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			Every Lady has a secret. An experience or an encounter so disgraceful, so embarrassing, so shameful, or so fucked up that we wouldn’t dare tell a single soul. Well, until now.

			The truth is, we all do some disgusting, scandalous, heartbreaking, or generally ill-advised things when no one is watching. The humiliation of our darkest behaviors, the hilarity of our grossest moments, the torment of our most raw memories—these all become our secrets. Secrets we hold deep inside and refuse to even tell our closest friends, families, lovers, or doctors. But as they say: The truth will set you free.

			Over the years, the three of us have released many of our own mortifying stories into the universe on the LadyGang podcast and in our first book, Act Like a Lady. And with every secret we shed, we felt like we were doing a small service to ourselves and ladyhood in general. By sharing the not-so-pretty truths of our lives, we felt like we were dropping the mask of perfection society forces upon us—pulling back the curtain and leveling the playing field for ladies everywhere and saying, “Enough is enough!”

			For some insane reason, society has imposed on women a false standard in which it feels shameful to show the struggles of figuring out womanhood, and because of this, we always make ourselves appear more pulled together, smart, and stylish than we actually are. On top of that, we are all competing in the “Lady Olympics,” and we worry that admitting that we acted selfishly, broke the rules, or fucked our brother-in-law in Cuba might take us down a notch in the eyes of all of the judgmental pricks out there. Women are not allowed to be messy. We are supposed to be polished and obedient and accommodating, right? We’ve become so damn afraid of drawing outside of the lines that we keep even the most innocuous secrets deep in our personal vaults.

			Our goal with this book is to embrace the power of our genuine selves by owning our *un*ladylike truth. Men get to brag to their friends about their inappropriate behaviors—they wear their sinful stories like a badge of honor, and society in general tends to shrug it off or enable their reckless behavior. (Boys will be boys, right?) But women? We carry around a lot more shame about our behaviors than men do and tend to hide our secrets out of fear of being labeled imperfect. Because society expects us, as women, to do it all. We’re supposed to have a career, change the diapers, clean the kitchen, and impress others with a smile on our face and our tits up to our shoulders. God forbid we lose something up our vaginas and have to go to the emergency room! The double standard for the expected behaviors for men and women is unfair and straight-up misogynistic, and, quite frankly, we’re fuckin’ sick of it.

			Don’t you feel this sense of deep relief when you hear another lady share some juicy, behind-the-scenes blooper from her life? We know we do. It makes us feel less alone, less ashamed, and more human. And we wanted to give that priceless gift to our LadyGang community and fellow ladies around the world.

			So we created Lady Secrets.

			Not only do we reveal many of our deepest, darkest secrets in this book, but we have also gone above and beyond. Even though our Gang is a collective of the most wonderful, wise, incredible women, we knew that each of you bitches was hiding something—just like us! So, we launched a submission website and hotline, 1-844-SXY-LADY, which gives others the opportunity to join in shedding the shame and embrace the power of revealing their truths. The secrets immediately started flooding in. Lady Secrets became a space for our ladies to expose their dustiest skeletons and free themselves from the guilt that weighed them down. And the result? A dynamic collection of essays, short stories, unsolicited advice, and lessons learned the hard way. We’re exploring universal truths that will make you shudder: white lies turned lifelong cons, weird things our bodies do, messy sex lives, and juicy celebrity encounters, while also shining a light on the gut-wrenching secrets about motherhood, relationships, death, revenge, and depression.

			This is our collective truth, and we hope it inspires you to embrace yours as well. Lady life is exciting and beautiful and scary and rewarding and grueling and sketchy and agonizing and smelly. And we’re here to share it all: the good, the bad, and the diarrhea. So, to every Lady who submitted a hilariously disturbing tale or left us a ridiculous voicemail, we congratulate you on your courage. From getting a fly stuck up your vagina to straight-up hating being a mother, your secrets made us laugh, cry, and cringe deep in our souls.

			A note: Submissions to the book have been edited for clarity and length. (If you pooped in a barbecue grill for revenge and submitted your story, but it doesn’t sound exactly the same, trust us, it’s your poop. Thanks for understanding!)

			We hope Lady Secrets leaves you feeling a little less worried about your awkward memories, a little less ashamed of your *un*ladylike habits, and a little less alone. Because, we think we can all agree, stumbling through womanhood is a lot easier when you know everyone else is stumbling alongside you.
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			Maybe it’s a little white lie that’s spiraled out of control. Maybe you’re still holding on to guilt about something you did as a child. Maybe you truly did something super fucked up, and you never admitted it to anyone in real life. Whatever it is, we are all holding on to something—either for good reason or not—that we simply need to get off our chests. This section is just for that.

			As humans, we all tend to want the outside world to see us as having our life together. Many of us still present our “highlight reel,” even to our closest friends. Living in the digital age, where everything is documented, is terrifying. What if we share a private story via text and someone screenshots it and blasts it all over social media? What if a best friend becomes an ex–best friend, and they have years of ammo that illustrates why you might be a terrible or disgusting person? Sharing our secrets with others is scary; we understand.

			But carrying the crushing weight of these types of secrets makes us feel like hot garbage—so why do we do it? Our not-scientific-at-all research leads us to believe that as a baseline, women are used to feeling like hot garbage. Our boobs are sore, our cramps are debilitating, we have extreme mood swings, and we literally expel blood out of our vaginas for one week every month. On top of that, we pluck hairs, laser our hoo-has, and wear terrible high heels that make our feet bleed, underwire bras that dig into our rib cages, and itchy thongs that ride up our butts, because *beauty is pain.* Despite all that, we keep conquering our lives like it’s no big deal. So adding the shame of our secrets to our physical and emotional backpack of life honestly feels like a walk in the park.

			Admitting that we messed up, even if it’s a hilarious story that would be the highlight of any dinner party, somehow always feels like a failure. And that’s because we are fed a diet of *women having it all.* There is so much perfection being beamed into our brains every single day, and we are groomed to be shiny little fembots programmed to never falter or fall.

			But whether it’s Facetuning your pictures on Bumble, fibbing about the year you were born to stay on your parents’ health insurance, or creating an entire fabricated identity for the fun of it, everyone out there is lying about something you just want to get off your chest.

			Our main takeaway for Part One? STOP LETTING YOUR SECRETS WEIGH YOU DOWN. We’re not saying you need to shout them from the rooftops (God, please don’t). But as we’ve established, women are not perfect—including you! So if you feel like you’re shoving things down in the name of keeping up appearances, we have an assignment for you: Read this section, put your own shit into context, and then fess up to something small with a friend you trust. All of the women around you have their own humiliating secrets, and admitting that you are not perfect is the first step to setting your spirit free.

		

	
		
		
			JAC: POOPNIQUE

			This is something I truly have never told a soul before now. Not my best friend, not my partner, not my doctor…no one. I was going to take this one to the grave, but I guess that’s the point of our book, right? Sharing our deepest and darkest in hopes that someone out there in this big bad world relates. So, here it goes:

			I poop with my feet on the toilet. Not like…my feet touching the toilet. I poop with the bottoms of my soles on the toilet seat. Tucked in, right against my butt. Fetal position. Perched up there like a goddamn gargoyle.

			I’m sure you’re reading this thinking…what…how…why???? Well, you see, I had been using a Squatty Potty to aid in my bowel movements for as long as I can remember. If you’re unfamiliar with this overpriced piece of genius, the Squatty Potty is essentially a little twelve-inch step you hoist your feet up on while you’re sitting to go poop. Something about the angle of your hips helps the poop make its way out of your butthole effortlessly. Hell, why am I trying to explain this like I’m some poop expert?! Let’s go straight to the source. Per the Squatty Potty website:

			
				Your body relies on a bend in the colon (where your poop lives) and the anus (where your poop says hi) to keep everything stored until showtime. The posture of the western toilet causes a kink in this tunnel, which leads to major blockage. Squatty Potty undoes this kink so you can do business the way you were meant to.
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			(By the way, whoever writes the copy for Squatty Potty is my fucking soulmate. Anyway!)

			So essentially what I’m getting from that blurb is that when we were cavemen, we didn’t have these uber-comfortable porcelain thrones (some with heated seats and lots of fun buttons and water that shoots up your butthole!) to do our business on. We just had to squat on the ground and shit in a little pile and not wipe off our dingleberries and just go on with our lives hunting and gathering (OH MY GOD?!). I guess the evolution of human anatomy—when it comes to pooping—hasn’t caught up to the invention of the toilet, and that little tweakment in the hip angle makes all the difference!

			So anyway, yes, I used a Squatty Potty. And it worked! Coming from someone with constant constipation, it truly was a godsend…until a few years ago, when my Squatty Potty got lost in a move to a new apartment. I woke up the first morning at my brand-new little home, drank my morning coffee, and it was time to do my business. I got to the toilet, went to pull out my Squatty Potty, and…it wasn’t there. And I legit lost my mind. Nooooooooo! How would I poop???? I needed that glorious little ledge. It was my crutch! I tried to stack a few books up at the foot of the toilet, but the angle wasn’t right. Then I tried to just hold up my legs and hover my feet off the ground, but I was far too out of shape to hold that for more than ten seconds. And then, in the most meaningful lightbulb moment of my life, I slowly lifted up my feet and placed them on the toilet. And it was like Elon Musk’s hyperloop train speeding through a tunnel at 760 mph! IT WAS THE BEST POOP OF MY LIFE. After that fateful day, I’ve never once pooped without my knees tucked into my chest.

			So, the moral of the story? Save yourself $39 and tuck those tootsies right on up on the toilet seat like you’re back in the womb! But…if someone at Squatty Potty is reading this, let’s collaborate on the Squatty Potty Extreme™.

			
				KELTIE: MY FINAL ROSE

				After living in New York for a decade and spending almost two entire years on the road as a professional touring dancer, I decided to get some sunshine and try my luck in Los Angeles. One of my best friends lived there, so I snagged an apartment up the street from her and then spent the next month running around in a black fishnet catsuit trying *unsuccessfully* to book a job. For example, I spent two full days of my life auditioning for Christina Aguilera, only to have her creative team hire just the dancers that she had worked with previously. Essentially, they did us all DIRRRRTTTYYYYY…what a big waste of time.

				In the middle of trying very hard to be a backup dancer, I was not trying at all to be a television host. But, to be honest, when you are desperate for ways to pay rent, you’ll apply for every job you are qualified for, and almost all of the ones you are wrong for, too. (I once went to an audition for women who played bass guitar. Spoiler alert: I don’t play bass guitar.) Being a TV host had never occurred to me; I didn’t even own a television. Everyone that’s known me since 2000 when I moved to New York City has learned that I read books and put my extra money in an emergency fund. I would never waste any amount of money buying something as stupid as a TV. By the time this book comes out I will have won three Emmy Awards for appearing, and also make a living appearing, on TV…but I digress.

				During this time in my life, I had started a blog that had gained a bit of a following. Eventually, that rolled into getting a part-time job as a staff writer with a company called Buzznet, but only under the premise of my own “blog.” Sometimes, a weird opportunity to make a blog video would come along; this was way before streaming services, TikTok, Instagram reels, or any video at all really existed on the internet; even YouTube was brand new. For fun, I had been dabbling in the medium, editing videos of my Rockette shenanigans between shows of the Radio City Christmas Spectacular. My series, “End Girl, Stage Right,” had a whopping total of about 140 views. I was obviously destined for stardom.

				Somehow through a friend, I landed a meeting with one of the top hosting agents in Hollywood. I’m actually not sure if this person was a top hosting agent, but it was sold to me as a star-making event, and so I went. When I got there, the agent took one look at me and my résumé, which was filled primarily with backup dancing for superstars and/or high kicking for Santa Claus, and said, “Well, Keltie, if you want to be a host, you should just go on The Bachelor.” I went home that night, found the website to apply, and immediately put in my application. Had I ever seen The Bachelor? It’s unclear. All I knew was that it involved falling in love and wearing pretty dresses…and I vaguely remembered that back in high school I may have watched Tristan and Ryan get married and then read in some “magazine” in the grocery store checkout line that they got paid $1 million to say “I do” on TV. I also have some memory of seeing the contestants on the covers of Us Weekly on my daily walks around the corner from my shitty LA apartment to the 76 gas station to buy my meal of the day: one large fountain Diet Coke and a sleeve of vanilla wafers. I did not know what the hell I was getting myself into, but it seemed like the advice the “top agent” had given me was correct. If I wanted to be a television host or be famous, I simply needed to get on The Bachelor. Also, at the time, I was a shell of a human being, having recently been heartbroken from a pretty public breakup (fine, it had been a year, but whatever). I had unsuccessfully tried online dating while on tour, and I was lonely and desperate. And, I may have written that, verbatim, on my application.

				When I received the email that the show wanted me to come down to their Santa Monica offices to audition, I was stoked! I felt like I was crushing Top Agent’s plan! No more standing in line for hours a day in booty shorts and bras for low-paying dance jobs for me! Instead I was on my way to becoming America’s Canadian Sweetheart (which wasn’t too lofty a dream since my childhood friend Kaitlyn Bristowe went on to do precisely that many years later).

				I arrived for my audition desperately codependent and heartbreakingly single in a blue-and-white-striped V-neck T-shirt. After twenty minutes of talking about myself, they thanked me, and I was on my merry little way. I never really thought about it again and instead focused on my new shimmer-tight-less career as a television host (who did not own a television). I signed up for a “How to Be a Host” class with Suzanne Sena, and a few months later, after a few rounds of auditions (and, shockingly, with almost no experience), I booked a pretty big job as a music host for a big music company. Lack of experience be damned. It did make sense in a way. I mean, I had been a backup dancer for many musicians, I had had sex with many musicians, and I was hoping to have more sex with even more musicians in my future. It really was the perfect job for me.

				Little did I know how much this gig would alter the course of my life. While I don’t exactly remember the introduction, I met (spoiler: my future husband) Chris Knight while working this job. Chris and I just instantly clicked, and I remember thinking on our first, second, and third dates, Wow, this guy is really great, and he really seems to like me!, which was super shocking, because I really wasn’t used to anyone thinking I was lust-worthy at this point in my life. I was an absolute pathetic husk of a human being at that moment, and it all seemed way too easy. I was super scared waiting for the other shoe to drop. Sure, I’d let him come help me load up some Craigslist furniture into my Honda CR-V, but I wasn’t giving him any of my true heart!

				At the same time Chris and I were doing this weird courting dance (and so many months after my audition for The Bachelor that I had forgotten that I had ever had the meeting), I got the email inviting me to the Bachelor Mansion to be a part of the show! So, I did what any ordinary twenty-something who had started dating someone that they thought had potential but had no faith in real love would do: I sat Chris Knight down at the 101 Café, ordered breakfast, and proceeded to tell him that I could not be his girlfriend because I was going to be on The Bachelor.

				He cried. It was awful. At that time in my life, I was so career-driven that I had given up on ever finding “the one.” I’d been let down by every single man I’d ever trusted. Even though things seemed to be going well with Chris, in my head I was thinking, Yeah, I mean I like you, but you’re probably going to turn into a dick in two months. And, there was no way I was going to miss my opportunity to check the box on what Top Agent told me was the most-important-thing-to-do in order to become a television host. So, bye, CK.

				Here’s the lady secret: I have lied about this timeline to almost everyone in my life for the last eleven-plus years. I share with you now one striking detail that only Chris Knight and I know about. Not only did I decide I would not be Chris Knight’s girlfriend and ditch him to go on The Bachelor, but I also made this lovely man take me shopping—for an entire Saturday—for the perfect (under $50) gown to wear for my impending victory-slash-proposal on the finale of a show I had never seen before.

				That is so twisted and dark that I’m going to need you to go back, reread the previous paragraph, and then continue on this journey. Also, Chris Knight, you are the love of my life, but you should have dropped me like a hot cake, baby.

				Next, I took my Chris Knight–approved gown, two months of clothing, some terrible hair extensions, my one-shouldered mini dresses, and my lucky feather earring, and moved into a hotel by the airport to begin my journey to Love.

				When you go on The Bachelor, they take away your phone, books, and passport, and then they make the TVs play the same three movies nonstop. They lock you in a hotel room for a few days and make you stir-crazy so when the first night begins, you are a bundle of nerves, emotions, and energy! I have to be honest, I am very proud of my limo entrance. I performed a sensual développé into a high kick while wearing an Alice and Olivia mini sheath and sky-high Louboutins. Did someone say frontrunner? Buuuuuuuut, that’s really where the fun of The Bachelor ended for me. I specifically remember walking up to Brad Womack’s face, which was plastered with heavy television makeup, to introduce myself and feeling immediate apprehension. Sure, this man looked like a living Ken doll, but he wasn’t MY Chris, my gentle giant with kind little eyes and rock-and-roll hair. My heart sank; I knew I had made a huge mistake.

				The good news is that Brad had horrible taste in women (just kidding) and didn’t like me either. My stay on The Bachelor was so short, most people don’t even know I was on the show. Here’s the rundown: I made it past the first rose ceremony, went on a group date wearing a neck brace and two arm casts, spent one day by the pool at the Bachelor Mansion, and saw Ashley Spivey naked in the shower precisely one time; then I was promptly rejected and dejected by Brad Womack.

				My exit interview, which you can still watch online, is hysterical. I’m wearing a one-shoulder purple mini dress, my lucky feather earring, and janky hair extensions topped with a metal chain-link headpiece. I am crying about love like I am goddamn Meryl Streep. The performance is incredible. How on earth anyone (especially within the first two episodes) can work themselves into this level of hysteria is amazing, since at this point, I had spent ninety seconds total with the man. But, the truth is, the tears were real. I wasn’t crying over Brad Womack or about being ejected from a competition I knew almost nothing about. I was sad that I “lost,” because I hate losing. I was sad about being publicly humiliated in a challenge where I was told to dress and act like a “butch queen” (which, in the year that we are currently in, would never fucking fly). I was crying because that’s what I do, whether I am getting rejected on the dance floor for a Broadway show or from a guy I didn’t even know. Worst of all, I was grieving my chance to fall in love with Chris Knight and embarrassed I had put my career and selfish ways ahead of building a relationship with a fucking good human. Rejection sucks. Rejection is even worse when you’re wearing a chain-link headband and a one-shoulder sequin mini on national television.

				Wow, I feel so free! I’m happy to report that the first thing I did when The Bachelor producers gave me my phone back was call Chris Knight and ask him (through my tears), “Will you be my boyfriend?” His answer? “Oh, hell yeah!” And we lived happily ever after. Chris and I even celebrated our first Halloween together with a Bachelor-themed couples costume, complete with red roses, him in a tux, and me in my $50 yellow finale gown that he had picked out for me that fateful day so many months before.

			

			
				BECCA: THE B-LISTER

				The year was 2012 and I had just moved to Los Angeles to start working on Glee. For the first couple months in LA, my life felt a little surreal. There I’d be, sitting next to Kate Hudson in the makeup trailer or sharing pizza on set with Gwyneth or zooming around the famed Paramount lot in a golf cart. Let’s not forget the half-naked magazine photoshoots or the paparazzi waiting outside of restaurants for me…it was insane. My New York friends joked it was inevitable that I would turn into the quintessential narcissistic Hollywood scumbag, but I knew I’d be okay; I always prided myself on not giving a shit about celebrities or fame. Even during my Broadway years, when celebrities would come backstage to say hi or take pics with the cast, I was always the super chill one. I knew how to handle myself. And, as far as my taste in men went, I was more a cleat chaser than a star fucker, so I pretty much felt immune to the industry bullshit. With that all said…this secret feels pretty brutal to share.

				After a couple months in LA, I was invited to one of the many lame Hollywood events on the rooftop of some hotel on Sunset Boulevard. (For anyone unfamiliar with Los Angeles, the location was super cliché and incredibly cringeworthy.) I took a girlfriend with me as my plus-one (instead of my boyfriend at the time) because, while I genuinely loved my boyfriend and I’m not a fame whore, I’m also not a complete fucking idiot. You don’t land on the scene in LA at twenty-six years old and start bringing your boyfriend with you to industry events. I was savvy enough to know that that was not the vibe, nor was it a good career move. We planned to just “pop by” the event for a quick see-and-be-seen moment and would meet up with our boyfriends afterward for dinner.

				Upon arrival, we mingled, drank champagne, and soon found ourselves chatting it up with a familiar B-list gentleman who—to my surprise—seemed to be putting some sexy vibes in my direction. Within two months of being in LA I had quite the rude awakening: In terms of looks, I was about a “4” in Hollywood. The only men who hit on me at these Hollywood parties were the man-boys at the valet or the crusty old “manager” types who were there accompanying their (even less successful than me) actor clients. This B-lister flirting with me had been linked to famous models and gorgeous actresses! I couldn’t help but be flattered that he was mildly interested in making eyes at me.

				We had been bantering it up for a while with the B-list hottie when our phones started blowing up. We were fifteen minutes late for our dinner reservation, and our significant others were getting testy. It was time to get the fuck out of there. I mustered the strength to tell the cutie that it was lovely chatting, but we had to head out.

				
					B-LISTER: What?! Absolutely not. Where are you going?

					LOSER BECCA: We have a dinner that we are already late for. (I failed to mention it was with our boyfriends because I was a weak, weak woman.)

					B-LISTER: Too bad. Call and cancel. You’re coming with me to Beacher’s Madhouse.

				

				For those of you who don’t know LA, Beacher’s Madhouse is where you go to make bad decisions. It’s pretty much LA’s craziest nightclub, featuring entertainers of all kinds (use your imagination) and where the cocaine *allegedly* flows like the salmon of Capistrano.

				Feeling the pressure and excitement, my girlfriend and I retreated to the bathroom to devise our game plan. Neither of us wanted the fun to end, but we needed to come up with something. (Key plot point: This friend is the kind of gal who lives by the mantra, “We only get one trip here on earth, so have fun and feel hot!” At that moment, she was quite possibly the best/worst person to have advising me.) We laid it on thick and decided to tell our boyfriends that—for our friendship—we really needed a girls night, and we were going to stay a little longer.

				I have no idea why I didn’t get dumped at that moment, but it worked! Before you could say “triflin’ hoe,” we were off to Beacher’s Madhouse. I promised myself I wouldn’t make any bad decisions; I was just going to flirt a little bit. (I can feel you judging me, but my ego needed this after the endless barrage of tweets I had endured comparing my new Glee character to a sad housewife in a cheerleading costume.)

				I was a few lukewarm cranberry vodka cocktails in when the night started to make that notorious transition from kinda fun to slightly hazy…and maybe even a touch creepy. The next thing I knew, I was getting a weak-ass shoulder massage from the B-lister in our private banquette. I couldn’t help but wonder how many women this move actually worked on. I shot my girlfriend a look, and she must have received my subliminal message because, within four minutes, we said some awkwardly hasty goodbyes and were in a cab. Sure, I may have been an insecure loser, but I wasn’t ready to cheat on my boyfriend.

				I still see this B-lister all over the place and even once ran into him. He proceeded to introduce himself to me as if we had never met and shared this worthless evening. So glad I made such a strong impression!

			

			
				KELTIE: THE PEE WAS ME

				Generally, there are two kinds of family trees. There are the massive families, with seven children on each side and cousins galore, and there are the people like me with tiny families, so small that my mom and dad made everyone an “honorary” grandpa, grandma, or auntie to cover the fact that we didn’t have enough family to go around. I won’t bore you with the details, but between the French Canadians, the Scottish immigrants, the First Nation fam, the adoptions, and the deaths, my family tree is more like a giant shrub growing wild in the front yard. Let’s just say I called a lot of people Grandma.

				This story is about one of my favorite fake grandmas, “Grandma Hays.” (Hilariously, while recounting this story, I am just realizing that I called fake grandma “Grandma Hays,” but called her husband, John, “Uncle John.” This makes absolutely no sense, and at the same time makes perfect sense with my fucked-up family.) Grandma Hays wasn’t my real grandma; she was one of my mom’s best friend’s moms. She took my mom under her wing when my biological grandmother passed away while my mom was in college.

				Grandma Hays was a tough cookie; she insisted on perfect manners. You had to be polite and do your chores. She certainly did not like a young lady who, God forbid, wore a hairstyle with bangs. She was a no-bullshit kind of woman, and I loved her because she would always make me my favorite sandwich (sugar-and-cinnamon toast) and because she loved my two favorite things: First, she loved to craft and taught me how to knit and crochet. Second, Grandma Hays was a fierce-ass tap-dancing queen. Even into her nineties, she’d put on her black tights and bodysuit each week to dance with her troupe, “the Crockettes” (like the Radio City Rockettes, but old…and crockety?). Every time we were together, she would ask me how my tap dancing was going. She never got to see me on the Radio City stage, but, to be honest, I’m happy she died before I became the infamous Rockette who was called out in front of the entire company multiple times for faking her “left single wings” in the twelve-minute tap extravaganza for the “Twelve Days of Christmas.” My tap skills were somewhat subpar, and if she had not already died, I would have killed her with my inferior tap skills on the big stage while simultaneously ruining Christmas.

				Growing up, I spent a lot of time at her off-the-grid lake cabin on Cooking Lake in Alberta, Canada. Cooking Lake’s name comes from its native Cree-Indian name. And while it seemed like the Four Seasons Maui to me, looking back, it was far from it. Cooking Lake’s only Google review states, “Okay, this place is hard to find, and when you see it, disappointing. Save your gas money and time, there’s no beach, the people in the area are very rude, and overall it isn’t worth the two hours or more it will take to find this place.” On Reddit, it’s described as a
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				JAC: ORGASM ORACLE

				
				
				
				
					
						
							
									NUMBERS
									DIRECTIONS
							

							
									Odd numbers are cool colors. 	Left is cool.
							

							
									Even numbers are warm colors. 	Right is warm.
							

							
									DAYS OF THE WEEK 	SCHOOL SUBJECTS
							

							
									Monday, Wednesday, and Friday are warm. 	Math is green.
							

							
									Tuesday and Thursday are cool. 	Science is blue.
							

							
									Saturday and Sunday have no color. 	History is orange.
							

							
									 	English is red.
							

						
					

				

				
				
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

				
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

				
				
				
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
					
				

				
				
			

			
				BECCA: THE UNICORN

				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				KELTIE: THE REAL WALKING DEAD
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