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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.

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.
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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 twenty-somethings. 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.
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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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	A Word from the Woman Who Made Corinne (aka Corinne’s Mom)




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: image]
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