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Preface
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For anyone who's ever cried in the shower, laughed inappropriately at a funeral, or made awkward eye contact with a therapist... this one's for you.

Hi there, beautiful emotionally-wobbly human.

First of all, thank you for picking up this book. Whether you did it because the title made you chuckle, or because you're on a desperate hunt for answers between therapy appointments, or because you saw it in your recommended feed at 2:00 AM during a full-blown spiral—whatever the reason, I’m so glad you’re here.

Let me start with the obvious: this is not your average mental health book.

There are no bullet-pointed lectures from a lab coat-wearing expert who’s never had an existential meltdown in a Target parking lot. This is not a workbook with soul-crushingly cheerful clip art and prompts like, “List 3 things you love about yourself!” (Which, let’s be honest, often turns into an hour-long identity crisis.)

Nope. This is a book written by someone who has stared blankly at a wall for three hours straight while spiraling about whether or not they should text someone back... from 2017. This is a book for people who’ve said “I’m fine!” with the kind of forced enthusiasm normally reserved for hostage videos. This is a book for people who have googled “How to be happy without actually doing anything” more times than they’d like to admit.

I wrote this book not because I have all the answers (spoiler alert: I don’t), but because I’ve walked through the fog of anxiety and the pit of depression with a backpack full of coping mechanisms and a sarcastic internal monologue that wouldn’t quit. And guess what? Somewhere along the way, I realized that sometimes—just sometimes—what I needed most wasn’t another list of things I should be doing to “fix myself.” What I needed was someone to say:

“Hey. You’re not broken. Your serotonin might be taking an extended sabbatical, but you? You’re still lovable, hilarious, messy magic.”

Mental health is messy. It’s weird. It rarely behaves. And it certainly doesn’t show up looking cute in Instagram quotes with pastel-colored backgrounds. Anxiety doesn’t care that you have a meeting. Depression doesn't RSVP—it just shows up and sits on your chest like a judgmental cat. And still, somehow, we keep showing up. We keep trying. We keep laughing, even when we feel like crying. And that’s what this book is: a celebration of that awkward, wobbly, magnificent resilience.

You’ll find chapters in here about everything from crying in public like a pro, to surviving social anxiety at parties where you only know the dog, to figuring out if your new therapist is a brilliant healer or just really into crystals. You’ll also find space to be honest. Space to feel seen. And hopefully, space to laugh—because humor doesn’t invalidate your pain, it just gives it better lighting.

So no, this isn’t a self-help book in the traditional sense. It’s a self-hug book. A warm, weird, slightly inappropriate guidebook for surviving mental health misadventures with your dignity mostly intact.

I hope that as you read, you’ll laugh. I hope you’ll exhale. I hope you’ll feel less alone. And I really hope that someday, when your serotonin stops ghosting you, you’ll remember this book and smile—not because it solved everything, but because it made you feel just a little more human while you figured it all out.

So, grab a blanket, a snack, and your coziest mental health socks (you know the ones), and let’s begin.
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ONCE UPON A TIME, IN the cluttered, overthinking attic of my brain, lived a sassy little neurotransmitter named Serotonin. We had a decent relationship. Nothing too dramatic—just enough stability to keep me from crying over crooked picture frames or questioning whether my barista secretly hates me. Life wasn’t perfect, but it was manageable. Entertainingly chaotic, but not full-blown apocalyptic.

But then, Serotonin did what emotionally unavailable love interests and half of my houseplants have done before: it disappeared. No warning. No text. No explanation. One minute, we’re cool, casually vibing with some emotional regulation, and the next—poof. Vanished. Left me ghosted, raw-dogging reality with nothing but a crusty weighted blanket and a bag of off-brand cheese curls for comfort.

And that’s when Anxiety moved in. Oh, not as a guest. Not as a "just crashing for the weekend" kind of vibe. No. It came with boxes, a lease agreement, a label maker, and enough energy to redecorate my entire nervous system in “what-if” wallpaper.

Let’s take a moment to honor the emotional tag team that is Depression and Anxiety. Depression is like, “Nothing matters. Let’s lie down forever.” Meanwhile, Anxiety is like, “EVERYTHING matters and we need to fix it all IMMEDIATELY while also obsessively rethinking that thing you said at 2:17 p.m. on a Thursday in 2009.” And you, sweet reader, are just stuck in the middle, trying to remember how to function while eating cereal directly out of the box in your bathtub.

Now, for the folks who somehow escaped health class and are currently wondering, “What exactly is serotonin?”—it’s a neurotransmitter. It helps regulate mood, sleep, appetite, and whether or not you sob when someone tells you they’re “disappointed, not mad.” It’s basically emotional duct tape. When it’s flowing like it should, you can do life: respond to emails, tolerate group chats, not spiral when someone uses “...” at the end of a text. When it’s gone? You become a sentient pile of confusion and emotional soup.

But anxiety doesn’t wait for serotonin to leave before showing up. No, no. It’s already knocking on the door, saying things like, “Hey, quick question: what if everyone secretly hates you?” or “Just wondering—are you sure you locked the front door? Because I think I heard a noise. Could’ve been a murderer. Or a raccoon. Or a murderer disguised as a raccoon.” You know, casual.

When my serotonin first ghosted, I thought I was just “having a week.” You know the kind—where you accidentally put your car keys in the fridge, wear your shirt inside out until 3 p.m., and cry because a dog in a commercial reminded you of your childhood guilt. I didn’t know that my brain was slowly descending into a serotonin drought while anxiety was throwing a rave in my frontal lobe.

I remember trying to do normal things. Like, I went to the grocery store to “get out of the house” and “do something productive.” Ha. Cute. I ended up in aisle five, frozen mid-step, staring at 47 brands of pasta sauce while anxiety screamed, “WHAT IF YOU PICK THE WRONG ONE AND RUIN EVERYTHING?!” Then depression chimed in like a sleepy ghost, “Honestly, does it even matter? You’ll probably forget to cook it anyway.” And suddenly I was crying in front of the marinara jars while gripping a coupon like it was a holy relic.

It’s hard to describe the unique duet that anxiety and serotonin deficiency perform together. It’s like being both exhausted and wired. You’re too tired to shower, but your heart is racing because you accidentally liked someone’s Instagram from 2016 and now obviously you must enter witness protection. You lie in bed paralyzed by hopelessness while your brain screams, “We forgot to send that email to Susan!” on loop for three hours.

And don’t even get me started on the anxiety-induced overthinking. Ohhhh baby. It’s a full-time job. “Did I say that weird?” “Why did they use a period in that text? Are they mad?” “Was that meme I sent offensive to left-handed introverts who enjoy soup?” It never stops. Anxiety is like the world's most annoying group chat—you didn’t ask to be in it, you can’t leave, and it sends 500 notifications a day, all in all caps.

I tried to fix it “naturally” at first. You know, the Instagram guru method. I bought overpriced
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