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			About the Author

			Amy Nickell is a journalist and presenter. Whether she is oversharing in newspapers and magazines, such as the Metro, the Guardian and Grazia, or in front of the camera offering Jennifer Aniston Doritos, she’s never taken a standard approach. But the real surprise came when Amy discovered she was pregnant and without a boyfriend. Despite the bad press, unplanned pregnancy and single parenthood didn’t ruin her life and she’s been writing and talking about it ever since including appearances on Good Morning Britain and BBC Radio 4’s Woman’s Hour. She now lives in Berkhamsted, Hertfordshire with her son Freddy who is now three. Her favourite Spice Girl is Geri and she eats one avocado every day.

		

	
		
			About the Book

			Well, when is life REALLY going to plan?

			When Amy Nickell left university, she managed to nab herself her dream job as a celebrity reporter. She literally got paid to ask Robert Downey Jr. out for Nando’s, while living with her gay best friend, their Harry Styles cardboard cutout and their pet toad, Snoop Frog. Things were good, they were fun, and they definitely weren’t serious. That life took a very grown up, very serious detour when Amy found herself unexpectedly pregnant. Pregnant and without a boyfriend. And so her life went in an altogether new direction...

			From plus one dating to lactating way too near to Simon Cowell, this is Amy’s wonderfully frank, honest and hilarious story of a family that is anything but nuclear. So whether you’ve just arrived, are on the way or have been here a while, this is for anyone who’s found themselves scratching their head and wondering:

			‘How the hell did I end up here?’
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			Introduction

			Well, when is life really going to plan?

			Hello! I’m Amy and, like you probably do, I had an idea of where I wanted my life to go. A life running order, you might say. Sort of like a set list a band might have. And by the time I’d got to twenty-three, it seemed to all be going to plan – things were very much on track. I had a good job, an all right (ish) boyfriend, good friends and I was a responsible pet owner to my frog Snoop Frog. The train of life was chugging along its track completely to schedule. However, as with so many trains, there was signal failure ahead.

			You know the standard life plan, right? I bet you have one just like it. It goes something like this . . . pass your exams, go to university, get a 2.1, get a good – preferably dream – job, find soulmate, get married to soulmate, make baby with soulmate, repeat within your financial means, live happily ever after, end life on the property ladder. Ta da, life plan COMPLETE. Certificate of excellence waiting for you at the pearly gates. 

			However, my life didn’t end up sticking to the life order. Dunce hat for me. Instead – going back to my trusty band analogy – after the first few songs, my guitarist went on a rampage and ripped up the set list before smashing his own guitar over his head and admitting himself to the Priory.

			When I was at university, I used to say that I wanted to be like Holly Willoughby who was married and had two children by the time she was thirty. Thirty years old, married to a TV producer and presenting This Morning – that was a bit of me, right there. My entry into motherhood, however, wasn’t exactly the mirror image of Holly that I had hoped for. Ask little girls what they want to be when they grow up and I doubt any will say ‘a single mum’. It’s just not something we tend to want, is it? It’s just something people off Jeremy Kyle do. I had an actual degree – I was clever, right? Surely my ovaries wouldn’t betray me like that. When I was younger I thought girls who got pregnant unexpectedly must be pretty dim and if that did ever happen then the answer would be obvious. Then it did happen and guess what? The answer really wasn’t obvious. Oh, and my baby’s dad decided to bow out before the final act. Holly’s nice producer husband never did that.

			Cut forward nine months and I’m back in my hometown living with my parents in my mum’s converted walk-in wardrobe with a brand-new addition – a little baby, Freddy. Now, no one saw that coming. Especially my mother who thought she’d raised me better than to make an error like that. 

			But then something really incredible happened. My unplanned baby didn’t ruin my life. Rather, he made it. He taught me love I never knew possible, happiness I’d only seen hinted at before. And everything turned out more than OK; it turned out better than I ever could have imagined. My new life trumped my old life and I became a family. A family of two. 

			I just wish someone could have told me this when I weed on that stick and all I could see lying ahead was doom, gloom, dark circles and stretch marks. I was terrified and I really needn’t have been.

			So please, for the sake of future girls like me, can we stop judging for just a second. We might not be being carted off to mother and baby homes any more but the stigma is still very real. I know because I am judged every day. But being a parent isn’t about your marital status. You can be happy, fabulous and dare I say, flourish as a mum or a dad whether you’ve never married, you’re about to get hitched for the fifth time or you are three times divorced. 

			But getting here was an epic rollercoaster and it has taken me a long time to own my single mum status. I hope my story can inspire people to realise that there isn’t a ranking system or a ‘best’ type of family. It’s so engrained in our societal psyche that we have to keep things traditional like Holly Willoughby in order to be happy. Nuclear families are still the archetype for happiness.

			This book is for the one in three – the odd Instamum out. There are loads of us but we don’t have a voice and we’ve got a LOT to say. I wrote this for anyone who’s apologised on a date that they are a mum. For anyone who thinks they need to download a dating app like Plenty of Fish to make their family a ‘unit’. For all the women who send me messages on Facebook saying they never felt proud as parents just because they ended up, through no fault of their own, doing it solo. For any single mum boss who is not only owning but loving her solo parenting journey as much I am.

			Families come in all shapes and sizes; it’s the capacity to love that’s important. If you can do that, you will be an amazing parent whatever your circumstances. Single parents don’t need your pity, we just need your support. I want to make life just a little bit less petrifying for anyone who ever does find themselves doing something they always were told they shouldn’t.

			I snuck into motherhood uninvited. Arriving at motherhood was like I’d got on the wrong life train altogether and ended up in Leighton Buzzard. But when you do end up here, you realise life can be just fabulous. So if things haven’t gone to plan then don’t worry – this detour could be the best thing that ever happened to you.

			The only plan I now have is to ‘be happy’ and if my family is that, then I know things ARE going to plan. There are countless possible futures and each one can be as happy and successful as the last. So hang in there, it’s all going to be great. Whether you’ve just arrived, are on your way or been here a while, this is for anyone who’s found themselves scratching their head and wondering, ‘How the fuck did I end up here?’

		

	
		
			A Letter to Freddy

			My Freddy, 

			My little, my teeny weeny, my tiny, my pigsy; you are my piggles, my wiggles, my childish Bambino and my little gorgie man. These nicknames, I am sure, will serve you well into adulthood, and I’ll be sad if at least one doesn’t make it on to the back of a stag party T-shirt.

			Today is your third birthday and as I write this you are tucked up in your bed, not mine for a change, having insisted that a box of six eggs lays next to your pillow (eggs are an inexplicable ongoing obsession of yours), while I tap away plagiarising your childhood on the laptop in the next room.

			Three years ago today, on the day the iPhone 6 came out, as Goddy always reminds you, you gatecrashed into the world at 10.01 a.m. and everything I expected (I won’t go into detail but it wasn’t great stuff, no offence to the living you of now) – well, it just never came true. 

			Instead, you bring me a type of happiness I never even knew existed or was possible. You send my emotions through the wringer but you’ve helped me become me. I know I’m supposed to be nurturing and growing you (and I am, I promise – see potty training for more information) but you have changed ME in ways I had previously signed off and made redundant. 

			Four years ago I resigned myself to never feeling totally happy or confident. You changed all that. Somehow, call it biology, nature or just the fact you are the best, you made me feel both those things. You made me feel complete. 

			It’s only now that I know you were planned all along. You were and still are the most perfect surprise that I never even knew I wanted. Without you, my life would be very boring, and I would still be coasting along, missing a part I didn’t know I needed. 

			To summarise, you make my heart explode. No one can love anything as much as I love you. Maybe by the time you are able to read this, they’ll have an invention that can measure and prove this. Either that or you’ll just have to take my word and my daily barrage of cuddles as evidence.

			Thank you for being such a bloody superstar. It’s us against the world and I wouldn’t have it any other way. 

			Lots of love,

			Mummy

			P.S. Sorry for sneaking in your room every single night and whispering these sentiments in your ear. I just never want you to underestimate just how much you are loved. That’s why we don’t need a dad – we’ve enough of everything just the way things are.

		

	
		
			1

			Big Boobs, Bigger Problem

			Finding out I was pregnant when I did . . . it came as a bit of a shock. I think I would have been less shocked to have woken up with gangrene. Or on the flip side, Harry Styles. Want to hear how it happened? Well, like all good stories, it starts off with a quadrupling in tit size.

			‘Your boobs are HUGE,’ my friend said to me, grabbing one of my definitely larger-than-usual breasts. My flatmate, Lorcan, and I were holding our annual Simulation Christmas party for all our friends – basically, Christmas in January. We’d originally been so busy (well, drunk and disorganised) in December that we hadn’t had time to have a Christmas party, so we decided to host our Simulation Christmas on 25 January. Think full-on Christmas tree, decorations, mulled wine, Noddy Holder – the works. We even had Secret Santa. Just a month late when, actually, everyone was very much over Christmas and looking forward to Spring. 

			Lorcan and I had been living together for two years, and he was, and is, my best friend in the world. ‘Partners in crime’ I think people would say about us, probably with an annoying wink, which fundamentally means we did loads of stupid stuff together, got really drunk and basically just had a right laugh. We still do, to be honest. We met while reading the news together on Leeds Student Radio four years earlier, both having individually decided that, obviously, that was our extra-curricular activity of choice. Damn Freshers’ Fair. Based on this alone, it was always going to be a meeting of minds. After graduating we moved in together and were living in Golders Green in a rather lovely two-bed flat – all exposed brick and ‘hygge’ before it was even a thing. Just us two, our Harry Styles cardboard cutout and Snoop Frog, later joined by Blue Ivy the hamster, a rather unwise hungover impulse buy from the local pet shop. We thought Blue Ivy was a female, hence the name, until she inexplicably sprouted a pair of testicles about one month later. 

			At the time, Lorcan was working in PR and I was a celebrity reporter – we pretty much thought we were Edina and Patsy, and every Friday we would drink Prosecco (way before everyone else did) and shout ‘We have it all!’ out the window. We called it ‘We Have It All Fridays’. Sort of like Meat-Free Mondays, but not as health conscious or involving Paul McCartney. We’d shout ‘We have it all!’ until one of the neighbours told us to shut up and then we would head off to Freedom in Soho for the next two nights and spend all day Sunday battling the fear and eating pizza. Sometimes we’d put on Liverpudlian accents and prank call our exes or boys whose numbers we’d got the night before. I really loved this period and still think it was the best fun I’ll ever have. We always say we want ‘22’, the age we were then, tattooed on us somewhere because it really was a great time. Plus, I used to lie and say I was twenty-two until I was twenty-four. Basically, I spent two years after university being twenty-two, drinking Prosecco, interviewing Harry Styles and just having the biggest laugh. Sometimes all four at once, in fact. We made twenty-two cool WAY before Taylor Swift bothered.

			Working as a celebrity reporter was the type of thing that my childhood dreams were stuffed with. A typical Monday for me around this time would involve going down to the X Factor studios to interview whoever had left the show the previous week. Then I would head to some brand’s press day to blag as much free stuff as possible, before moving on to a ‘PR lunch’, where I would meet with a PR for a company that collaborates with pop stars and actors, supposedly to talk about potential media coverage I could give their clients, but actually I would just get free lunch and we would talk about who’s having sex with who in their office – before moving on to who is secretly having sex with who in celebrity land. Then in the evening, I would be packed off to a red carpet event with my video producer Phil to, well, basically cause a breach of the peace. Our finest moment was perhaps turning up at the Star Trek Into Darkness premiere with me dressed as Princess Leia. Princess Leia from Star Wars, that is. For those unfamiliar, it was akin to wearing a devil onesie to church. Another time we charged the red carpet at the Fast and Furious premiere with me dressed as a policewoman to give Vin Diesel a speeding ticket. He called me the ‘sexy side of the law’ and it was all very thrilling slash excellent and forever etched in the ‘proudest achievements’ section of my brain. Things were very unserious. Things were a right bloody laugh.

			So there we were hosting Simulation Christmas when I noticed I was getting very drunk much faster than usual, but I was quick to put this down to not having eaten that much. In fact, I hadn’t eaten anything at all, because for the past week I’d been fairly certain that I’d had a touch of food poisoning as I had been feeling slightly peaky. Perhaps I was coming down with a cold? Or maybe I was iron deficient and almost definitely needed to get healthy and eat more broccoli? 

			In any case, despite the ACTUAL CHRISTMAS TREE, expertly sourced from a shop in Gloucestershire that genuinely sells Christmas decorations 365 days a year, fully decorated with a fairy on top – or more accurately a Geri Halliwell Spice Girls doll – it was something else that was getting all the attention. 

			‘Your BOOBS!’

			‘WHERE HAVE THEY COME FROM?!’

			‘Have you just got a really good bra on?’

			‘You haven’t had a free boob job, have you? I saw that press release!’

			Pretty much every single human in attendance at that party had a comment to make about my chest. It hadn’t had so much attention since the chicken fillet craze of ’06. I made a careful mental note to wear this bra more often and then yawned yet again, wondering why I was so tired – it could only have been the stress of finding somewhere that stocks Christmas decorations in January. Genuinely very stressful. 

			‘Hey – maybe you’re PREGNANT. HAR HAR HAR,’ my friend Charlotte joked as if that was just about the most hilarious thing possible. I concluded I must have gained weight which for once hadn’t just gone straight to my bottom, and made a careful note to self to eat less Super Noodles and more vegetables. The party was a hit, despite no one eating the turkey and cranberry sauce sandwich platter I’d made. We played Justin Bieber’s sorely underrated Christmas album and drank way too many weird liquors that I concluded belonged only in chocolates. By the end, I’d drunk so much cherry brandy that I felt very sick indeed. 

			The next morning, I have never felt so hungover. In all of my then twenty-four years, I had never been a throwing-up kind of drunk; in fact I always pitied that type as I have a huge, huge aversion to being sick. Like, I’m pretty sure I could be on a This Morning phobia segment about it. But that morning, there I was making friends with the toilet bowl and cursing the fact that I couldn’t handle the festive cheer as well as I used to. I decided that I must be getting old: no longer could a bottle of Lucozade and twenty chicken nuggets cure a hangover, apparently. But then I realised my period hadn’t come . . . 

			Being scatty since birth, I figured I had simply lost track of the date or was just a bit late that month. This knicker no-show was sure to turn up – I even had period pains as evidence. You don’t get period pains if you are pregnant, do you? (N.B. Implantation pains. Very much a thing.) I mentioned my lack of period to my mum, who had come over to take me for lunch the next day, and, teaming that with my newfound, uninvited double Ds situation, she instantly said I needed to use a pregnancy test. In fact, she said she wouldn’t leave until I did. This was her reaction to any slight bodily change since I turned fifteen. So begrudgingly, I fetched a test – I already had one from when I’d had a similarly neurotic experience a while previously – and went to the loo, essentially just so that she would shut up and we could all get on with our lives and go to Caffè Nero for a too-hot panini. 

			Now, this is where things get blurry. My memory doesn’t like this bit; it’s not a fan of recalling the moments in that toilet – a defence perhaps Cheryl Cole also used. I also have no recollection of the three minutes I must have waited to see the results. I don’t even remember doing the wee. I don’t remember seeing the blue lines as they appeared, but I do remember feeling almost robotic, unlocking the door and passing the wee-covered stick to my mum who definitely saw the blue lines. ‘Oh darling,’ she said. Actually, I wish she had said that – in fact, think more: ‘Oh for fuck’s sake, Amy, it was only a matter of time.’

			At that point, my neighbour, who to my poor mother’s confusion just happened to be going through gender reassignment therapy at the time (yep, just like our hamster), came tumbling in through the unlocked front door saying something about leaving her phone at the party. ‘OH HI, SOPHIE! HOW ARE YOU? COME IN, THIS IS MY MUM!’ I gabbled enthusiastically, thinking that if I grinned hard enough then this situation would become all about Sophie’s lost iPhone and my mum’s inability to use correct pronouns – and no longer about me not being me any more. Because I wasn’t just me, any more, was I? If this stick was believed to be true then I was PREGNANT me – and to become me again I would either have to HAVE A BABY or take all sorts of scary, adult action to make it go away. And both of those options sucked. I would much rather have just found Sophie’s iPhone in a pile of tinsel before going for a nice, normal cup of tea at Caffè Nero with my mum, who in this hypothetical situation wouldn’t be looking at me like she hated me. I wondered at that point if it was too late to pass the whole thing off as an experiment with performance art? I suspected it was.

			After about a million hours of not finding her iPhone – ‘Maybe someone threw it in the light fitting?’, ‘Maybe, Sophie, I’ll check later, I promise’ – Sophie left and the two of us were alone again. Though now, depending on how you look at it philosophically, I suppose there were THREE of us. So what do you do when you need to escape the giant elephant in the room that’s taken up residency in your uterus? You decide that the best thing to do in this situation would be to go to Brent Cross shopping centre. I’m still not sure why. Maybe we thought I’d be less pregnant in Barnet? Only my mum couldn’t navigate to Brent Cross shopping centre and we ended up on the M1 to Leicester. She couldn’t navigate because I’d just told her I’d done the exact thing she’d spent her life instilling in me NOT to do.

			Since the day of my first period she’d been telling and retelling stories about her mate who got pregnant in the 1960s, was chucked out of Ireland and had to live in a bedsit in Palmer’s Green. Like any good mum, she made sure to drill it into me how a baby is chiefly a form of modern-day enslavement guaranteed to not only end your career, but quite possibly your life. Throughout my teenage years, I’d be carted off to the family planning clinic to be equipped with everything and anything I could possibly need to ward off any potential fertilisation. I think she’d have fitted me in a chastity belt if she could. I wished she had. As pregnancy’s chief opponent, it’s really quite incredible that she herself ended up having three children and has never once lived in a bedsit or in Palmer’s Green. 

			But when it came to me her views were unshakeable. I can still hear her drumming it into me as a teenager: ‘Just DON’T end up pregnant. It’s so easy these days to protect yourself; only someone really stupid would actually end up pregnant.’ And she was right, it is bloody easy to protect yourself, but I somehow hadn’t; I’d let her down and now I was stuck. My pregnancy was very much here and left to its own devices, a baby would be getting dumped off by the stork in about nine months’ time, via my beloved vagina which would almost certainly suffer one of those third-degree tears. Which would serve me right for being such a chief idiot. 

			At this point, my brain just started playing the most relentless game of ‘what if’ imaginable. What if I have the baby and wish I hadn’t? What if I don’t have the baby and wish I’d had the baby? What if my tits actually explode? . . . Meanwhile, my mum continued to hear the sat nav in a foreign language and head us into the north. Some people reckon they feel angry in this situation; I know that because I Googled it. But why would I feel angry? The only person I could have been angry at was myself and my mum was certainly covering that base. I was more just incredibly panicked, as if I were having an extended anxiety attack. I felt like I was trapped in my own body, hurtling further and further away from the life I recognised. Normal seemed a very long way away. 

			And so, with the weight of all that shit on my shoulders, lost on a motorway somewhere near the Midlands, I just cried and cried. Wailed like a cow that’s just had its baby whipped away, which is kind of ironic in the circumstances. Not nice, neat crying like Amanda Holden does on Britain’s Got Talent, but rather the type of crying that makes you look like a punched panda with conjunctivitis. Where you need so much time to cry that you don’t even have time to breathe and end up making that loud, staccato, gulpy noise instead.

			My body was a prison, and I felt utterly trapped within it. I had lost control. This all sounds horribly dramatic now, but at the time it felt akin to being told I had a terminal illness. It was as if someone had said to me, ‘You know your carefully thought-out life plan? Nah, have this instead.’

			BUT I DON’T WANT THAT, I DIDN’T ORDER THAT. SEND IT BACK TO THE BLOODY KITCHEN.

			‘Shut up, you’re having it.’

			Up until the actual whole ‘living it for myself’ bit, I really did think it would be as easy as just sending it back to the kitchen. Hit reverse, tell yourself it’s just a ball of cells and then reassemble for original life plan part one. Maybe #shoutmyabortion on Twitter before pitching a cautionary first-person confessional to The Pool. ‘If I ever DID get pregnant . . . well, I wouldn’t be pregnant for long,’ I remember saying to Lorcan one day a few years earlier. I was certain I’d hit delete. 

			As it turned out, for me, it definitely wasn’t as easy as that, and it was time to buckle in for some true emotional trauma, super-charged by all those delightful pregnancy hormones circulating my now shared body. Sitting in the car, my mind still frantically racing, I thought out a list of ways that this baby, this little person, could negatively affect my life enough to risk possible long-term regret and a lifetime of very expensive therapy sessions:

			Realistically, I’d probably have to move home for a bit. Bin off ‘We Have It All Fridays’. 

			My grandad would have to know.

			I might get a wonky vagina.

			My mum would have to tell her friends, who would act all concerned but secretly feel relieved that it was her daughter and not theirs. 

			I’d have to quit smoking and drinking with immediate effect.

			And that was all just for starters.

			Up until then, I felt like I’d only ever done things to make my parents proud of me. I’d got the good GCSE results, an all right degree that wasn’t in sports science. They could tell their friends that I’d interviewed Simon Cowell – albeit asking him what brand of toilet roll he uses. Even though I smoked and didn’t have a TV licence, I was – for the most part – a success story for the family name. But now I felt like the ‘problem child’ who had very much fucked up. 

			There were two choices here, and neither one was right or wrong – I wished there was a definite answer, but there wasn’t. Instead, I had to wait a very long nine months for that. Don’t worry; I’ve got it now. But then, all I had was just a load of working-out paper and no answer. 

			Slowly, alongside all the immediate panic and fear, some thoughts started to emerge about the possibility of keeping the baby. After all, having had a particularly, er, hedonistic early twenties – I definitely did have it all – I’d already had all the drinks and bad men I could scrape from the bottom of the barrel so I knew I could deal without the pubs and clubs. This lifestyle also meant I hadn’t slept properly since 2005, so I was used to the whole not-sleeping situation. Perhaps, actually, I’d been having too much fun and it wouldn’t be a bad idea to take this opportunity to grow up – even though I appreciated that motherhood was a bit of a dramatic means of fast-tracking into adulthood. I spent way too much time in my own head, so maybe it would be good for me to shift and share my focus with someone else? And I’d already finished all the studying I needed to do; I wasn’t destitute; I would still have the same skills, talents and fancy dress wardrobe. I would still be me. 

			Then there was the fact that my relative youth could actually be seen in a positive light. My mum was forty-two when she had me and although I wouldn’t change my family for anything, I’d always been super-conscious I would have less time with her than my friends would with their mums. I was twenty-four and having a baby now would close the gap. 

			But the PLAN – oh, the precious, carefully carved life plan – it didn’t go like this. The order was work another ten years, meet someone worth breeding with, marry them and bear their children. Repeat. Grow old together. The plan was definitely not work for a bit, have a weird fling with someone completely unsuitable, have his baby, future TBC. No one went off-grid when it came to life. If I went off plan, I’d almost certainly be poor and miserable. 

			But then – my racing thoughts flipflopping again – was this all about me? Or was it now about someone else – a little stowaway who had somehow made it all the way to a beating heart? After all, plans could be changed and postponed. And like those signs in the B&M home store (my fave) were always telling me: life begins when you are busy making other plans. Why DID unplanned have to automatically mean unwanted? Perhaps I actually wanted this deep down – I’d just never considered it. Now I had seen for myself that you really don’t know what’s around the corner, what life is about to chuck at you – so what if this was my one chance to be a mother? I’d always wanted to be a mum but always worried I’d never deem a time ‘right’. But is there really ever a ‘right’ time? Would I ever really feel settled enough or be ready to take a career break? Surely every journey into motherhood comes with its own challenges; there is no perfect ‘one time fits all’. And it’s not always as simple weighing up whether your job, relationship and experiences are exactly where you’d like them, as there’s also the very real possibility that pregnancy won’t come when you want it. The universe obviously thought that this was the right time so perhaps there really was no time like the present? 

			Really though, my final decision just boiled down to me feeling that what was done was done and for me, it was too late to intervene. It’s a woman’s individual decision and I think I had made mine while I was still sobbing in that car going the wrong way up the motorway. No deep moral objections, no politics; I just sided with my own personal instincts. If the circumstances were different, I may well have chosen otherwise. But in that moment, for me – it was the choice I made.

			Eventually, Mum remembered how to drive and we made it back to her house where, sitting in the kitchen I grew up in, I carried on wailing like a cow. I looked at my mum and knew what was going to come out of her mouth: ‘Look, let me help you make an appointment, and we’ll get this taken care of, OK? Don’t worry about this. It will be like it never happened.’ 

			This is what I expected her to say. Instead my mum squeezed my hand and said: ‘Look, don’t do it if it’s going to break your heart.’ My lovely mum was definitely very lovely in that moment, and at long last the wailing turned into more of a light snivel. My situation said ‘have the baby’, my gut said ‘have the baby’ – or maybe it was the actual baby which was pretty close to my guts at this stage . . . Either way, for me, right then, at that moment my decision was confirmed. 

			Mind now made up, I was surprised by how ashamed I felt. Having an unplanned baby is basically like walking around with a sign saying ‘I CAN’T EVEN DO SEX RESPONSIBLY’, in a world where it is SO easy to do responsible sex. Thank you, Durex. I felt embarrassed to be so self-indulgent as to actually HAVE a baby – like something off Teen Mom or like I was Sarah-Louise Platt in Corrie. I knew that most people would think that the right and sensible thing to do in my situation would be to terminate. I even knew people who had had terminations – but I didn’t know anyone who had been so reckless as to actually bring an unplanned baby into the world. 

			My embarrassment was so real that I started (and sometimes still do) lying about the number of weeks pregnant I was, just to avoid it looking like it was my decision to keep the baby. For the record, I was eight weeks when I found out . . . OK, I was seven. I have said I was anything up to twenty weeks just to make sure people say, ‘Oh wow, you didn’t really have a choice then.’ ‘I even had periods!’ I will always add – just so they can’t catch me out. A selfish move on my behalf, because this also instils terror into all women, who instantly believe that they are a ticking pregnant time bomb. This does sound really awful, but not having an abortion was – in my head – a very unpopular decision. I was afraid people would think it was the ultimate spoiled brat move, as I was in a privileged enough position to be able to get away with it. I felt like I shouldn’t be able to be happy about the decision. 

			It definitely surprised people. I was once interviewing one of the main characters from TOWIE when I was seven months pregnant, and he ended up finding out a bit about the circumstances. Rather bluntly, he asked: ‘Sorry, but why didn’t you just have an abortion?’ Which, if I’m being honest, is probably what I would have thought – though perhaps not said – had I met pregnant me before this whole thing happened.

			I’d surprised myself. The decision was supposed to be obvious. But then the stomach flutters, the morning sickness, the massive boobs . . . it was all so real. I know it’s normal to have ‘mixed emotions’ even when you are trying for a baby, or so I hear, but this was next level shit. This was definitely: ‘THIS stuff is normal, but if you are experiencing THESE symptoms, we advise you to contact a health professional’, and mine were very much in the latter category. So I did – in fact I spoke to Marie Stopes on the phone so much during the first week or two that I considered sending the call handler flowers to say thank you. For those of you who haven’t had to Google ‘abortions near me’, Marie Stopes provide support, services and treatments to women who find themselves pregnant when they didn’t intend to be. And not just the ones that decide against the idea of having a baby.

			For the next few weeks, my mind was experiencing the pregnancy equivalent of bipolar – one day I was genuinely excited and couldn’t wait for this new chapter in my life, which was good because it was definitely on its way, and the next, I would be on the phone to the Pre and Post Natal Depression Advice and Support charity (PANDAS). PANDAS’ helpline convinced me I had antenatal depression. One day I would be almost enjoying researching baby names or looking up whether the baby was the size of a grape or a pea. The next I would be crying – perhaps more accurately howling – to Lorcan that I felt my body had been invaded by a parasite like something in Men in Black (sorry, Freddy of now, my beautiful little alien). I’d grow convinced that even if people did forgive me, there was no way that they would ever forgive the baby for turning up unannounced. In my darker moments, I was sure my family were slapping a smile on for my sake, secretly hating this unborn soul for inflicting such chaos on to them. Essentially, I thought everyone had Freddy down as a womb terrorist. As it turns out, as the pregnancy progressed, they really were just excited to meet their new family member. However, paranoid pregnant me was convinced they were all just really good actors.

			It had become clear that there was nothing single about my pregnancy. It wasn’t just my life changing – it was everyone’s around me too and I wasn’t convinced then that the changes were welcome. I battled with relentless internal guilt that I’d messed up not only my life, but theirs too. Not to mention their reputation down the golf club. At one point, I even considered faking my own miscarriage so that I could change my mind and no one would have to know. The next day, I phoned my mum saying how devastated I would be to lose my baby. They don’t mention THAT on the BabyCentre app. A Clear Blue advert it wasn’t, as my hundred or so calls to the very patient professionals at Marie Stopes would have told you. For this reason
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