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Dedicated to our dear lord and savior,
Britney Jean Spears.
Without your gyrating hips
and diamond-encrusted G-strings,
I wouldn’t be the man I am today.




Introduction

I have a lot of opinions. Kevin is the hottest Backstreet Boy. Grape jelly is a crime against nature. A threesome will never—never!—save your relationship. Same goes for a baby. If you wear flip-flops in New York City, you do not love yourself.

But if there is one opinion—no, one TRUTH—that I hold above all others, it’s that we shouldn’t take ourselves, or our lives, too seriously. And that we shouldn’t let the fear of looking stupid or messing up or being judged hold us back from living the lives we deserve. It’s not that deep, boo.

Life can be scary. I know this. But I also know that facing the scary shit, even sometimes laughing in the face of it, can change our lives. When I first auditioned to be a Peloton instructor, I had never taught a fitness class. I was fumbling through my twenties, trying to keep my head above water. I worked as a cater waiter by day, and in the evenings I helped the bottle service girls at the Box, a provocative nightclub on the Lower East Side, making sure no one was taking videos of the topless performers. (Shaking titties has been a theme of my career.) Hustling until three A.M. was bearable only because I got to watch a trans performance artist pee all over wealthy investment bankers.

Earlier in my career, I’d tried to make it as a professional dancer. I performed with a bunch of big names, including Nicki Minaj and Katy Perry, but by the time I was at the Box, dancing was mostly behind me. Still, one of the directors there had a friend who worked at an early-stage fitness company, and he was looking for performers who were interested in exercise and who might be good at teaching. That director knew I was a dancer, and he knew I liked to go to the gym, so he sent me the listing. And even though I hadn’t taught fitness a day in my life, even though I was scared I might be in over my head, I thought, why not make a little extra coin? No, I didn’t know what I was doing. Yes, I knew I might look like a fool. But I sent in my headshot and résumé anyway, and after a thirty-minute interview, Marion Roaman, then the chief content officer of Peloton, announced, “You start training next week.”

What can I say, a cute face and determination can open a lot of doors.

A year later, I was working at Peloton full-time. Nine years after that, I’m still at the company, teaching cycling and boot camp and dance cardio and meditation classes to seven million members, and I’ve taken my fun and flirty approach to fitness to a global platform, including an appearance on Dancing with the Stars and a hosting gig at the GLAAD Media Awards.

It’s been a wild ride, but it hasn’t been an easy one. When I got the job at Peloton, I was in the ring alongside people like Robin Arzón, badass lawyer and ultramarathoner, and I was just trying to figure out how to teach a class while also pedaling my legs. When I was cast on Dancing with the Stars, I was competing against icons like Mel C., aka Sporty Spice, aka the hardest-working Spice Girl (this is not up for debate; she can do a back handspring and handle the most challenging vocals), and it was terrifying! And then I got COVID and had to dance alone via Zoom from my apartment . . . ON NATIONAL TELEVISION. (And to Britney Spears no less. If there’s one thing you should know about me, it’s that Britney is my queen—and has been ever since sixth grade, when they projected the “. . . Baby One More Time” video onto a screen at the Guilford Middle School dance. I was immediately enthralled. Like, Werk, what is this, I love it. Whenever I hear Britney Spears, I fuck shit up, and it’s not so easy to fuck shit up over Zoom.) Every time I do something new or out of my comfort zone—which happens more and more these days—I get nervous. The world is a crazy place, and there’s a lot going on that is out of our control. Sometimes you need to fix your tits and get on with it, and other times you have to sit in the uncomfortable spaces to get through them. But when we can recognize the absurdity of it all and laugh about it together, it doesn’t feel so tough. So laugh, bitch! Laugh at it all! Adding levity to the difficult moments is what connects us to our joy—and there’s enough out there trying to steal our joy (hello, Jamie Lynn Spears).

Here’s something else I’ve been known to tell riders, in between my TED Talks on topics like black licorice (no), TRL (YES), and cash bars (why did you invite me?): You are fierce. You are fabulous. You are a hot steaming plate of fajitas at a packed Chili’s on a Friday night turning heads. No, not the complimentary basket of chips and salsa— you’re the fajita! The shrimp fajitas. The expensive kind. That’s the kind of confidence I’m looking for from you. Rich shrimp-fajita-level confidence. Because before you can get fit, before you can get paid, before you can find somebody to love who will love you like you deserve, you need to love yourself.

Listen, I don’t really know how to say this without sounding like a cringey asshole, but here goes: I always knew I was a star. I knew I was special, even when I was being told that everything about who I was was wrong. And that negativity came at me a lot. As a kid, I got made fun of for acting like a girl. I got ridiculed for loving to dance. I was the boy in seventh grade teaching the girls the “Oops! . . . I Did It Again” choreography. (You know those filler days at the end of the year when testing is over but summer break hasn’t started yet? By the end of those two days in the year 2000 every thirteen-year-old girl in my class knew how to move like Britney in her red vinyl catsuit.) Not exactly under the radar. Even as an out gay man, I felt pressure to play the part of the hyper-masculine gay guy—a role that is very not me—because that’s what lots of men gravitate to. But even when I was trying to hide my authentic self, or change myself to fit a mold, I believed, deep down, that one day I would shine. As a kid I thought I would be an actor, because that’s what stars did. Then, when I realized I couldn’t act, I thought I’d be a dancer—and I had some success there, but plenty of failures, too. It wasn’t until I landed at Peloton and was finally being validated for being GAY AS FUCK that I could look back and say, See, bitch, you always knew you were a star. People tried to convince you that you weren’t worthy, that you were extra, that you needed to be different . . . but you had it all along.

That said, feeling destined for stardom and loving yourself are not the same thing. Even if loving other people comes naturally, it’s hard to hold the mirror up to ourselves and face all the insecurities and messiness of our lives and still remember that we’re that bitch. For me, that aha moment came after a breakup. I’d been dating a guy that I loved a lot, and the relationship ended because I cheated on him— well, there was some gray area based on what we’d agreed upon, but I definitely hurt this person that I cared about, and I realized I had some real work to do. I understood that if I could sabotage my own happiness so severely, if I could get in my own way like that, then I needed to focus on loving myself. That’s when I began to connect to the idea of self-love, to prioritize it for myself, and start encouraging it in others.

So, a lot of this book will touch on just that: how to love yourself. Because it can be confusing! Self-love doesn’t mean never being sad or not having a hard time. It means valuing yourself enough to feel those feelings while still knowing your worth. And it means pressing pause on the wallowing long enough to take care of yourself in the ways that you need. I often define self-love as the act of differentiating between what you need and what you want. Sometimes you want a rest day, but sometimes you truly need a rest day. Sometimes you want another vodka soda, but what you actually need is a gallon of H2O. You might want a hot guy with tattoos that leaves you on “read” for twelve hours and then gives you a one-word answer, but what you need is a nice guy with a good job who talks to his mom once a week. And while you’re reading this book, learning for yourself the difference between what you want and what you need? Well, I’m not saying I’ll fill in any gaps by telling you what you need, but I am here to say that nobody, for example, needs a wooden LIVE LAUGH LOVE sign from Home Goods in their living room. They just don’t. It’s time to elevate your décor. You’re welcome, Susan.

Which brings me back to the beginning of this introduction, and all those opinions I mentioned. I’ve had them all my life. I was an energetic and talkative little boy who turned into a brash and up-front man. It has gotten me into trouble, I’m not gonna lie. But I’m an opinionated homosexual, I can’t help it. When it comes to my takes on pop culture or modern-day behavior, those observations may sound like judgments, but I prefer the term tactful pettiness. I may be reading someone for filth, but I like to think I do so with respect and consideration even in my bitchiest moments. Shade is rooted in respect. If I’m not reading you, I don’t love you. And when it comes to giving advice . . . well, I do keep it real, but, like I said, it always comes from a place of love. I just want people to be better. I want to share what I’ve learned in case I can protect you from making the same mistakes I have. And maybe it’s because I’m a good listener, or maybe it’s just that I love to hear myself talk, but something about that honest-to-a-fault approach seems to work, because my friends have been coming to me for advice for as long as I can remember.

Since early 2020, Peloton users have gotten in on the fun, sending me their relationship, self-love, and pop culture questions for a recurring series called “XOXO, Cody.” During the rides, I’ve answered questions ranging from “What should I do about a boyfriend who only says ‘I love you’ when he’s drunk?” (Have a conversation! Communicate!) to “Should I pursue my work crush at the holiday party?” (Have you not seen Love Actually? It didn’t work for Laura Linney.) From “How many dates should I wait to have sex?” (Um, zero to however many you want) to “My booty call doesn’t even get me off, what should I do?” (You did not survive a pandemic to fake an orgasm, okay?) I’ve shared stories from my own relationships, and sounded off, more than once, on which Disney princes I’d love to smash (Beast, but only in Beast form; he was too pretty as a man).

So that’s what I hope to do with this book. To share the life lessons I’ve learned in my thirty-six years, in case they can help you become the best or most joyful version of yourself. You don’t have to be a Peloton member or a fitness junkie to get something out of these pages; you just have to be willing to laugh and to consider the idea that life doesn’t have to be so heavy all the time. I’ll tell you stories of my childhood growing up in North Carolina; of the drunken night in college I couldn’t get it up for a girl and finally accepted, once and for all, that I had sugar in my tank; of moving to New York to do an internship at Broadway Dance Center; of transplanting my mama Cindy to Brooklyn, four blocks away from me, and finally making peace with our relationship. I’ll offer my take on raising your fee (the time is now!), and share what it was really like to dance with the stars. As with any “XOXO, Cody” affair, I’ll answer some of your questions, taken straight from my DMs, and I’ll detail my personal opinions on everything from the best afterschool snacks to the most frightening Mario Kart characters. (If you choose to be Princess Peach, we have some daddy issues to process, babe.)

My hope for you is that, after laughing with me for a couple hundred pages, you put down this book and feel more empowered to laugh at yourself. The reality is we’re all just sitting here on a rock in a solar system inside another solar system and we don’t know shit about what else is out there. We. Don’t. Know. Shit! Hell, this might just be a simulation. When we remember that, it’s a lot easier to say, “Okay, whatever, Imma try to do what I want and if it sticks, great. And if I fail, I’ll pick myself up, dust off my wig, and keep pumping.”

There’s one last thing I want you to know as you embark upon these pages: I’m figuring shit out right alongside you. I am a work in progress. I have days where I feel like I’ve got my shit together—I drink my water and do my workouts and feel like I’m conquering the world one cringe TikTok post at a time—and I have days where I feel like a trashy bitch, staying in my underwear all day, bingeing Golden Girls and drinking white wine with frozen grapes (to keep it chilled, of course). That’s okay. The idea is not to be perfect. The idea is to be yourself.

So fix your wig. Grab a water. Grab a towel. Get your life together.

Let’s do this.
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