman who wrote this book. She’s lived through the Hall of Shame, the Ghosting Games, the Breakup Olympics—and instead of pretending it never happened, she turned it all into comedy gold.
This book isn’t about self-improvement or fairy-tale endings. It’s about survival through laughter, group chats, and the occasional questionable coping mechanism (looking at you, vodka). It’s not glossy or Instagram-perfect. It’s raw, messy, and uncomfortably familiar—in the best way.
As you read, imagine me sitting beside you, rolling my eyes at your ex, passing you snacks, and saying, “See? You’re not crazy. You’re just normal, and he was the problem.” Because that’s what this book is: the literary equivalent of a best friend who refuses to let you cry without also making you laugh.
Welcome to the Cheap Therapy club. You’re going to love it here.
 Jess, your long-suffering best friend who always has snacks and wine 






  
  Introduction


Welcome to Rock Bottom (Population: You)
Congratulations. If you’re reading this, it probably means one of three things. 
One: you’ve just been dumped in a way so humiliating it deserves its own Netflix true-crime documentary. The kind with ominous music, talking-head interviews with your friends (“We always knew he was a red flag”), and dramatic reenactments starring actors who look just enough like you to sting.
Two: you’ve crawled out of another situationship that was about as stable as a Jenga tower during an earthquake. You told yourself it was “casual,” even though you memorized their Chipotle order, named your imaginary future dog together, and sobbed when they stopped replying to your memes.
Or three: you’re the kind of masochist who buys breakup books for fun. Maybe you’re in a perfectly fine relationship right now (gross), but you can’t resist peeking over the fence at the dumpster fire that is other people’s love lives. Welcome, voyeur. You’re safe here too.
Either way, here you are. Welcome to Rock Bottom, the only support group that serves sarcasm and vodka shots instead of herbal tea and motivational quotes. Forget circle time with scented candles. We don’t chant affirmations here—we chant “block his number” until someone finally listens.
This book is your survival manual for love gone wrong—because while heartbreak sucks, bad exes make for excellent comedy material. Think of it as a scrapbook of disasters, except instead of cutesy stickers and glitter pens, you get sarcasm, gallows humor, and maybe some doodles of emotional baggage with wheels.
Let’s be clear from the start: this isn’t about healing. If you want healing, there are a thousand butterfly-covered self-help books in the aisle next door. They’ll tell you to “lean into the pain,” “trust the process,” and “find your inner light.” Lovely. Inspiring. Completely useless when you’re three martinis deep, scrolling through your ex’s new girlfriend’s vacation photos, and ugly crying into a family-sized bag of Doritos while reruns of Friends play in the background.
This is about laughing until the pain feels like background noise. Laughing until you forget why you were crying in the first place. Laughing until your ex becomes nothing more than a badly written side character in your life story—a throwaway role who exits stage left without applause.
So welcome to Rock Bottom. The lighting is terrible, the floor is sticky, and the drinks are strong. Everyone here has at least one regrettable Tinder match they’d rather not talk about and one “it seemed like a good idea at the time” tattoo they regret just as much. Population: you. Population: all of us.
And honestly? It’s not such a bad place to start.
Rock Bottom: The Tourist Brochure Nobody Asked For
Rock Bottom has many scenic landmarks. Maybe you arrived here via text message: “It’s not you, it’s me.” Maybe you discovered your partner was cheating—because their dog accidentally posted a photo on Instagram. Or maybe you just woke up one morning, looked at the human beside you, and thought, Wow. I’d rather be single forever than listen to him chew cereal again.
Whatever route you took, the destination is the same: Rock Bottom—where the attractions include crying in your car while pretending you’re just “really into music,” watching rom-coms but muting the happy endings because they feel personal, and refreshing your phone until your thumbs go numb, hoping for a text that never comes. (The only notification you’ll get is from Uber Eats reminding you it’s been 72 hours since your last order.)
You’ll tell everyone you’re “focusing on yourself,” but in reality, you’ve just developed an emotionally dependent relationship with Trader Joe’s frozen pizza aisle. That’s fine. We’ve all been there.
There’s no official welcome center at Rock Bottom, but if there were, the brochure would read something like this:
Welcome to Rock Bottom!
Population: You (and literally everyone who’s ever been dumb enough to fall in love).
Amenities include:
All-you-can-cry buffets (now with extra tissues at no additional charge).
Complimentary regret with every cocktail.
A 24/7 hotline to your group chat where they’ll scream “BLOCK HIM” until you finally listen.
Guided tours of your ex’s Instagram feed, complete with the constant risk of an accidental “like” on a photo from three years ago.
Local Attractions
The Karaoke Bar of Bad Decisions — where every song eventually becomes Someone Like You by Adele, and nobody hits the high note.
The Self-Pity Spa — indulge in bubble baths, face masks, and the comforting knowledge that you’ll still cry the second your song comes on shuffle.
The Museum of Red Flags — curated exhibits include “Texts That Arrived After Midnight,” “Wallets Forever Forgotten,” and “Profiles Featuring Fish Pics.”
Scenic Outlook: The What-If Plateau — climb to the top for endless views of “Maybe if I had just…” thoughts. Warning: you may never want to leave.
Dining Options
The Heartbreak Café — serving ice cream straight from the tub, lukewarm wine, and pizza that tastes better when eaten directly out of the box.
Regret’s Pub & Grill — order the “One More Drink and Maybe I’ll Text Him” special. Spoiler: you will.
Events & Entertainment
The Midnight Scroll Festival — bring your own tissues and spiral as you investigate your ex’s new fling’s cousin’s LinkedIn profile.
Open Mic Night: Trauma Edition — where every breakup story ends with the audience chanting, “Girl, he wasn’t even cute!”
Travel Advisory
The good news? Nobody stays here forever. Rock Bottom is a temporary pit stop on the road to I Can’t Believe I Dated That Guy. You’ll leave eventually—probably hungover, possibly with bangs, but definitely stronger. And while you’re here, we may as well laugh about it.
So buckle up, grab a cocktail, and enjoy your stay. Just remember: at Rock Bottom, check-out time is whenever you finally realize you deserve better.
Why This Book Isn’t About Healing
Because healing is boring. Let’s be honest: healing is journaling in overpriced notebooks that smell faintly of eucalyptus. Healing is paying $200 an hour for a therapist who nods sagely while you confess that you drunk-texted your ex 19 times in one night, then pretends it’s “progress” when you only do it 18 times the following week. Healing is buying crystals that are supposedly “charged under the full moon” by a woman named Starla, who also sells sage bundles out of her Etsy shop and insists your aura has commitment issues.
This isn’t that.
This book is about what happens before healing. The messy middle. The stage where you’re not ready for kale smoothies and “personal growth,” but you’re also too exhausted to keep crying so hard you look like a raccoon who lost a bar fight. You’re in that in-between where the self-help aisle makes you gag, but your search history still includes “can heartbreak kill you” and “how long is too long to stalk someone’s Venmo activity.”
We’ll get to healing eventually—probably. But first, we’re going to laugh. We’re going to laugh at the ex who broke up with you because they “needed space”… and then moved in with someone else a week later. We’re going to laugh at the rebound that lasted approximately three tequila shots, a bathroom makeout, and the dawning realization that you didn’t even know their last name. We’re going to laugh at the fact that you once ignored red flags so glaring they could have been used to land airplanes at midnight.
Because here’s the thing: sometimes laughter is the healing. Not the neat, Instagram-ready kind of healing with yoga poses and green juice, but the messy, mascara-streaked kind—the kind that keeps you from giving yourself bangs at 2 a.m. because “it might be a fresh start.” Laughter is what keeps you upright when every sad song feels like a personal attack. It’s the pressure valve, the release, the only thing standing between you and a week-long emotional bender.
So no, this isn’t a butterfly-covered guide to “moving on with grace.” This is a survival manual for the ugly cry, the drunk text, the rebound mistake, and the late-night spiral. Because if you can laugh at it—even just a little—you’re already halfway healed.

Vodka: The Co-Author of This Book
Vodka has been unfairly maligned as the “sad girl drink.” People say it’s what you order when you’ve given up, when you’re one emotional breakdown away from listening to Lana Del Rey in the bathtub. But let’s give credit where it’s due: vodka is a survivor. Vodka doesn’t judge. Vodka doesn’t care if you’re crying, laughing, or screaming into a pillow. Vodka is there, patiently waiting in the freezer, ready to make everything just a little bit more tolerable.
Vodka pairs equally well with cranberry juice, soda water, or the tears of your wasted youth. It doesn’t need fancy mixers or artisanal garnishes. It doesn’t need to be aged in oak barrels or hand-crafted in small batches by a man with a mustache. Vodka is democratic—it shows up for everyone, no matter how low the bar has dropped.
If vodka could talk, it would sound exactly like your blunt best friend. The one who says: “Yes, you deserve better. No, don’t text him. Also, add a lime wedge.” Vodka is the tough love you didn’t know you needed, poured into a glass and served over ice. It’s the only friend who will happily sit with you in your three-day-old pajamas and greasy hair, then convince you to laugh at your own misery.
Vodka has been here through it all. The bad dates. The worse decisions. The late-night DMs that should have stayed in Drafts. Vodka didn’t judge when you cried in the bathroom of a Chili’s, or when you made out with someone who introduced themselves only as “DJ Flame.” Vodka just said, “Shh. It’s fine. Drink me.”
So yes, this book is co-written by vodka. Not because drinking is the answer—but because drinking makes the questions funnier. Vodka understands that life is messy, breakups are brutal, and laughter is medicine. It also understands that sometimes, medicine tastes better with soda water and a splash of cranberry.
If this book had an official dedication page, it would read: “To vodka, who never left me on read.”
The Bad Decision Spectrum™
Not all exes are created equal
The Lies We Tell Ourselves
Why Laughter Is the Only Real Therapy
The Rules of Survival (Cheap Therapy Edition)
Your Passport to Surviving Exes
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