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Introduction to the Best Book You’ll Ever Read

Dear Reader,

Jambo! If you’re anything like us, and we’ll assume you are because you’re reading our book, you probably have a very short attention span, so we’ll keep this introduction brief. But first we must commend you on already making it farther into a book than Helen Keller ever could. Nice.

Apologies if that last comment was insensitive. Relax, it’s not like she can see it anyway. That, however, was a test, and if we’ve already offended your sensibilities, we advise you to walk away. The ride toward enlightenment on which you’re about to embark is not going to get any smoother.

“I succeeded by saying what everyone else is thinking.”

—Joan Rivers

So what is this book? It’s like a guide to everything, but really it’s just all the shit that no one will say out loud. A collection of truths, if you will. As you read on, you’ll find yourself agreeing that, in most cases, conventional wisdom can and should go fuck itself. For example, life is not a box of chocolates. Instead, you should give that box of chocolates to someone else to eat, learn from their expanding ass what happens to people who sample chocolates as a hobby, and remain a size 2. Or a personal favorite of ours: A watched pot never boils. . . . Really? Um, yeah, we’re fairly sure it does boil, at the exact same rate, regardless of whether you’re watching. We know this because we once boiled water to clean our bong.

But the most important thing this book will teach you is in the title, Nice Is Just a Place in France. What does it mean, exactly? Simply put, niceness is boring and overrated. Girls who think that being “nice” is something to aspire to are most likely setting themselves up for a life of mediocrity, boredom, and cats.

We’re not saying you should be a huge bitch and never give a shit about anyone. Having friends is definitely encouraged; we even devote a whole chapter to them. We’re simply cautioning you against becoming what we’ve dubbed the “nicegirl.”


WHAT IS THE NICEGIRL?

The nicegirl plays by the rules without ever questioning them. She’s dull, lacks depth, lets people walk all over her, yet brings nothing to the table. 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.



What’s so bad about being nice? Nothing. We have no problem with girls who are nice people, though we personally know only one or two. All we’re saying is that you should learn to be a girl who looks out for herself first and does not allow others to take advantage of her. Ideally, you should be doing the advantage-taking. Think about it, if you were ever describing someone you really respected or admired, would you ever describe this person as “nice”? No way. You would have a list of fifty other interesting things to say about that person before you would ever resort to that word. “Nice” is what you’d call someone who’s so melba you can’t even take the time to think of why you don’t like them. To call them dry toast would be generous, because even dry toast has flavor, whereas nicegirls do not.

The way we see it, nicegirls are a problem for the whole female gender. They perpetuate the stereotypes that women are inferior, that we’re not smart or funny, and that we should stay in the kitchen while men continue running things. Sometimes this works to our advantage. For instance, we definitely don’t want to work. However, not on the basis that we’re too stupid to do so; it’s simply because we want rich husbands who would make that pointless.

So what does not being a nicegirl have to do with winning? The underlying principle of winning is understanding why and when you don’t need to be nice, which is most of the time (unless you’re talking to your dog). The reality of being a nicegirl is that you’ll be pushed over, looked down upon, and considered boring. Think Anne Hathaway in The Devil Wears Prada. Actually, think Anne Hathaway period. Women can’t win by accommodating people; we need to be decisive and know what we want and achieve it in a smart way, while putting forth minimal effort for optimal results. And that’s what this book is about.


HISTORICAL BLIND ITEM

A not-so-attractive betch once said: “Well-behaved women Nicegirls seldom make history.”



We’re also not writing about the Charlie Sheen version of #winning, which is the alphamale idea of winning, also known as acting like a massive dickshit. We’re talking about the female version of succeeding at life, which contrary to traditional feminist propaganda isn’t necessarily synonymous with becoming your company’s first female CEO. We’re talking about getting what you want and coming out on top of any situation: relationships, career, friends, enemies, and all the acquaintances in between. And, of course, choosing the right Facebook profile picture.

So who’s the girl who’s always winning? She, my frenemies, is the betch.

SO WTF IS A BETCH?

You may not know the word, but you definitely know the girl. She’s the girl who has guys wrapped around her finger, whose outfit is always perfectly conceived, and who magically accomplishes whatever she wants, whether it’s getting an amazing job at twenty-two or engaged at twenty-five, and she does it effortlessly. She may seem unapproachable, but those who are lucky enough to know her are likely to claim that she’s “really great if you’re friends with her, but she can be a huge bitch.”

But unlike those girls who peak in high school, the betch is the one who always has (mostly) everything figured out, minus maybe a stomach pump or two. Everything she associates with is trendy, every guy wants to date her, and every girl wants to be her friend, but not because she’s, like, kind or anything. She’s edgy, speaks her mind, and commands a room just by being in it.

If you find yourself smiling right now, it’s either because you think you’re this girl or you want to be her. And who better to tell you how than the people who like invented her?

It’s easy to confuse the word “betch” with “bitch,” but make no mistake, they’re vastly different. It’s like how nicegirls read magazines, but you can be a not-nicegirl and read magazines. Bitches are not automatically betches. No girl wants to be called a bitch, even though she most definitely acts like one; that is, girls want to be strong, confident, not care what people say about them, and not take shit from anyone. But there has never been a word that embodies this girl. Guys are bros; they do bro-y things. Until we popularized the term “betch,” girls never had a name—and no, we don’t think slampiece or cumdumpster qualify. Regardless of what she says, every girl wants to be a betch, because a betch gets what she wants.

“Men are not the enemy, but the fellow victims. The real enemy is women’s denigration of themselves.”

—Betty Friedan

Betchiness is a way to succeed in the world, with a vagina, in a real way. Who are we to know anything about this? We’re just a few girls who realized that there’s more to life than being really, really ridiculously good-looking. (But not that much.)

TENETS OF BETCHINESS

Betchiness is not what you have or where you’re from. It’s an attitude. It’s a lifestyle. It’s a state of mind. Betchiness comes from the inside, unlike beauty. These tenets are the major points that underlie the entire theory of winning at life. Follow them and you will achieve Zen power.

Tenet 1: Don’t Do Work—The Threshold Theory

As females, we’ve accepted that for the vast majority of history, society’s list of expectations for our gender read as such: Reproduce. Check baby for penis. If none, reproduce again. Repeat. Obviously, things are different now that women sometimes get jobs or like get elected prime minister or whatever. Go ahead and do those things if you so desire, we’re clearly supportive of power.

However, it’s important to realize that as a woman, you have the special privilege of not needing to work as hard as men do—in the general sense—unless you want to. The truth is that men pretty much gave up their right to demand we do anything, if you consider that for most of human existence, society ran pretty smoothly without our involvement. We don’t have to be the breadwinning gender if we don’t want to be, and we are fucking happy about that.

“If you always do what interests you, at least one person is pleased.”

—Katharine Hepburn

Don’t get us wrong, we’re definitely progressive and want our shit-talking voice to be heard. We’re just saying it’s perfectly okay to let men believe they are superior beings without whom civilization would crumble. Regardless of whether you agree, this ego boost is exactly what they need to do things for you (e.g., pay for dinner, overachieve on work projects, propose marriage).

When it comes to most things, it’s okay to let other people, especially men, do things that you are too lazy to do for yourself. This leaves you with more time and options to choose what you want to do. That’s the freedom in being female.

“The English language is all about subliminal domination . . . semen to ovaries. That’s why I’m petitioning to have next term be referred to as winter o-ves-ter.”

—That lesbian from Legally Blonde

So how do you determine the right balance of effort to put forth to get what you want? The Threshold Theory, obvs. We fortuitously arrived at this theory as a result of being high in Barnes & Noble one time, when we accidentally skimmed through The Tao of Pooh, and holy shit, did we see the light. The Taoists say (or at least from what we remember) that inaction is the best form of action. It’s called wu wei. Look it up. Anyway, we decided to apply this philosophy to our lives. From that point forward, whoever was the most bothered by the weed ashes and sticky shot glasses on our kitchen counter would be the one to clean it up. Unfortunately, this was none of us. Moral of the story: Call a cleaning lady.

“Govern a great nation as you would cook a small fish. Do not overdo it.”

—Lao Tze

The Threshold Theory essentially means that the person who most wants the metaphorical apartment to be clean will clean it up. Think of life as an ongoing auction, and whoever wants something most desperately will be the one who puts forth the effort to get it.

Why is this meaningful? Because the key to getting people to do shit for you is to care less (or appear to care less) than others.1 If you find yourself caring about something, just remind yourself that you don’t need to give a fuck. Caring is for nicegirls.

“Generally speaking, anybody is more interesting doing nothing than doing anything.”

—Gertrude Stein

For example, if you want to hang out with a guy, let him contact you. If you want to get an A on your group project, be in the group with the bitch who turned down Princeton. If you want an iced coffee, order delivery.

Point-blank, chill out. Don’t be too aggressive about things unless they’re really meaningful to you, and don’t be afraid to let other people do shit for you. You don’t even need to worry that you’re taking advantage. Phoebe Buffay taught us that there’s no such thing as a selfless good deed, so anyone who’s helping you is most likely helping themselves in some way, whether or not this is clear to you. Just go with it and let the chips fall where they may into your handbag. Your goal should always be to achieve the maximum result with the least effort; whether it’s through manipulation or taking advantage of an opportunity. (See: sex tapes, Kardashian.)

Always remember that less is more, unless you’re talking about shots.

Tenet 2: Don’t Be Weak

Perhaps the biggest generalizations that people make about the female gender are that women are weak and can’t make decisions and cry too much.

We’ll start off this tenet with a true story. While sitting in a class about diversity in college, the Japanese-American-MeltingPotOfRaces professor proclaimed that at the current rate, it would take two hundred years for there to be an equal ratio of male and female CEOs in the workforce. Upon hearing this, some bitch sitting next to us burst into tears. The worst part was that Melting Pot was all, I completely understand why you’re crying over this. But we were just like, U mad?

“Any woman who understands the problems of running a home will be nearer to understanding the problems of running a country.”

—Margaret Thatcher

This story demonstrates the very essence of why two hundred years is too soon. Granted, the girl was probably on her period, but the fact that she was moved to tears by data she didn’t like is the precise reason why it will take at least two centuries for an equal number of women to finally get the chance to write one of those cute little IPO letters. Women who whine about the glass ceiling are not just part of the problem, they are the problem. Any time an aspiring female CEO cries, an actual female CEO gets hit by a bus. Tears are like lies. The more you use them, the less they’re worth. The moral of the story is: STOP FUCKING CRYING.

“You want some respect? Go out there and get it for yourself.”

—Don Draper

Here’s why: weakness = death. The weaker you are, the less likely you are to get where you want to be. Whether it’s in a relationship or career, the amount of abuse you will or won’t take from other people will have a direct effect on your success in anything. If you take shit from a guy you’re hooking up with, you’re never going to date him. If you take shit from your coworkers, you’re never going to get promoted. If you take shit from your parents, your sibling will get the better half of the estate.

Tenet 3: Image Matters

We’ll keep this one short because we dedicate an entire chapter to image, but for now we’ll say that the Spice Girls are the perfect model for the importance of image. By the time of their tragic breakup in 2001, they were all huge celebrities who could’ve made themselves into anything. Sporty could’ve been a spokeswoman for Nike. Ginger, who was all bulimic and shit, could’ve been a spokeswoman for L’Oréal DIY highlights or like done porn. Baby could’ve been in Rugrats on Ice, and Scary could’ve been the next Foxxy Cleopatra. But the only one who actually made a name for herself post–girl band era was Victoria Beckham.

Why? Because she was hot, skinny, never seemed to give a shit, and her alias, Posh, didn’t suggest that she was a monster, a toddler, or an Asian seasoning.

The reason why Victoria Beckham became an icon is proof enough that the image you make for yourself means everything. Sure her cheat days consist of a fish egg and two strawberries, but if that’s what it takes to be married to David Beckham and produce a litter of Anne Geddes models while never gaining a pound, so be it.

The underlying reason that this all matters is that it’s every woman’s goal in life to have healthy and good-looking children. If you’re a fat bitch with high cholesterol, do you think your husband is going to be a man with chiseled abs and the metabolism of a professional athlete? And without the sperm of said athlete, there’s no chance you’re going to reproduce these golden children. Moral of the story: Don’t fuck the goalie.

Tenet 4: Work with What You Have

Let’s say your image isn’t up to societal par. Perhaps you’re plagued with a semiannual goiter or whatever. In your case, the limit exists. The key here is to understand the cards you’ve been dealt and how far you can go with them. Assess the distance you can really “travel” in life with your goiter in tow. What can you do to make your life better? Do you get surgery? The woman who understands her limitations and asks herself these honest questions is already five steps ahead of the girl who’s still wallowing in self-pity over her stage-4 rosacea.

The solution is to face the reality of who you are and how you look, take the opportunities you discover, and understand how to manipulate the system.

Tenet 5: Face Reality and Take Opportunity

Here’s the thing about Snooki: She might be the weirdest-looking human you’ve ever seen, but she’s debatably one of the most cunning opportunists of the past ten years, after Kris Jenner of course. We’re not calling Snooki a betch necessarily, but think about this, where was Snooki going if she hadn’t been on Jersey Shore? She’s an adopted Chilean girl who’s not even five feet tall, from a trashy place, and yet every single person in America knows her name. The bitch branded herself as the little meatball that could. And that’s why no other cast member on that show is paid more than she is.

You may laugh that we’re seriously using Snooki as an example, but just because her goals are not the same as your own, the lesson lies in what she did with the image she had. Like, if you were a Jersey Guido, wouldn’t you want to be the best and richest fucking Jersey Guido ever? Moral of the story: If you’re uneducated, look out for MTV casting calls.

Tenet 6: Manipulate the System

Make fun of the Kardashians all you want, but Kris Jenner has essentially manipulated the entire world into becoming obsessed with her family’s every move. Armed with only a sex tape and a marital bond to a tight-faced Olympian, the family used what they had to become an American dynasty.

When the Kardashians became a sensation, Kris Jenner was already well past her prime, but she clearly realized that by using her Armenian offspring as pawns in her family drama, she could create an empire.

You may protest that Kris Jenner singlehandedly caused America’s demise and her family embodies everything that’s wrong with our generation, but you’re not going to improve your own life with that attitude. Think about it, you’re complaining about America, but you’re still living here and that’s not going to change. If you hate it so much, then leave. Oh, wait, you probably can’t, because you don’t have enough money or employment mobility or general options to go elsewhere. But guess who does: the fucking Kardashians.

You can argue that it’s only because they’re privileged rich kids whose mom got them a reality show, and that’s true. But had they not handled their situation so well, they could’ve easily gone down the well-blazed trail of Lindsay Lohan, Courtney Love, and countless other celebrities who wasted their money on drug addictions that rendered them talentless. Instead, the Kardashians garnered all the stupidity they could muster, took their one show and made themselves into caricatures of humans to each get their own shows, and then took advantage of America’s fascination to sell us shit we don’t need.

The point is that people need to stop bitching about how things should be and learn to live with how they are. Once you accept this you can spin things to your advantage. The difference between you and the Kardashians is that they took an opportunity to work within the system, depraved as it may be, instead of trying to hate on it. No matter where you are in life, you can always figure out how to use a situation to your advantage, but first you have to accept it for what it is. Moral of the story: The Kardashians get paid for breathing.

SO YOUR INTRO WAS LIKE REALLY PRETTY . . . WHAT ELSE IS THIS BOOK ABOUT?

Chill the fuck out. This book isn’t self-help. Self-help is for fat people and divorcées. If you’re looking for a book on how to deal with being alone, go elsewhere. This book is the betchy girl’s bible, guiding her through situations a betch might encounter, such as: what to do if you find yourself being drawn to act like a nicegirl, what to do when your pot dealer doesn’t answer, and is it okay to give head on the first date?

This is how to deal with your problems when you have no problems.

    

    1 Unless you’re talking about charities or causes. How else would people recognize you for having the most money to donate?


Glossary

Read This if You Want to Know What the Fuck Is Going On

BBB: Back-Burner Bro. The back-burner bro is technically great: He’s perfect on paper so you should like him but for some reason you just don’t. Like most guys, he’s into you, so you keep him around for purposes of making the guy you actually like jealous or as someone to make out with whenever you’re drunk and bored.

BSCB: Bat Shit Crazy Betch. Every bestie group should have one of these people. She is the token crazy friend. In addition to providing entertainment, the BSCB serves to make the rest of us feel like we are normal. The BSCB persona can take many forms but typically possesses the following qualities: compulsive need to rage, psycho breakdowns/tantrums, and sociopathic tendencies.

GBFF: The Gay BFF. Gay best friends are both total fucking experts in how to behave and completely emotionally removed from whatever questionable behavior we confess to them. Kind of like the kid with Asperger’s who, when the professor asked what you thought your team’s project grade should be, gave his group a D. They’re the referees of the betch life, objective bystanders who you can trust because they have no (fore)skin in the game.

JPB: Jealous Pasty Betch. When tanning, the JPB is the one who gets sunburned in less time than it takes to get through an Us Weekly article. She’ll go on and on about how unhealthy it is to tan, simultaneously applying SPF 70 and smoking a cigarette.

Lucky-Sperm Club. The Lucky-Sperm Club is used to describe talentless celebrities and rich people who were born into wealthy or famous families. We love these people because their lack of talent makes them very entertaining, and everyone secretly wishes to have been born into one of these families and be famous for no reason. Classic examples include Prince William, Kim Kardashian, and Nicole Richie.

MGB: Maybe Gay Bro. The maybe gay bro is someone many people suspect is gay due to his keen fashion sense and appreciation for the finer things in life. However, no one is positive if he is gay, and he still hooks up with girls, although he has many female friends. Occasionally a betch may date the MGB, if only for his perfect features, amazing style, and taste for restaurants that serve tiny portions of extremely expensive food.

Mupload. Mobile upload. Fucking duh.

Pros. Bros in the future or former nice guys turned rich and asshole-ish. These guys make a lot of money and are not afraid to spend it on you. As a betch gets older, she moves from liking bros to liking pros, because she’s tired of dealing with shadiness.

SAB: Shady Asshole Bro. The bro who is regularly fucking five girls at a time, of whom betches should steer clear. This bro can and will string you along for anywhere from two weeks to ten years, depending on how long you’re willing to put up with his shady shit.

TGF: Trying to Get Fucked. Much like being DTF, only much more pathetic. This girl is actively desperate for any guy to have sex with her. TGF can also be a vibe you get from a girl, like when she’s standing on a street corner visibly trying to display her cleavage and pop her ass while engaging in serious close-talking with any bro she sees. It sometimes reminds us of the prostitutes we saw in the red-light district in Amsterdam. It’s like so sad.

VIP: Very Important Penis. This is basically another term for a fuck buddy. One usually has about two of these to ensure no attachments and that one gets laid on a regular basis. They are “friends” in theory, but really they just use each other for sex.

WGA: (The Guy Who) Won’t Go Away. The WGA is the guy with whom you feel you have a “special connection” and who you’ve been seeing for a while, and yet he’s never actually dated you consistently. He lingers around your life like a dementor and tends to check in periodically, swooping in whenever it seems like you’re happy, only to fuck shit up. Best to get rid of him to make room for guys who are into you.

WYDEL: The Wish You Didn’t Exist List. Being a member of this list is harmful to your physical and mental health because it means you are a betch’s arch nemesis and you can expect a drunken brawl to come your way very soon.
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Lifestyle

How to Live Like a Betch

The betch’s lifestyle is chic and carefree and involves a lifelong pattern of being given everything we deserve. I mean, I was born with perfect symmetry of the face, so of course I deserve a horse at age four. Who cares if times are tough, we’ve always gotten what we wanted, let’s keep things consistent. Like, I didn’t ask to be born in the booming ’90s when everyone was rich as fuck, and I didn’t ask for my closet to be half the size of my bedroom, nor did I ask you to fill my closet . . . well, maybe I did, but it’s whatever, you didn’t say no!

Above all things, it was fucked up of our parents to even birth us into this world and then suddenly expect us to fend for ourselves in our midtwenties. Do you realize how much richer we’ll have to marry in order to keep up our streak of never flying commercial?

But as we all know, life isn’t about arriving at your destination, it’s about how many shots you take on the plane. Your goal should always be to enjoy the ride as much as you can. We know whoever coined the term “lifestyle” must’ve been a betch, because that’s exactly what you want: a life of style.

While our lives may appear to be perfect, to quote my anorexic friend’s therapist, there’s no such thing as perfection. To say we exist in a state of endless bliss is an exaggeration. Our lives are nothing like Precious’s or anything, but it’s all relative. We have plenty of problems and issues to address, like imperfect gel manicures or how we wish the gardener would muffle his fucking leaf blower in the morning. So how does one solve these problems? The only way we know how: by talking shit about them.

TALKING SHIT: EMBRACING THE END OF NICEGIRLS

Be it gossiping among your friends, writing an angry letter to the editor, making snarky comments during a graduation speech, whatever—talking shit is the reason we get up every afternoon.

“Why can’t you just be happy for me and then go home and talk behind my back later like a normal person!?”

—Bridesmaids

Whether it’s about other girls, guys, our besties, celebrities, professors, poor people . . . if you have a flaw, we will find a way to talk shit about it. At first glance, the act of saying negative things about someone can seem catty and mean. But we’re just being honest. Being critical gives us edge in a world of fluff and incessant, undeserved flattery. The nicegirl in the room may urge you, “Stop! These are real people we’re talking about!” But we know the truth: If you’re not hot, fucking hilarious, and/or rich, you’re not a real person.

Some may call talking shit “giving our insecurities a voice,” but in actuality, it’s just a natural facet of being a female—kind of like wearing makeup or not knowing how to drive.

As seen from any TV show that calls itself “reality,” from Laguna Beach to the entire Real Housewives franchise, the plot of each episode never fails to focus on one betch meeting another betch at an outdoor restaurant patio to have a drink and talk about their other friends cast members. You think Lisa Vanderpump actually wants to invite tacky Adrienne Maloof over for tea? Fuck no! They just need an excuse to discuss the claustrophobic issues of Bravo Andy’s clubhouse or debate which of the housewives was the most airbrushed on her book cover.

But talking shit isn’t just something betches do to counteract boredom and show people how funny we are; though these are indeed added benefits, it’s also fundamental to getting our fix of manipulating others. How do you expect your coworker to help you sabotage the office overachiever’s plan to steal your promotion if you don’t first express your mutual dislike of her? Now you’ve not only bonded with a colleague and found a way to entertain yourself at work, but you’ve also been promoted.


CAVEAT: We should warn you that men have no interest in talking shit and doing so in front of them will make you appear foolish and petty. It’s important to remember that talking shit is a feminine instinct, and this ritual governs female lives in a way that males could never understand. While men generally get along as long as they can talk about sports and play beer pong, women tend to dislike one another for whatever shallow reason they can find. This is evolutionary and has to do with the fact that women naturally compete for the best resources, probs.



For those who continue to doubt the historical significance and evolutionary need for shit-talking, we offer you a history.

A History of Talking Shit

Talking shit is a basic human right. It says so in the First Amendment. Entire countries have fallen apart due to the inability of citizens to openly bash people they hate. Though some may say it was because Soviets couldn’t voice their opinions about the government, we’re willing to bet Communism fell because Russian betches were sick of having no outlet to make fun of Gorbachev’s male-pattern baldness.

For an overwhelming majority of history, talking shit had to be done behind closed doors and out loud. For example, in order to discuss Alice’s shitty butter-churning skills, Mary and Ethel had to physically meet up somewhere and trade livestock stories. My cow did the funniest thing yesterday! No wonder everyone thinks the Amish are so polite and proper: they can’t just bitch to their friends at the push of a SEND button.

We’re pretty much convinced that sororities were created as part of a revolutionary movement that gave college women what they had been demanding for years: a communal house in which to talk shit. It was only a matter of time before ladies got together and decided that if we were smart enough to create a legitimate institution that revolves around shit-talking, we wanted our right to vote to talk shit about the first lady to be expressed on the ballot.

Now that we’ve entered the modern era, you no longer need to ever physically interact with someone to talk about them. Let’s take a look at how technology has transformed our shit-talking habits.

The telephone: We imagine telegrams at the turn of the twentieth century looking like this: ASHLEY WEDDING DRESS FUGLY. STOP. Obviously leaving something to be desired in the details department. Thank God for the telephone. Who doesn’t remember her mother ignoring her in the kitchen all throughout her childhood while talking to an endless array of besties on the wall-mounted phone while twirling the cord? How else was the news going to get around about other women in the neighborhood and why they sucked? The phone made shit-talking way more detailed.


GOSSIP VS. TALKING SHIT

Many people are confused by the distinction between talking shit and gossip. We’ll clear this up for you.

♦ Gossip is like the headline of a news story. OMG, did you hear Julie fucked a seventeen-year-old prefrosh last week?

♦ Talking shit is usually less specific and merely involves offering your analysis about gossip like Ewww . . . can we afford to be friends with a statutory rapist!?



Cell phone: Cut to seventh grade, when you got your bedazzled Nokia so all the bros-in-training could text you. Welcome to the greatest phenomenon not only for shit-talking but also the Game. You can bawl Sarah out on her own phone line! Alexa’s mom doesn’t have to interfere on our three-way call detailing our takedown of that slut in homeroom!

The cell phone also facilitated the onset of shit-texting, which has pretty much continued to dominate our lives to this day. Now we can talk shit without ever having to talk out loud! I mean, can you imagine how the Potsdam Conference might have gone differently if Winston Churchill and Harry Truman were able to text under the table about what an idiot douchebag Joseph Stalin was?

The group text chat/Facebook/Twitter/AIM/Gchat: The modern age of shit-talking has been a revolution that we are taking advantage of to the fullest extent. Now there’s an entire array of Facebook statuses and ironic hashtags to make fun of. Now I can send all my besties the gross picture that Jenna decided to make her FB default in our group thread . . . so efficient! Seriously, our biggest fear at the death of Steve Jobs was that shit-talking might never become holographic. Can you imagine how much fun that’s going to be? We can’t fucking wait.

You might be thinking, but I haven’t done anything to offend anyone! Well, if that’s what you’re thinking, it means that you’re either (A) a nicegirl or (B) wrong, because it doesn’t matter if you’ve done anything to offend anyone. People, especially girls, will always find a reason to talk shit. The best thing you can do is to talk shit right back to make sure no one fucks with you, and that’s why being nice is soooo over.

So, like they say, there are three lies that you can be certain of: I’ll pay you back, I won’t come in your mouth, and I never talk shit about you.

ABBREVIATIONS AND LINGUISTICS: THE LANGUAGE OF EFFICIENCY AND HUMOR

While our shit-talking tendencies may be obvious to outsiders, the language in which we do so is more elusive. Enter Abbrevs, the chicest new dialect since the Tower of Babel.

You might wonder how learning to speak in abbreviations will help you win at anything other than pissing off the village grammar Nazi. Fuck this fascist. If you already know how to speak in Abbrevs, you can skip this chapter. That is unless you have friends who mock your modern words and you’re looking for something to prove that they’re the arcane weirdos. Learning Abbrevs isn’t so much about winning; it’s more about the fact that if you want to speak in accordance with the social norm, you have to understand this language. Abbrevs is to English as English is to Olde English.

“As Paris is to fashion, the thinking goes, so are young women to linguistic innovation.”

—New York Times, 2.27.2012

We’re not even pulling this out of our asses; there’s science to back it up. Somewhere, someday, someone wrote something that ended up in the New York Times (ever heard of it?) and we read it, and it said that young women actually set the linguistic trends that everyone else follows later. If you take this historical evidence to the furthest logical conclusion, you could even say that we invented words. Now that’s LOL. But this isn’t the first time that the fairer gender has set an example for others. I mean if it weren’t for us, men wouldn’t ever have thought to wear tight jeans or get breast cancer.

But we digress. To all those who are unfamiliar with the language of Abbrevs, try not to dismiss it as just another example of stupid girls being complacent with their own stupidity. Au contraire, loser, we’re not dumb, we’re efficient. We’re very busy people and it saves us a lot of time when we abbreviate words. Every time you say “definitely” instead of “def,” or “totally” instead of “totes,” you’re wasting half a second of your precious life.

How to Speak like a Betch

Abbrevs: The standard abbreviations that everyone uses are pretty straightforward, but every once in a while you may come across a girl who speaks in her own special tongue. Her entire life sounds like one huge instant message from 2001. TTYL! BRB! OMG! She will actually say these letters in conversation, and usually no one will acknowledge how weird it is. (See: Shoshanna from Girls for a real-world example.)

A common habit is the highly necessary addition of “Z” to the end of any word, or to replace “S” at the end of something that’s pluralized. While betch-haters and old people might need a second to register what it means when we ask our parents for some dollaz to go to PV for SB, where I’ll finally get to cash in my V! . . . every betch knows exactly what was just said. Triz story.

Anything can be abbreviated. Just when you thought certain words couldn’t be abbreviated any more, we will easily prove you wrong.

For example: FYI, I’m going to the VS to get some more Ty-Ty PM. Need anything?

After this, even her bestie might be confused. What the FUCK are you talking about?

Obvi, I’m just saying that I need to go to CVS to get more Tylenol PM! Get with it, betch!

Side note: Sometimes abbreviations become a hybrid between a nickname and an abbreviation. See what we did there with CVS? The most quick-witted among us will know how to cleverly abbreviate things that are already abbreviated.

Last but not least, there is always a caveat. Using Abbrevs bonds us with others of our kind; however, if you find yourself telling your great-aunt that you’re D to go to lunch, or your boss that you probz won’t make it to the offi on Fri, beware that some people might not take you seriously. Like all historical injustices that take time to correct, such as segregation and Don’t Ask Don’t Tell, we’re still fighting for the Right to Abbrev. But when betches take over the Supreme C. and the House of Reps, our first law will be to implement Abbrevs as Second Language. Adios, ESL!

Nicknames: Why put forth the effort to give people a second name when they already have one? Simple answer: we’re always looking for new ways to showcase our creativity and talk shit without people finding out. However, nicknames have another practical usage. If somebody’s worth talking about, it’s likely you’re going to talk about them often, and it gives your friends context while maintaining a sense of discretion.

Say you have a crush on a guy in your English class named Nick. If one day you started talking about a random guy named Nick but no one knows who he is, you will leave your friends baffled. Nick who?!? That’s why it’s utterly necessary that you and your friends call him English Nick. Here’s why: you can’t expect everyone to waste their coveted time thinking about the guy in your English class, so by calling him English Nick, you not only let your friends have more time to think about themselves, but it also saves you the trouble of having to explain that it’s this guy Nick who you’re trying to fuck . . . from your English class.


INSPIRATIONAL SCENE FROM BRIDESMAIDS

FLIGHT ATTENDANT STEVE: You have three seconds to get back to your seat.

ANNIE: Oh, you can’t get anywhere in three seconds!

FLIGHT ATTENDANT STEVE: Well, you better try.

ANNIE: You’re setting me up for a loss already.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT STEVE: Okay, thank you.

ANNIE: [pointing to his name badge] Whatever you say, Stove!

FLIGHT ATTENDANT STEVE: It’s Steve.

ANNIE: Stove! What kind of a name is that?

FLIGHT ATTENDANT STEVE: Well, that’s not my name. My name is Steve.

ANNIE: Are you an appliance?

FLIGHT ATTENDANT STEVE: No. I’m a man, and my name is Steve.



Take, for instance, how we nickname other girls. Think of the girl who suffers under the delusion that she can pull off curly hair, but everyone else thinks her fro resembles an unkempt vagina . . . or Bush, as we like to call her.

Naming girls is obvious, but when it comes to guys, nicknames tend to be less derived from their appearance and more based on experiences. The guy you hooked up with who had an unusually small penis? Baby Dick.

Put it this way, if you’re cool enough to be talked about or lame enough that we just can’t look away, you probably have a nickname. Just watch out, because it only takes one faux pas to be permanently branded with not only an embarrassing nickname but also a tagline like “Remember the time you wore that hat?”

DIETS: TALKING SHIT WAS NEVER SO TOPICAL

Everyone knows obesity is a huge problem in America, but there’s no reason you should be part of it. We don’t see these obese people too often, so it’s hard to know for sure, but Jared from Subway doesn’t seem like a liar. Regardless, all betches know that nutrition is important. And by nutrition, we mean looking like we’re in dire need of some. Why does this matter, you ask? Because no one likes fat people. Looking skinny is a basic requirement if you want to be a person who other people want to associate with.

“I’ve really been eating, just not like a crazy person. . . . Taste everything, eat nothing.”

—Bethenny Frankel, author of Naturally Thin

Being thin is crucial to your attractiveness and has a profound impact on how others perceive and treat you, even if you don’t realize it. We aren’t saying this to encourage an unrealistic body image. Looking hot is something to do for yourself, and anyone who’s lost substantial weight will tell you that their life changed dramatically because of it. But if you prefer the taste of a glazed doughnut to a long life full of good sex and the admiration of strangers, then by all means, enjoy your days among the overweight.

Even if you’ve attempted to diet, if you think that Weight Watchers/South Beach/Atkins/Nutrisystem will ever work for you, let’s take a look at basic reality. The fact that dieting is an industry is the problem, because if they actually wanted people to lose weight, their business would have no purpose, and there’s no money in being obsolete. Here’s the truth: commercial diets aren’t the answer; not eating shit is. It’s simple as fuck: the fewer calories you consume, the fewer pounds you will weigh. Seriously, we can’t just sit back and let all these obese monsters exist in the same country as us any longer. Schindler’s List taught us nothing if not that bystanders are guilty just like criminals and also they never get movies made about them.

“I used to starve, then binge, and I was twenty-five pounds heavier. I tried every diet from Beverly Hills to South Beach. Any diet that says to limit eating watermelon but processed protein bars are good means we’ve become stupid. Now I eat what I crave and make sure I’m having a balanced variety.”

—Bethenny Frankel, Self magazine

It’s clear that the only thing that should be going down your throat is vodka, and maybe semen, but only if your boyfriend got you a really expensive birthday present. But we thought we’d weigh in on some of the mainstream diets that Jennifer Hudson and other former celebri-fatties are trying to push down our throats and why they’re a waste of your time and money.

Weight Watchers: This is generally viewed as the healthy, nonextreme way to lose weight. Fuck that. It’s way too slow and involves math. If we wanted to spend our afternoons listening to the feelings of old fat women, we would attend a PTA meeting.

South Beach: All we know about this diet is that you’re not allowed to eat carbs for the first two weeks but like no one will stay on it long enough to know what happens after that. Every betch has claimed to be “on South Beach” at some point because it’s the closest thing there is to physician-approved anorexia. Plus it reminds us of Miami.

Atkins: Hahaha, what a j! What kind of serious diet actually allows you to eat things like sausages and cheese and encourages you to eat full-fat whipped cream while forbidding light cream? Robert Atkins died for a reason.2

The Zone/Nutrisystem: This involves three meals four ounces of turd disguised as food being delivered to your house every day. Pause for reflection: Isn’t it great to see a meal plan that encourages people to think critically about their food choices? Like, you want me to wait around for a deliveryman to bring me the magical string beans and salmon that I couldn’t possibly ask my chef to make? Wait, you’re right, you can’t make their meals at home because the ones they send are probably carefully cooked with carbon monoxide. Unless you’re a sad middle-aged woman trying to fit











The New Food Pyramid: Let Them Eat Nothing











The Betch’s Diet Matrix: One for Every Lifestyle









WORKING OUT: A NECESSARY MORAL DILEMMA























GETTING FUCKED UP: YAY!



Blacking Out: A History
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Wine: Because You’re Chic




Doing Drugs: A Love Story




















Responsibly Irresponsible: How to Avoid Getting Sent to Rehab



Handling a Hangover: The Aftermath










HOW TO PARTY LIKE A BETCH



Birthdays: How to Celebrate Yours without People Talking Shit about It




















Group Dinners: The Anxiety-Free Approach















The Pregame: Getting Blackout in Peace







Clubbing: How to Not Do It like the Jersey Shore Cast


















Party Fouls: What You Can Get Away With


























Damage Control: Sunday Morning Regrets































VACATIONS AND SUMMERS: IT’S A HARD-KNOCK LIFE
















How to Summer like a Betch
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