
FOREWORD

We all have a voice that lives inside our head. Some of us have more than one. Mine is a 
little fat girl. Let’s call her Molly.

That voice is the driving force behind almost every bad decision and self-destructive 
tendency you’ll ever experience in your life. She’s made excuses for why you gained 
twenty-five pounds in college. She’s the asshole who made you believe that you could 
handle “just one last time” with your ex. She’s the scapegoat for all those nights you got 
dressed, looked in a mirror, and crawled back into bed in a deep depression over your 
perceived inadequacies that led to the perfect storm of your late twenties. Or maybe that’s 
just mine. Either way, that stops today.

That voice is a bitch. And before you can ever understand how to “defriend” those toxic 
relationships, you’ll have to learn how to delete her. This book is the first step you’ll take in 
telling your “Molly” to take a hike and start owning up to your actions, your decisions, 
and your life. 

YOU are in control. In the next eight chapters, you will learn how to pick yourself up 
from the lowest situations, the greatest heartbreaks, the “rock bottoms,” and become the 
amazing person that you were, are, and always will be. You will learn to recognize and 
change the patterns that have sabotaged your happiness time and time again. You’re 
moving in a forward direction now, entering the next stage of this crazy, wild ride we 
call life... battle wounds in tow.

You’re going to be okay. Don’t let any other voice tell you otherwise.



Chapter One
 

Who The Hell Are You?

“Faith is taking the first step even when you don't see the whole staircase.” ~Martin Luther 
King, Jr. 

Despite being a trained dancer and relatively active child, my weight was something I 
battled with my whole life. When I entered college and was no longer dancing full-time, 
the pounds crept on like a cold you can’t shake no matter how many doses of Emergen-C 
you consume. The Freshman 15 turned into the Sophomore 25, and at graduation I was 
almost thirty pounds heavier than I was in high school. My graduation pictures, shot at an 
angle that captures the monstrosity of my double chin and puffy eyes, have been locked 
away with the threat of painful and violent death to my parents and brother if they 
were ever to reveal them to someone outside of my immediate family. 

For the years that followed, I struggled to lose that college weight, trying every diet fad 
known to man and immersing myself back into dance class despite the fact that my 
body no longer moved the way it used to. By 2007, four years after graduation, I was 
only down about ten pounds and had seemed to hit a wall. And then on one warm 
spring night in May, I met the guy who would prove to be the best diet ever. He shall be 
known as “Jack.” Voldemort was already taken.

Our relationship started off slow. He was coming right out of a terrible break up and I 
had been single for quite some time and wasn’t looking to dive into anything serious. 
Soon after we started seeing each other, I was hooked, and when he put the brakes on 
things just a few months after dating, I was devastated. The weeks that followed his 
sudden retraction left me without an appetite, which often happens when you get dumped. 
The pounds started to drop off quickly; though I’m sure half of it was water weight coming 
out in the form of tears. I gave myself a week to be sad, engaging in the typical “what’s wrong 
with me/I must not be pretty/skinny/hot enough” mentality, and before I could delete his 
number from my phone, he was texting me “I miss you.” So ended Round One of the never-
ending break up.

Round Two was a little more intense, as fall had approached and the holiday season 
was settling in. We spent more time together as a “couple” and after he agreed to come 
to the city with my family to celebrate our annual holiday brunch and a Broadway 
show, I was convinced this was the real deal. When we returned home from that evening, I 
knew something was wrong. He was distant, standoffish, and clearly uncomfortable to be around 
me just hours after leaving the city, so I questioned him. 



One week later, on Christmas Eve, I received an e-mail that he was breaking up with 
me, and would prefer if our contact were limited to writing because he couldn’t handle 
talking to me. Merry fucking Christmas.

For two and half years after that e-mail, we danced around this dysfunctional 
relationship, struggling with what could only be described as destructive codependency, 
constantly sabotaging every chance at happiness. We would stop speaking for weeks, 
sometimes even months, only to see each other again and fall prey to the toxic 
chemistry that fueled the emotional rollercoaster. The problem was, we were both on it for 
different reasons. 

In the meantime, I was an emotional wreck. Through the wonders of Facebook, one 
month after we broke up, I discovered that he had already started hooking up with 
someone else. Each time she would post a new picture of the two of them getting cozy 
at some party, I would lose my appetite for days. Over the years, the number of women 
he was involved with grew, and as we continued to try and fail at being friends, my 
heart would break more and more. The pattern was always the same: after the wave of 
sadness would pass, I’d take my frustrations out on the dance floor, on the pavement, up 
my Pilates routine, or engage in basically any form of physical activity that would help 
my body feel strong even though my heart was fragile and weak. Just as I was starting 
to feel confident again, he would show up with a new girl, leaving me to scrutinize, 
compare, and beat myself up for not being enough for him. I convinced myself that the 
better I looked, the better chance I had of winning him back, so I set forth to be as hot 
and desirable as possible. For the record, this made absolutely zero difference in why he 
was/wasn’t attracted to me. 

I lost a total of twenty pounds since the day we met, and for the first time in my entire 
life, kept it off. Of course, there was the five pound fluctuation that usually reared its 
ugly head around Christmas (cookies) and Easter (jelly beans), but once I learned what 
my triggers were, it became easier to get back on track. 

During that period of time many other aspects of my life changed. I closed the 
Philadelphia-based business I had started at twenty-three years old and made the big 
move to New York City to pursue several new careers and discover the joys and pitfalls of 
being broke and a bit scattered for awhile. This “new life” led to a variety of beautiful 
friendships, some mortifying yet memorable experiences, a brief drinking problem, and 
an interesting, twisted path into discovering where my talents also lie. I finally took 
some time off to travel and do volunteer work, which unlocked a new, healthier 
addiction, and above all... I grew up. 

In the past few years, I’ve lived in multiple sublets with complete strangers, traded dog-
sitting for housing, taught myself photography, worked at a hair salon, ran a half 
marathon, got my first tattoo, started a new business, a website, and several books, and most 
importantly, learned what it’s like to truly be alone. There were moments when I felt so 
weak I could not get out of bed for days, and there were times when I was fueled with so 
much anger that I put myself in positions that were downright embarrassing, but every single 



thing that happened since that initial break up, for better or worse, carved the path of my life 
today.

The most fascinating part of the whole experience was that it took my heartbreak for me 
to finally realize that my weight issues were mainly psychological and more in my 
control than I realized. I attempted to strip everything down and looked at myself, my 
decisions, and my actions realistically, and decided to figure out the truth behind what 
happened. Then I looked at my body, honestly. I thought about what sort of changes and 
physical transformations had occurred since the day we met, and how differently I 
viewed myself, my approach to exercise, and my eating habits.

The conclusion? The patterns and habits that kept me from losing weight were the same 
self-destructive tendencies that kept me from getting over my ex. In both cases, I would 
sabotage my efforts regularly, taking months to recover from a slip up instead of 
forgiving myself for a mistake and returning to a healthy state of mind. In both cases, I 
blamed outside circumstances, whether it was genetics, friends, or other women for my 
inability to stay in control. In both cases, I had so little confidence in my strengths and 
in myself that I gave into every temptation as if I was trying to prove I wasn’t strong 
enough to change. This major epiphany took years of analyzing, scrutinizing, and 
reflecting before I came to terms with a lot of it, and to be honest in the end, it turned out 
to be easier to shed my weight than to shed my fucked up love life. Part of that was 
because while I could avoid the candy aisle at the grocery store, I could not avoid him at 
our weekly hangout with whatever woman happened to be by his side that week.

Regardless, my addiction to both food and love needed to be waned. So, after years of 
trial-and-error, I finally recognized four important steps to recovering, rebuilding, and 
reshaping your life. This level of self-awareness can lead to some seriously frightening 
revelations, so I hope you’re ready. Here are my little gems of wisdom and 
enlightenment, you lucky little bastards. I hope that my multiple failures and experiences 
will help you shave even just a few weeks off your recovery process and leave you with 
a sense of empowerment moving forward.

This guide is a “rehab” program of sorts; one that’s meant to provide guidance, 
suggestions, comfort, and a few laughs during a period of your life when you feel 
everything has fallen apart. It’s a compilation of personal experience, advice from 
professionals, research, and insight by people just like you and I to inspire you to be the 
brilliant, gorgeous, and talented person you lost sight of along the way. For the record, 
this is not a FDA-tested, doctor-approved weight loss method... AKA “diet.” I don’t 
believe in that word anymore, especially after being on one for most of my life. Don’t 
call Dr. Oz and brag about how you lost twenty pounds on this great new “break up 
diet”... but if you want, feel free to flaunt it in front of your ex that he blew it, big time. 
Trust me, he’ll see it on Facebook either way.

Take away what you need from it, and leave the rest for someone else. The sole purpose 
of this book is to remind you that you’re not alone. We’ve all dated that one asshole 
(some of us have dated multiple assholes) and if you were lucky enough to dodge the 



douchebag bullet, then stop gloating for a minute and share this with your poor best 
friend who wants to slit her wrists every time you and your significant other call each 
other “babe,” make out in public, and show up in coordinating outfits. 

Each individual follows a different path and a different journey, and how we heal and 
recover makes us unique and special in our own way. The fact that you are even reading 
this indicates that you are ready to make some changes, which is always the first step in 
any recovery plan. 

I first finished this book in April 2011, just short of four years from when Jack and I first 
met. After it was completed, I put it away... for a YEAR. Didn’t read it. Didn’t open it. It 
sat in my saved documents on lockdown. Part of the reason was because I was worried 
what other people would think. In retrospect, I think it’s pretty obvious EVERYONE 
knew how badly he had hurt and affected me. I figured that part out when the last crop 
of astronauts rotating through space over NYC sent me a text that said “Are you okay?” 
Another reason was that I didn’t want to boost HIS ego by letting him know in a public 
medium how much the past few years wrecked me. It was a sign of weakness, and I am a 
strong, independent woman, dammit! “I won’t give him the satisfaction of writing a book 
inspired by our relationship!” I thought. Well, that’s just stupid. Look at Adele. I’m 
pretty sure she doesn’t care that her ex knows that 21 was inspired by him. I’m also 
pretty sure Adele had the last laugh. Oh and Adele, if you’re reading this, call me. I’m 
thinking movie soundtrack. We should chat.

I digress. When I came back to this book almost exactly one year later, I had a saddening, 
embarrassing and MAJOR realization—I had not taken my own advice. Idiot. Here I was, all, 
“Find yourself, let go, be beautiful and wonderful and strong,” and in the meantime I was 
still sending him angry, psycho text messages and trying to be his damn friend. And as 
I approached the five year anniversary of my attempt to exorcise myself one last time of 
burdening insecurities, fears, and self-loathing that accumulated over thirty years of 
eating disorders and a shitty love life, I added a final chapter to this book, “One Year 
Later.” This chapter serves as the truthful epilogue to what it’s really like to let go of 
your past, live in the present, and rediscover yourself. And this time, I’m not fucking 
around.

Welcome to your first step, DEFRIENDED: a four-stage guide to breaking up and 
shaping up to finding peace, health, happiness, truth and most importantly, finding 
YOU.

*And to delete your ex from your Facebook page, once and for all.


