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Dedication

For the women who were strong and feminist when it was both in and out of fashion: Marcia Clark, Hillary Clinton, the Spice Girls, and, of course, my mom. 

—CORINNE

For my parents, who taught me to dream big, work hard, and laugh at all the bullshit. For my love, Stephen—may we go on pinball road trip adventures well into our eighties. For my BFF, Melissa. And for all the Fuckers. 

—KRYSTYNA





INTRODUCTION





Quoth the Boyfriend, “Nevermore”

Are you a degenerate cum dumpster who isn’t worthy of love or affection? Probably not, but odds are someone has made you feel that way at one point in time.

Hi! We’re Corinne Fisher and Krystyna Hutchinson, cohosts of Guys We Fucked: The Anti Slut-Shaming Podcast, a weekly comedic discussion about human sexuality, relationships, and taboos that has garnered an absurdly large and loyal following (mostly because people feel a greater sense of sexual shame and hookup hang-ups than we could have ever imagined).

The catalyst for the podcast went down inside a Panera Bread with Corinne and her boyfriend at the time—a man who will be referred to from this point on as ‘Panera.’ After she purchased her broke, also-a-comic beau of two years a You Pick Two combo, complete with the ninety-nine-cent dessert add-on, he told her, “I can’t do this anymore.” It was a breakup breakdown of epic proportions, partly because Corinne had just lost the love of her life and partly because she realized how much control she had allowed a man to have over her happiness for so long. She spent months thinking about this, mostly using comedy as rehab, and began interrogating everyone she knew about their boyfriends, girlfriends, marriages, and breakups. She was on her way to becoming the Barbara Walters of relationships.

After almost a year of reflection, including drawing way too much of a correlation between the Katy Perry–Russell Brand breakup and her own, Corinne got an idea. An awful idea. Corinne got a wonderful, awful idea. Influenced perhaps a little too much by movies starring John Cusack, she decided to take a cue from High Fidelity and go back and interview every boyfriend and sex partner she’d ever had to figure out what she was doing wrong. But for an undertaking of this level, one needs a friend, so Corinne sent a text to her longtime comedy partner, Krystyna, the other half of the Sorry About Last Night . . . duo. The two girls had already made somewhat of a splash on the local comedy scene with their BYOB variety shows, rap music videos dedicated to shitty roommates, recaps of the show Girls, and self-titled two-woman show at the Upright Citizens Brigade Theatre in Chelsea, so to pair up on this new venture seemed only natural.
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From its inception at a dining room table at 151 Kent Ave. in Williamsburg, Brooklyn, the goal of Sorry About Last Night . . . had always been to create comedy with a purpose, and this idea seemed to capture that notion quite succinctly. By sitting down with people from our past, we would become our best selves for the future. After a few whiskey-infused meetings, including one in which Krystyna suggested adding “The Anti Slut-Shaming Podcast” to the show’s title, we pitched our idea to Stand Up NY Labs, the original home of Guys We Fucked, who accepted our edgy concept with open arms.

Corinne knew exactly who she wanted to start with for the first episode: Vinnie Vitale, a charming, handsome—albeit neurotic—comedian from Vernon, New Jersey, who had been her on-again, off-again fling post-Panera. He adored Corinne, and she adored that adoration. After propositioning Vinnie one final time, this one being nonsexual and in a Coffee Bean at the corner of Bleecker and Macdougal, their fate was sealed.

The episode, ultimately entitled “Vinnie: Can I Choke You?” started with Corinne recounting her recent (and only) one-night stand with another Jersey boy, Anthony from Atlantic City, and Krystyna complaining about getting mistaken for a stripper. It ended up being listened to by over five hundred thousand people. Listeners seemed to immediately gravitate toward our open and honest approach to sexuality, because, they said, it made them feel like they were hanging out with their friends. As the interviews with former flings, fuck buddies, and ex-boyfriends piled up, so did the e-mails in our inbox. Without prodding, subscribers began to furiously seek sex, dating, and relationship advice from us—two pretty regular twentysomethings. And all those e-mails were connected by one overbearing common thread: shame.

These letters from strangers served as an alarming wake-up call about society’s relationship with sexuality. So we began to dive deeper with our guests and our subject matter—the darker, the better. While comedy was still the glue that held every fucked up story together, we regularly laughed and cried with our guests about abortion, pedophilia, rape, sexual assault, domestic abuse, stalking, and suicide.

What started out as a self-centered endeavor to explore more about ourselves quickly morphed into something bigger. Doing our podcast has taught us how necessary it is to have women be confident and vocal about their sexual choices, be shameless but smart about them, and be serious but with a sense of humor (something sorely lacking in both sexuality and feminism). We are those women. The only shame we would ever feel is if we didn’t write this book.

After reading three years’ worth of e-mails from strangers of every age, gender, race, and sexual orientation, and from all around the world, the one thing we can say for certain is that whatever flavor of sexual shame you may have, you are not alone. While this book won’t be able to magically heal you, it may allow you to see yourself in a different way. If you’re struggling to get over a breakup, coping with sexual trauma, or just dealing with the awkwardness of being human, we hope reading this will allow the healing process to continue, or begin. Self-help is not selfish. In fact, we believe it’s the most selfless thing you can do. By taking time to better yourself, you will be a better partner. If the airplane of your life is going down, you have to properly affix your oxygen mask before helping anyone else. We know this because we’ve seen it with our podcast guests, in e-mails from our listeners, and in our own lives. While we’re not necessarily suggesting you air your sexual laundry for the entire world to hear (that’s kind of our thing), we can certainly say the lessons from our podcast are universal, and transformative.

Perhaps the biggest transformation has been in how the two of us understand ourselves. We’ve left no taboo stone unturned, and our conversations have frequently highlighted the delightful differences between us. The topics, while oft polarizing, have done us the great service of showcasing our Odd Couple juxtaposition of personalities. Corinne, three years older and a resident of New York City since age seventeen, is aggressively realistic, open-minded, sarcastic, wise, and food driven, while Krystyna is loquacious, optimistic, curious, kindhearted, and a proud member of the Church of Beyoncé. If you already listen to the podcast, you know this. If you don’t, prepare to meet your hosts.





Corinne

Self-esteem isn’t everything.
It’s just that there’s nothing without it.

—Gloria Steinem

I’ve always had a gift for making people laugh. The first time I remember really “going for it” is in Mrs. Swanson’s kindergarten class. Mrs. Swanson had left the classroom for reasons unknown (I’m hoping a tawdry affair, but I don’t want to start rumors), which to young Corinne was the equivalent of putting a staircase in front of a Broadway stage with a sign that says OPEN CALL. I knew I needed a quick bit, nothing too wordy or clever that would go over the heads of these plebeians I was forced to learn the alphabet with. I needed a crowd-pleaser. Perhaps an act-out? I channeled Dane Cook before I even knew who he was, lifted the half shirt given to me by my Jewish grandmother (who thought until her dying day that nudity was the biggest sin), and revealed my nubile areolas. Some of my classmates cackled, some were shocked into silence by the avant-garde nature of my performance, and of course one future I’d-like-to-speak-to-the-manager bitch squealed on me. Ugh, women. We continually hold one another back. Good thing I was smart enough to woman her right back, bat my eyelashes at the teacher, and charm my way out of any possible trouble. Apparently, when you have a squeaky clean track record, you get to lift your top now and again without repercussions. And that’s the best reason for staying in line anyone will ever give you.

With my first impromptu solo performance securely under the elastic waistband of my culottes, I realized I was a content creator and could no longer be held down by the silent shackles of beach blanket naptime. I would use every opportunity from that moment on to shake things up a bit. And for a very long time I was my own talent manager, fan club president, and publicist. Channeling my inner Lucy Ricardo for the next twenty years or so, I continually tried to metaphorically convince Ricky to let me perform at Club Babalu.

When at the age of twenty-five I was dumped by the aforementioned ex-boyfriend in the aforementioned Panera Bread, for a second (okay, more like a year) I lost the shine that had brought my kindergarten class to a halt. I spent almost every night in comedy clubs exchanging relationship war stories with fellow comics and turning my pain into punchlines. I hadn’t been single for more than six months since I’d turned eighteen, but during that year I took a honeymoon with my adult self. It wasn’t just a romantic staycation for one. It was also a wake-up call about women, including myself. There was no question in my mind that the female comics I worked with every night were strong, self-sufficient people—you have to be to exist in this business—but I came to the jarring realization that a huge percentage of almost every one of our sets was about men and the sex, relationships, and troubles we have with them. Even though we had proven ourselves worthy of equal stage time, we were still letting men steal our spotlight by making a lot of our material about them. We were allowing the men in our lives to determine our value and overshadow all the other things we had to offer audiences apart from our relationship status. And so, after standing by as we all sold ourselves short night and night again, I along with Katie Hannigan, fellow comic and one of my favorite friends, took on a challenge: spend three months writing and workshopping twenty minutes of material not about men, sex, or relationships, and present it to the city of New York in something we would call The Comedienne Project. After the healing that came in the form of the Guys We Fucked podcast, this was my second very public act of self-love, but it was the first public act to acknowledge head-on that loving yourself doesn’t always mean you have to also find a partner. Sometimes loving yourself is precisely enough.

Until I began recording the Guys We Fucked podcast, I really had no idea just how bad people felt about themselves. As I like to bring up often, because I think it’s one of her greatest comedic quotes, my mom has told me on more than one occasion that I have “too much self-confidence.” What can I say? I’ve always thought I was fly as fuck before “fly as fuck” was even something people said. As a teenager, I would spend hours just admiring myself in the mirror—not my makeup or my clothing, my actual naked figure. I loved everything: my itty-bitty titties; my thick, milky thighs; my flat-enough tummy; my interesting nose with the ball on the end of it (shout-out to Sarah Michelle Gellar), and even my outie vagina, which I would learn over a decade later isn’t society’s preferred type. Sorry, what’s that, society? I can’t hear you over my screaming orgasm.

During the past almost four years of recording the podcast I’ve realized how rare loving yourself is, how differently I see and experience the world because I do love myself, and that the nicest gift I can give others is the ability to love themselves. I have learned a lot in the past thirty-one years of walking to the beat of my own drum. I want to help you find your own drum and your own beat. And if nothing I say helps you, maybe just put Des’ree’s “You Gotta Be” on a Spotify loop and go on with your day.

I’ve also realized that perhaps my constant love and acceptance of my own voice and reflection, sometimes interpreted by my mother as narcissism, was really all her fault to begin with. She and my father raised my brother and I in a house where getting straight A’s was our responsibility, not an option; makeup application wasn’t done (and, in fact—with the exception of baton-twirling recitals and school plays—was sometimes mocked); giving back to the community through volunteer work happened long before it was needed to pad our college applications; and following the crowd was something only fools did. I had a really nice childhood, honestly, so it’s really pretty amazing I still ended up messy enough to become a stand-up comedian.

I wanted to talk about being a comedian in this sex, relationship, and feminism book because it’s not just an important part of who I am; it’s who I am fully. Sure, I have other roles—daughter, girlfriend, sister, friend, woman—but comic is the role I have connected with on the deepest level. Apart from the breakup, I have rarely felt lost in my life, but I have and do often feel misunderstood and spiritually homeless—I don’t quite fit in anywhere. When I started doing stand-up comedy, all the pieces suddenly clicked, the Operation table stopped making that horrific buzzing sound, and finally I felt like I had found that “purpose” I had read about in Paulo Coelho’s The Alchemist.

I love writing. With the publishing of this book, I am adding author to the list of roles I’ve taken on or have had thrust upon me, which works out well because I hate talking and I love writing.

I was the weirdo in high school who hid during sports that involved running bases but would get excited when we were assigned a paper. In class, I never really cared if people thought I was nice or pretty or friendly, but I always wanted them to be moved by my writing—even if it made them mad. I’ve gotten in trouble a lot over the years for writing about things people didn’t want me writing about. In fact, I was sent to the principal’s office only one time during my four years in high school and it was for writing—an “exposé” on the Union Fire Department and how they were trying to shut down our school play (LOL). I wrote a letter to the vice principal of that same high school when an upperclassman informed me that same-sex couples were required to get a parent’s signature before buying prom tickets, while straight couples did not need that same approval (and I kept pressing the issue until I was assured it wasn’t so). I wrote a letter to David Sedaris when for my senior film thesis at SVA I was researching the allure folks find in keeping the secret of Santa Claus alive (he wrote back). I’ve written love letters, letters to my future self, letters to the editor, and letters to the daughter I’ll probably never get around to having. For better or for worse, I’ve become my own therapist over the years through writing. I’ve written my way out of heartbreak, out of loss, out of disappointment. When I’m stuck or unsure, I often just write until I find an answer. I haven’t found all of them yet, so I’ll probably keep writing.

My love of writing comes from my mom. She’s a proper English teacher these days, but she’s always been a writer and has always encouraged her children to write because it gives everyone, no matter your age or your class, an outlet and a voice.

When I did something wrong, my mom sent me to my room and said, “Write about it.”

When I felt disturbed or slighted by another human, my mom said, “Write to them.”

When I wanted something, my mom said, “Write and ask for it.”

In my hometown, there is a school called Central Five, where all the fifth graders from all the elementary schools get the opportunity to spend a year together. I got wind that some classes in this school were part of an archaeology program in which the students went to actual archaeology sites and got to excavate artifacts. I wanted to be in one of the classes that did this more than anything, so my mom told me I should write a letter to the principal. I wrote that letter, and while the principal never formally wrote me back, out of all the classes I could’ve been placed in, I was put in one that was part of that archaeology program. I knew it was because I had written that letter, and it made me feel powerful, in control of my own destiny.

My teacher that year was a curly-haired woman named Mrs. Bundy, who signed my yearbook with a message that I think of often: “When you write a book, I would like the first signed copy.” I promised to send it to her. Twenty-one years later, I can finally make good on that promise. So I guess what I’m trying to say is that I wrote a book and I couldn’t be more fucking excited. Well, kind of. I wrote half a book, but I’m hoping Mrs. Bundy will still appreciate the gesture.
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I can’t take credit for raising Corinne with some grand plan to instill confidence, but I did contribute good genes. I come from a line of confident women. My maternal grandmother, Alice, a true character, married two weeks before the 1929 stock market crash that started the Great Depression, and she raised her family during World War II. In her sixties, Grandma decided to see the world, so she and her sister, my great-aunt Helen, embarked on a series of cruises to the great cities of Europe. I’m a baby boomer who grew up in a typical suburban tract house, but even as a child I understood that the equal partnership of my parents’ marriage defied that era’s norm. My mother and father made decisions together, each respecting the thoughts and feelings of the other, which reflected a quiet yet potent strength. A smart kid, I excelled in school and, before girl power was a thing, relished beating a boy for top academic honors at my eighth-grade graduation. During Corinne’s childhood I was a stay-at-home mom, but when she reached high school, I earned my master’s in education and became a teacher, showing her that learning and growing is a lifelong process.

Unsurprisingly, Corinne has always had a strong sense of self, the hallmark of confidence. My earliest realization that Corinne could not be easily cowed occurred when she was in kindergarten. After school one day, she relayed the story of how she’d had quite enough of her classmate Dylan’s comments about her “nice legs” and had told him in no uncertain terms, “Cut. It. Out.” When the Boys & Girls Club dances began in fifth grade, girls who sat on the bleachers waiting for a boy to ask them to dance exasperated her. In seventh grade, during a school trip, the popular clique (which Corinne later dubbed the “snob mob”) was planning to go epic “mean girl” on Corinne throughout the excursion. When Corinne discovered the plot, she managed to change accommodations to room with Paula and Kelly, who then became her very best friends on through high school graduation. (As podcast listeners know, Paula remains Corinne’s BFF to this very day.) In the ultimate middle school power move, Corinne, Paula, and Kelly returned home from the trip wearing matching shirts they had bought as souvenirs.

I often wish I could bottle Corinne’s self-assurance to give to those teenagers and young adults who are so uncomfortable in their own skin, but even that wouldn’t be enough, because problems with confidence extend beyond adolescence. Peer and societal pressures can corrode a person’s self-esteem at any age. As a result, too many people spend their lives trying to become the person they think the world is telling them to be rather than the person they really are. Losing the need for approval from others is liberating. Best of all, it provides the freedom to take the very risks that bring life’s greatest rewards.

Corinne has always been a force of nature, and I suspect she always will be. After all, she was born in the wake of Hurricane Gloria. As an English major, I should have recognized the foreshadowing. [image: ]










Krystyna

Independence comes from knowing who you are and you being happy with yourself.

—Beyoncé

Not only has my glass always been half-full, it’s straight-up overflowing onto the floor. I’m the type of optimist who naively overestimates what I’m capable of. I was lucky enough to be raised by two parents I love and respect beyond words. My mother is a beautiful soul of a woman, and the strength and grace she was forced to have in order to deal with a laundry list of mental and physical health obstacles has inspired me to power through whatever life throws my way. I tend to have dramatic reactions to small problems more often than I’d like to admit, but I always think of what she has to go through on a daily basis and I realize that I’m being a shithead. I credit my mother for my endless supply of empathy and self-awareness. She claims that I wasn’t a huge bitch to her during my teenage years, but I have vivid memories of screaming at her because she wouldn’t let my sixteen-year-old ass drive two hours on a highway, by myself, to visit my college-aged boyfriend, whom she knew was no good (she was right). “Why do you freaking hate me, Mom? Do you not want me to be happy?!” Most of my arguments with her were boy related.

One of our biggest arguments occurred after I admitted to her, a few months after the fact, that I had lost my virginity at the age of sixteen. We were at a restaurant when I told her, and I’ll never forget the look of disappointment on her face when the words left my mouth. She walked out of the restaurant and was beside herself for weeks. I always got agonizingly uncomfortable whenever the subject of sex was brought up in front of my parents. To this day, if I’m watching a movie with them and a sex scene comes on, panic sets in and I’m like “Oh! Gotta pee! Drinking so much water today, ha-ha! Okay, bye!” and I get the hell out of that room.

My father has been my emotional rock and kept me sane all throughout my life. Despite his seemingly unemotional demeanor, he’s a giant teddy bear of a man who has taught me the values of hard work, personal responsibility, and how important it is to vote. The only thing I hate about getting older is watching him not be able to physically do all the bad-ass, athletic, cool shit he used to. My dad was a chief in the United States Navy and retired with an E8 rank after spending years on aircraft carriers, repairing jet plane engines and traveling the world. This earned him many accolades, including being honored by the president. He has since developed diabetes and could theoretically die from eating too many cupcakes. Regardless, he is my hero.

The glue that has successfully held my parents’ relationship together for thirty-eight years is laughter. My dad’s sarcastic sense of humor paired with my mother’s whimsical ingenuity is a large part of who I am as a woman and a comedian, and I feel fortunate every day that Nancy and Edward are my parents. Their love, support, and sense of humor gave me self-assurance and a bright outlook on life. So much so that I pursued a career in comedy.

That said (you knew there had to be a “but”), when your glass is always overflowing with joy, love, and rainbows, it tends to cloud your judgment. For better or worse (usually worse), I always see the best in people, even if I have to squint my eyes really hard to get through all the mess. If there is a laundry list of shitty qualities about you, you bet your ass I will find your three best traits and focus only on those for as long as I can until time forces your intolerable true colors to surface. I am a narcissist’s dream girl!

This has made dating somewhat of a roller coaster for me. Fortunately, for the past six years I have been in the kind of romantic relationship I thought existed only in movies, with a man by the name of Stephen. I love him more than any poem or card or song could ever articulate. Whenever I think about how much he means to me, I tear the fuck up. I’m doing it right now! I’ve never met anyone quite like Stephen. He has taught me how to effectively communicate how I feel and ask for what I want emotionally and sexually, which has opened my eyes to what a romantic relationship can be. More on Stephen later!

When I look back at the arc of my sexuality, I always laugh. Starting at the age of six or seven, I was humping anything and everything in my house. It all started with a giant stuffed horse that “Santa” got me one year for Christmas—a tale as old as time. I wouldn’t do it in front of people because for some reason I understood that masturbation was a private activity, but the second I was alone: Hump City, bitch. Sure, I was low-key horrified that masturbating somehow meant that I could become pregnant at any moment, but I managed to shove that fear under the rug in exchange for physical pleasure. Alas, this knowledge of how to make myself orgasm did not carry over into partnered sex until much later in life. I’ve heard stories from my straight guy friends about the first time they saw a pair of boobs or a lady’s butt in their mom’s JCPenney bra catalog when they were kids. That life-altering moment of discovery they describe sounds so thrilling! I never had that as a kid. I wasn’t hanging out in my room, going “What’s a girl gotta do to get a glimpse of some dicks around here?!” The stuffed animal horse did the job just fine, and—bonus—it didn’t look like a one-eyed snake monster.

My sex life has evolved from trying to hide being in physical pain with my very first boyfriend and feeling betrayed over him watching porn to frequenting strip clubs, sex clubs, sex toy stores, and having threesomes with Stephen. I’ve come a long way since being emotionally scarred and stunted by, of all things, my boobs.

Nothing could prepare me for the day I developed breasts. It broke my heart. Shopping for a bra with my mom was a symbol of losing my childhood. I remember the woman in the department store trying to help me find a bra that I’d like while at the same time assuring me that bras did not symbolize the loss of innocence. Boy, was that lady wrong. I begged my mom to let me get sports bras, and they both laughed at me. “Aw, come on, you don’t want to make them smaller!” the lady said. Ha! She was half-correct. I didn’t want to make them smaller, I wanted to cut them off my body and throw them in the dumpster behind the mall.

As you may have guessed, or if you’ve heard me bitch about it on the podcast, it only got worse from there. By the time I was in ninth grade, I was a 32DD. Grown men would sexualize me, and a select few of my female classmates would accuse me of sticking my chest out to get the attention of boys. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the wherewithal to tell those people to fuck off (or even a nice version of “Fuck off”). Instead, I internalized everyone’s negative attention toward my body and hid my boobs from the world. Or at least I tried. As Corinne often says to me, “Krystyna, if you put a sheet over a giant television, you can still tell there’s a giant television underneath it.” Ugh. So true.

In the beginning of high school, my nickname was Big D’s McGee, and even though I laughed it off, it made me want to retreat further into my shell. Being sexualized because of how you look on the outside, when you still feel like a joyful, Barbie-loving, innocent little girl on the inside, blows. It made me realize that life can be cruel. As a person who is allergic to sadness, that traumatized me a bit. I rarely wear low-cut shirts, and I’m angered that I have absorbed other people’s opinions so much. Yet when I do decide to show some cleavage, it confirms for me that I’m not the kind of person who can emotionally handle it, as trivial as that may sound. It takes me back to being fourteen years old and wearing my backpack in the front so the construction worker or the creepy neighbor or the shit bag driving by in his car wouldn’t feel the need to voice his opinion on how much he enjoyed my curves.

Thankfully, the older I get, the more I realize that the only person’s opinion you should ever be concerned with is your own. Once you truly understand that and live by it, the world is your oyster. Since achieving moderate Internet fame, Corinne and I have had some gnarly shit said about us. One sad man wrote an entire article about the podcast, calling Corinne and I fun things like “pathetic cum dumpsters” and “fat sluts.” My favorite part was when he assumed our fathers either left us when we were babies or were too ashamed to speak to us anymore. This may come as a shock to some folks, but when I look at myself in the mirror, I don’t see a pathetic cum dumpster or a fat, fatherless slut. I see a fun bitch with a great rack and a heart of gold.





This Book

Within the first six months of recording Guys We Fucked, we were offered our first book deal by an editor who had published the sideways sexploits of a comedian we love and admire. While we were thrilled at the prospect, he quickly began pressuring us to alter our nonfiction sex stories into tawdry supermarket checkout tales with long descriptions of dick size that made fun of how stupid the men we fucked had been. But that wasn’t our style and certainly wasn’t the case, so we passed. We were tired of these books that pander to women like we’re all hot messes, unable to handle our emotions without the assistance of a man, a glass of rosé, and a Xanax. This book is the antidote to all that noise. It will show the reader—be you male, female, transgender, or undecided—that you deal with shit, you brush your shoulder off like Jay-Z, and you move the fuck on. In a society where for some reason it has become chic to be the victim, we say this pity party ends now.

This manual won’t be just for dames post-breakup and couples thinking of having a threesome. We’re going to deal with the darker topics that most sexual self-help books won’t cover. We’ll go right from butt stuff to abortions, from sexual harassment to body shaming, because the overly cautious dialogue about these topics thus far has been hindering the cause. This book will take over where your therapist left off, because we wholeheartedly believe that the best way to feel better isn’t for someone else to guide you through your feelings, it’s to be strong enough to have the ability to laugh yourself through the pain. This is more than a book about how to step away from the Ben & Jerry’s if Jeff won’t text you back. This is a book that will help you to be a person who would never let Jeff have enough power over you to open that pint to begin with (unless you just want a snack, then that’s fine). 

A lot of books are by “experts” so sure of what you should do that they’re willing to make you feel terrible if you don’t follow their instructions to a T. Well, we can’t tell you what to do because that’s your job. We do, however, have a laundry list of things we would suggest not doing based on our own experiences. This is a what-not-to-do manual, if you will. Based on true events, of course.

This is a guide to love and sex for women who drink whiskey because they like it, not because it’s a cute thing to say on your Tinder profile. It has no trigger warnings, because life doesn’t come with those. It won’t talk down to you or hold you while you’re crying. You’re not weak. You can get through this. We’re not going to explain to you why he’s just not that into you, because it doesn’t fucking matter. Despite what television, rom-coms, and glossy beauty mags tell you, you’re fine all by yourself. This is the book Bridget Jones should’ve read instead of writing that shitty diary in the first place.

Self-help guides are kind of bullshit because, well, if they really worked, we’d all be smiling, journaling, and juicing 24/7. We all from time to time have a tumultuous relationship with our sexuality—think of this book as a mental detox from the crap you’ve been fed regarding the choices you’ve made with your body. Sex isn’t evil, and talking about it is the first step in your personal erotic exorcism. So let’s talk about fuckin’!





But First, a Message from Our Listeners

We never asked the listeners of our podcast to e-mail us seeking advice. We were still trying to figure out our own lives by word-vomiting into a microphone every week and telling the Internet all about our sexcapades. For whatever reason, this prompted a few folks to write in, asking for our opinions on their problems. When we started reading the e-mails on air, they began to pour into our inbox by the hundreds. It was shocking to discover how many people in this world are going through some serious shit. We get everything from “Is it okay to fuck when the dog is in the room?” to “How can I stop hating my nipples?” We love our inbox. It’s a treasure chest of sexual secrets from people of all ages, races, genders, and sexual orientations. It’s made us realize that we humans have a lot in common. And the simple act of talking about all our baggage can change someone’s life. These e-mails have also opened our eyes to serious problems in our culture—problems that happen to way more people than you may realize and that are often rooted in low self-worth and a deep sense of shame. Whether it’s an insecurity about your boyfriend’s porn habit, a fear about your lack of libido, or embarrassment about your pepperoni nipples, you can pretty much trace the roots of each dilemma back to an underlying belief that you are wrong for wanting what you want, gross for looking how you look, and in general, a certified weirdo. To demonstrate this, we thought we’d give you a glimpse of our box. Our inbox, you perv.

Without further ado, here is just a teeny-weeny sampling of letters we’ve received in the SALN mailbox re: “shame”!






To: SorryAboutLastNightShow@gmail.com

Sent: Friday, November 11, 2016, 11:40 P.M.

Subject: Should there be shame in my 1 child game?

I’m obviously a fan because I’m emailing you some semi personal shit that I would like your opinion on. I live in Utah, lots and lots of Mormons which means big families! My in laws are all Mormons and have many children. (They are great and I love them, not trying to bad mouth here.) We are a little different because my husband and I have only 1 child and both want to keep it that way. This brings some confusion and judgment, I feel, from his family. They ask us all the time if we are going to have more, our answer is always the same, “probably not.” I don’t think we need to explain ourselves and our situation but my husband usually gives a detailed answer. Here’s a little of our history.

We got married, got pregnant, had a little girl (who is the coolest/best human being) but I had severe postpartum depression. I suffered with it for a little under 2 years until I finally sought professional help. All the time I just thought something was wrong with me and to be honest I was extremely embarrassed about having these problems. I was numb. Each day I put on a happy face but deep down I wanted so desperately to fall asleep and never wake up again. Depression is so horrible, it literally took over my world. Now I am finally happy and healthy again and no longer have these feelings (I’m on a great anti-depressant that works very well for me.) Anyway I confided in his family and told them this. They are very sympathetic and feel bad I had to go through this alone, which I appreciate. When they ask why we don’t want any more children, my husband reminds them of the postpartum and explains it will most likely come with another child and we can’t go through that again. But really to us, we have no desire to have another baby, we never get baby hungry and I honestly love the little trio we have going on! This is my happy, and I’m very grateful for my husband and daughter; that being said, what I want is us, just us. Of course we worry in my daughter’s perspective of how this could affect her. I don’t like thinking of her growing up alone but I don’t think I should have another child just to be her “friend.” Am I selfish? Yeah, maybe. But we are young so who knows what will happen in the future, but for now it’s just not up for question. The shitty thing is I know there is judgement and talk about this situation because my sisters-in-law have on numerous occasions said backhanded remarks like, “this is only child syndrome” “she gets what she wants” “she needs a friend” they LOVE to point this out when she acts up. But give her a fucking break she is 3, I personally don’t know any 3-year-olds who like to share, not saying they’re not out there, but come on. What do you think? I’m glad that this is a tiny problem we have and I realize there are many more urgent emails that you need to respond to. I respect your opinions and hope to know what you think I should do in this situation. Anything? Nothing? Not sure why it bothers me so but it does! And I don’t want to resent people who I truly love and care for, but at this point I just want people to stop criticizing my daughter and realize this is what we think is best for the three of us. For now at least.

I’m sure I’ll be emailing you again, thanks for the humor! Xox, Lady with 1 baby






To: SorryAboutLastNightShow@gmail.com

Sent: Monday, March 28, 2016, 11:46 P.M.

Subject: thank you queens

To My Queens,

At 20 years old, I’ve found that the past few years of navigating my entrance into adulthood have been difficult (as I’m sure it is for everyone). There’s been the normal growing up shit, like family drama, and then there’s been the not so normal shit that blindsides you. I’ve been raped twice. I hate even writing that . . . it feels dramatic. I was 18 and had just moved to the area the first time I was raped, and I was almost 20 the second time. I say that it feels dramatic for a couple reasons: 1) being raped once is sad and devastating, but twice is embarrassing and feels like overkill, and 2) even as a victim of rape, it feels like I’m undeserving of that title because the rapes were not violent. I know that’s ridiculous to say, because I understand the definition of rape and that it can be both violent and nonviolent, and I’m a proud fucking feminist who knows that despite nonviolent rape, they were still NOT ENTITLED TO MY BODY. The irony of this is that being raped caused my feminist awakening. Feminism found me soon after the first time, when I was feeling broken and disgusting. I blamed myself, and I was in a cloud of denial, despite the rational things the doctors told me happened to my body, despite the memory of a pill being shoved in my mouth, despite waking up naked with no recollection of anything after that pill, and despite bleeding from my vagina for a week. Somehow, I ignored it all, even though “rape” couldn’t have been spelled out any more clearly. The only thing that made me feel better in the weeks and months after being so grossly taken advantage of was when I typed “rape” into the search bar of Tumblr (I don’t have Tumblr, but the Tumblr world seemed warm and welcoming and a good place to search the term “rape”). Upon searching, I was greeted with so many memes about women’s rights and the fundamental concept that men are not ever fucking entitled to our bodies. It was through my Tumblr browsing that I realized what happened to me was not my fault; it should not have happened and I was in no damn way “asking for it.” Discovering feminism and readily agreeing with the concept on a core level is what helped me cross the bridge from denial to anger in being raped. Unfortunately, there are plenty of gross men out there who are horrible and feel entitled to getting their dick wet, and I was raped again after feeling emotionally stable and healed from what had happened before. This time was at a party on the island where I worked and I got really drunk (cause I’m a human and I’m allowed to get drunk if I damn well please, @thepatriarchy), and a guy who I worked with took advantage of my passed out, absolutely fucking wasted self on a couch. The only thing I remember from that night is the beginning when I started drinking, and later on waking up seeing him on top of me and inside of me, and passing out again after. The next morning, after examining bruises on my body (from falling drunk) and trying to piece together the night, I remembered that guy on top of me and just started bawling, asking my friend and coworker “How the fuck does this happen twice to someone? Am I just an easy target?”

It’s been about seven months since that island party, and I’ve grown into an even stronger woman than I was before. Some of that is from putting all of my energy into my goals and being good to myself, and some of that is from exceptional women who inspire me, like you two. Discovering your podcast was such a blessing. I love you guys and all the stuff you talk about, from the surface-level shit that makes me laugh out loud and bow down to you as Comedy Queens, to the deep shit that gives me all of the feels and makes me want to hug you both when I’m not even a hugger. Thanks for setting a precedent to both women and men on what a healthy and progressive mentality of sex looks like. Thanks for what you guys do. It’s important.






To: SorryAboutLastNightShow@gmail.com

Sent: Friday, August 5, 2016, 3:58 P.M.

Subject: I’m scared I will become a pedophile, or that I already am one.

Hey guys,

I want to preface this story by saying
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