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			INTRODUCTION

			Hello, bitches, it’s so lovely to meet you. I’m assuming you’ve picked up this book because you’re curious about having kids, you’re currently up the duff, or you’re stumbling through the early days of parenthood with a mattress-sized sanitary towel between your legs and wondering what the hell has just happened. That, or you’re killing time in WHSmith, waiting for your flight to Ibiza. You lucky bastard. Either way, I’m going to take a wild guess and say you’re probably here because you’re searching for something that most parenting books have failed to deliver: the brutal truths about early motherhood. Well, you’re in luck, sister, because as the title suggests, that’s exactly what I’m hoping to administer.

			Some of you may already know me, while others will be wondering who the hell I am, and what authority I have to be writing a book about motherhood. Well, let me tell you, I’m no one special, or spectacular. I’m just a very average woman who happens to be a mum, and who accidentally gained a tiny ounce of recognition on the internet talking about motherhood from a frank, and hopefully funny, perspective. I’m no more of an expert or a specialist than anybody else; the insight I have gained into motherhood comes from my own lived experience of having grown, birthed and nurtured two babies, and that in itself has been quite an education. But don’t worry, the information and advice shared in this book hasn’t just been plucked out of my anus. It’s been informed by up-to-date research alongside input from a team of experts including a midwife, a sleep consultant and a breastfeeding specialist.

			From a very early age, I knew I wanted to be a mum; in fact, I was a tad obsessed about my future unborn babies. While my peers were busy role-playing being doctors, astronauts and superheroes, I was preoccupied with shoving pillows up my jumper and pretending to be pregnant, birthing my dollies out of my tiny foof and breastfeeding my plastic offspring from my milkless bee-sting nips. Nothing carried as much significance to me as the prospect of one day becoming a mum. But fast-forward thirty years of pining over random babies, blowing many many frogs to find my Prince Charming and finally arriving at a place where motherhood was in reach and – BAM! – I got pregnant, and everything I thought I knew about carrying a child, giving birth and finally having a baby of my own turned out to be a load of absolute bollocks.

			See, the biggest secret of motherhood is that in reality it’s actually fucking hard – yet no one seems to talk about it. Not just from the physical perspective of having to grow and carry a child for nine months and then squeeze it out of your vagina, but also the mental and emotional toil that being responsible for the life of a tiny human can involve. Despite spending my formative years trying to latch a plastic dolly on to my tits, motherhood did not come easily to me. From the outset it felt like a torrent of physical, mental and emotional headfuckery that left my body feeling like a tattered ragdoll and my mind in a permanent fog of unknowing. Becoming a mother made me feel more alone, isolated and bewildered than I have ever felt in my entire life. And all at a time when I needed support the most.

			But that’s where I hope this book will come in handy. Think of the next thirteen chapters as your pregnancy, birth and postpartum BFF. It’s that special kind of mate that you can get outrageously drunk with, tell your deepest darkest secrets to without the fear of being judged, and who will hold your hair back reassuringly and ensure you take regular sips of water when you’re violently vomiting up Jägerbombs at the end of the night. This book is that bird. Solid, sound and surprisingly practical in a crisis.

			Over the course of reading this book, you will learn more about what to expect from the physical, mental and emotional onslaught of having kids, as well as exploring some of the more taboo aspects of pregnancy, birth and mothering that other parents are too embarrassed, afraid or ashamed to reveal and that, funnily enough, are never included in parenting books or antenatal classes. We’ll start with Pregnancy: there’s an alien in my uterus, where you’ll discover some of the weird and wonderful ways in which carrying a baby transforms your being. Then we’ll move on to some essential pre-labour tips and tricks to lube you up for birth in Birth Preparation: Getting ready to ruin your vagina, before tackling the main perineum-splitting event of actually having your baby in Pre-labour, Labour and Pushing and delivery. This is followed by the aftermath of having extracted a human watermelon out from your uterus in The aftermath and Welcome to Babygeddon, before moving on to the remaining chapters exploring everything from the struggles of breastfeeding, the hell of sleep deprivation, learning to love your postpartum body and navigating sex for the first time after giving birth. Then we’ll round off with a little delve into feeling like an isolated loner in Loneliness: marooned on the Island of Motherhood.

			I will use the term ‘mother/mum’ in this book as a catch-all for anyone – male, female or other – who is tasked with the duty of full-time childcare. However, the content is very vagina-heavy. Being a cis white woman, I am aware of my privilege and how that would have shaped my experience of pregnancy, birth and the postpartum period, but I’m hoping the information within this book will have universal appeal to every mum out there, no matter their background. It contains everything I wish I’d known before having my babies; from swollen vulvas, dinner-plate areolas, shitting in labour, the horror of postpartum haemorrhoids, losing your confidence and identity, going out of your mind from sleep deprivation, right through to salvaging a sex life when your pelvic floor feels like it’s going to fall out of your vagina. Had I been prepared for all of that and the rest, the journey into motherhood might not have felt like such a massive kick to the vag.

			So let’s crack on with it, and what better place to start this journey than at the very beginning, at the moment when your baby is formed and your life changes forever – insemination, baby. Strap yourself in, bitches, it’s going to be quite a ride.
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			PREGNANCY

			There’s an alien in my uterus

			Hooray, you made it! However you got here – penis in vagina, turkey baster up the minge, eggs in a petri dish – welcome to pregnancy! Herein begins your journey to parenthood, so buckle up, babes, and let’s get going.

			The next nine months will no doubt be filled with a whole host of changes for you, your partner, your lifestyle and, probably most notably, your body. Although you will almost certainly not be showing yet, over the next few months you will watch in awe, and occasionally terror, as your anatomy adapts to accommodate the growing life inside you. This chapter will reveal some of the less-discussed physical and emotional changes that may not be covered at your average antenatal class – developing saucer areolas, for example; discovering your nipples have grown a beard; or the surprise of half your anal tissue exiting your bumhole. These are just a few of the treats that pregnancy may bestow upon you.

			Of course, as I will reiterate frequently throughout this book, every pregnancy, labour and baby is different, so no two experiences are necessarily going to be the same – even between your own pregnancies. Some women will sail through pregnancy with no adverse side-effects and will blossom gracefully like ethereal goddesses glowing maternal radiance and beauty. The lucky cows. But for the rest of us, it’s going to be fucking shit.

			I’m joking, of course (I’m not). It’s not all terrible; there is something truly magical about carrying a child – from watching your stomach grow to accommodate them, to hearing baby’s heartbeat for the first time and seeing them on the ultrasound, to feeling that first distinct kick. In between the nausea and the fatigue, being pregnant can feel incredible. You just have to roll with the dice that you’re dealt, however vomit-fuelled or hairy nipped it may turn out, and know that the rubbish bits won’t last forever. And, of course, there’s a big fuck-off reward at the end of the nine months in the form of your newborn baby.

			Hopefully this chapter will provide you with a little comfort in knowing that some other desperate, haemorrhoid-ridden bitch has been through it too. Pregnancy really is a miracle when you think about it, although it might not feel that way when you’re throwing up into a Sainsbury’s bag for life on the District line during rush hour.

			Spunkfest

			Getting pregnant is the easy bit, right? You meet the person of your dreams, foolishly decide to have kids, welcome a hot load of jizz up your fallopian tubes and – hey presto – you’ve procreated! Simple.

			Well, first time round that did indeed happen for my husband and me, with the whole business of getting up the duff taking little more than one night of inebriated steamy passion. So when it came to conceiving baby number two, I fully expected to have one dirty dingle on his dangle and my eggs would be thoroughly fertilised. But as it turns out, conception is a surprisingly complex and nuanced process, requiring very specific conditions in which to occur. In layman’s terms: a bit of spunk up your minge doesn’t necessarily make a baby.

			Statistically speaking, 92 per cent of couples between the ages of nineteen and twenty-six will get pregnant within a year of trying if they have regular sex and don’t use contraception. That percentage gradually declines as you age, and by the time a woman reaches forty-five, the chances of natural conception occurring with no medical assistance or intervention are pretty slim. And contrary to popular belief, men aren’t exempt from age-related fertility issues either. Post forty, a man’s sperm quality gradually decreases, making conception 30 per cent less likely for men over the age of forty compared with men under thirty. Basically, biology is an ageist cunt. But don’t panic, pregnancy is still possible even with your ancient ovaries/jizz. One study found that among couples aged thirty-five to thirty-nine having regular unprotected sex, 82 per cent will conceive after one year and 90 per cent after two years – so keep boning.

			I was thirty-six at the point when we began trying for my second child, so I was considered to be ‘of advanced maternal age’ (the bastards), and my biological clock was ticking with the alarming urgency of a detonating bomb. Each deafening tick felt like it took my ovaries one step closer to drying up, detaching and falling out of my vag like two shrivelled husks of corn. I am exaggerating; my reproductive organs were perfectly moist and juicy, but after trying for several months and failing to get pregnant, it was clear that I wasn’t the fertile nymph that I had been three years previously when I cooked up my first baby.

			So I began to track my cycle with the rigour of an MI5 agent on a vaginal mission to uncover the hidden secrets of my ovaries. Well, it wasn’t that exciting, actually, I just did a bit of research and starting using the ‘fertility awareness’ method to work out my most fertile window for a bit of pum-pum action. This involved recording my basal body temperature each day, observing my vaginal discharge and feeling the position of my cervix.

			Sounds sexy, doesn’t it? Each morning I would stick a thermometer in my gob, record my temperature and then spend the day checking on the state of my vaginal discharge to look out for any changes in appearance or texture to indicate whether I was approaching ovulation. (It becomes like egg white when your clunge is hungry for sperm, but budding bakers beware – it makes a shocking meringue. Just ask Mary Berry.) It was the first time in my life that I’d been so intimate with my vaginal secretions. Of course, I’d seen it many times before, lurking about in my undercrackers, but I’d never scooped it out, manhandled it like putty, held it three inches from my face for a better look or presented to it my husband for inspection. He’d take one look at it and throw up into his own mouth. I felt like Slimer from Ghostbusters.

			And feeling my cervix was like playing a game of ‘what’s in the bag?’ but rather ‘what the fuck is that in my vagina?’ As you approach ovulation, your cervix rises up to the top of your vagina and becomes softer and moister. At the height of ovulation, it should feel more like your lips than your nose, but I’ve felt my lips and they’ve never felt like a plate of hot offal. Admittedly, I nobbed off the cervix fingering because I had absolutely no idea what the hell was going on up there. A few weeks of doing this and I felt much more in tune with my body and could pinpoint my exact moment of ovulation. Sex suddenly became very strategic. But our biggest problem was actually wanting to have sex in the first place. Not that we weren’t still attracted to each other (I’m lying) but in all honesty, we were knackered.

			At this point we were parents to a two-year-old child, and as I’m sure the majority of parents will agree, toddlers are the biggest cockblockers of all time. Most days in their company will leave you feeling like you’ve taken repeated kicks to the vag from a pair of size-14 Dr Martens steel-toe-capped boots. They drain every resource you have in your reserves, both physically and mentally, leaving you with very little desire or want for much else than a warm bath, a family bar of Dairy Milk, silence and an 8p.m. bedtime. Dick was most certainly not on my agenda. However, the pressure of only having this six-day window of fertility each month meant we had no choice but to do the dirty deed, knackered or not. Armoured with coffee, lube and Barry White, we accepted our spunky mission and submerged ourselves in the greatest, most regimented and functional minge marathon of all time. With a cervix pumped full of jizz and sporting a slightly chafed fanny, now began the anxious two-week wait to find out whether operation spunkfest was a success. And indeed it was. I was pregnant.

			The walking dead

			A lot of women will tell you that they knew as soon as they were pregnant because they ‘felt different’. I’ve been pregnant four times in my life and was never blessed with that intuition, so in my opinion, that’s a load of bollocks. The first few weeks felt much like any other; I was moody, snappy, a bit anxious, but as my husband will testify, that’s just my general vibe on a day-to-day basis. It wasn’t until I took a pregnancy test (or as was the case with my daughter, I recorded a continuous fortnight of high basal temperatures) that I had any indication that a tiny fertilised egg had burrowed its way into my uterus. Cue a few weeks later and suddenly the physical signs of pregnancy began to develop.

			Now growing a life is hard work. As soon as your body enters incubation mode, your uterus becomes a hive of activity as your fertilised egg begins the incredible transformation from an abstract bunch of cells into an embryo and then a foetus. You don’t have much to show for it at the beginning but all that biological wizardry unfolding inside you is going to feel pretty exhausting.

			I actually had no idea what tiredness was before children, and pregnancy was a good indicator of what was to come once they were born. Consider it sleep-deprivation training; pregnancy is the warm-up round and having a newborn is competing in the big fight. So I’m not talking, ‘Oh I stayed up to binge-watch Tiger King on Netflix and didn’t go to sleep until 1a.m.’ tired. No, I’m talking, ‘Oh, I’m a host to this alien creature thing living inside me and it pretty much drains all my resources to survive, leaving me with about 1/118th of my normal levels of energy so that even wiping my own fanny after a wee feels like a massive effort. Is it OK if I just lie here for the next nine months and take a nap?’ The first few months are intensely knackering, even if you spend the majority of it sitting on your arse with your face permanently buried in a giant bag of Kettle Chips. Remember – chewing is taxing, guys.

			You’ll be pleased to hear that the fatigue does ease up during the second trimester and, dare I say it, you may even feel energised. I mean, not enough to actually do anything with this new-found energy, but at least you’ll stop feeling like a walking corpse. But don’t get too excited; you hit that third trimester and – BOOM! – just like a nasty bout of herpes, fatigue will hit you straight in the vag and knock you sideways. And at that point you’re carrying around a substantial extra load, so even simple activities like bending over and walking are knackering.

			It goes without saying that sleep is absolutely vital during pregnancy, not only for you but also for your baby. Ironically, even though you need the rest more than ever, pregnancy can actually disrupt your normal sleeping patterns. You’ll be making double the trips for those midnight tinkles as pregnancy renders your bladder about as effective as a sieve, plus your expanding width will gradually make it near-impossible to get comfortable.

			Many a night I was woken by the threat of a wee trickling out my urethra on to the bedsheets or by a scarily dead arm, numbed senseless by the weight of its own mass. With my pissy hole and carpal tunnel-aggravating bingo wings, I’d have to hoist myself out of bed using a rocking motion to gain enough momentum just to sit up. My saving grace was a five-foot cushioned phallus that I kept nestled between my legs each night in the form of my trusty old friend ‘Phil the penis pregnancy pillow’. God I loved Phil. He was the erection cushion of my dreams and boy did that guy know how to satisfy a pregnant woman – one wave of his polyester prick and my aching body was transported to a whole new level of ecstasy. And I didn’t even have to shave my vajayjay for the pleasure. I was half tempted to whack a wig on him, draw him a face and take him out for dinner.

			Phil was there day and night to keep me sated, and without him, I don’t know how I would have slept. Losing out on that vital night-time rest does give you the perfect excuse to catch a little shuteye during the day. Naps are a pregnant woman’s best friend, so take advantage of any down time you have and get an afternoon kip in whenever you can. Not giving you the green light to be a lazy cow or anything, regular exercise is also as important … blah blah blah … but take every opportunity to sleep when you can.

			Pass me the bin

			Morning sickness affects a whopping 80–90 per cent of pregnant women, you poor slags. If you happen to be one of the lucky 10 per cent who escape this curse, I hate you.

			Symptoms can range from mild nausea through to full blown exorcist style spew-fests and can last anywhere up to fourteen to sixteen weeks into pregnancy. Despite the name, it’s not exclusive to the morning and may strike at any point of the day. I was lucky enough to escape any serious prolonged vomiting, but the nausea was all-consuming, especially at work. I lost count of the number of meetings I had to leave, and the work chats I had to abruptly abandon just to find a random bin to dry retch into. Annoyingly, the knowledge that you’re pregnant is unlikely to be widespread at this point, too, so explaining your mysterious disappearing act to hurl into the nearest receptacle can get interesting.

			I always went with the line that I was hungover, which was perfectly plausible given my track record of strolling into work sweating Pinot Grigio from the night before. I gave a convincing performance, too, as coincidentally it wasn’t that far off how I was actually feeling. Despite not having touched a drop of booze for weeks, it’s an apt comparison – your body feels like it’s been on a three-day bender necking shots and downing pints, but without any of the actual fun part of drinking. I got away with it for a bit until my boss pulled me aside and asked me if everything was OK because I’d been ‘hungover’ for twenty-eight consecutive days.

			As I mentioned, morning sickness is not time-sensitive and can hit you at any point in the day. Certain foods or smells can also trigger you, which doesn’t help when you possess the nostrils of an angry horse. I’ve always had a sensitive conk, even as a child, so getting downwind of any funky whiff invariably initiates some guttural retching. And unfortunately pregnancy just intensified my aversion to pong. I felt like that creepy perfumer fella Jean-Baptise from the novel Perfume (minus the murderous tendencies), with a finely tuned hooter that could detect a packet of cheese and onion crisps being opened 25 miles away. My ability to identify intricate layers of aroma with one sniff would have given Jilly Goolden a run for her money – if only I was allowed a goddamn glass of wine. This sensitivity to stench made it very difficult to keep the nausea at bay.

			One night these senses were put to the ultimate test when hubs rolled in at 2a.m. after a night out with ‘the lads’ (the twats). As he clambered into bed next to me, my senses were immediately roused by the undeniable stench of booze. The whole room was permeated with an offensive aroma of what smelt like donor kebab meat soaked in ethanol with a shit on top. Needless to say, I was furious (and nauseous) and shouted at him to ‘go sleep downstairs – you fucking stink you wanker’ but alas, the booze coma was deep. So instead I spent the rest of the night lying angrily awake, and with each toxic breath that he either blew or farted in my direction I had to hold back my heaves along with the temptation to suffocate him with his own pillow. Maybe I am more like Jean-Baptise than I realised? Although no one needed that putrid funk bottled up and sold as a perfume.

			It can be debilitating constantly battling with nausea and sickness, so make sure you get plenty of rest when you can and, most importantly, stay hydrated. Unfortunately, there’s no hard and fast rule to keep the nausea at bay but I found eating small snacks frequently throughout the day helped – ginger biscuits, dry crackers, plain buttered toast, basically anything beige and bland worked a treat. Ginger cordial and ginger tea also helped.

			But if the vomiting is persistent and you find you can’t keep anything down – not even water – you must go to your GP. It could be a condition called hyperemesis gravidarum, which can quickly lead to severe dehydration and will require treatment.

			
			Pregnancy trimesters

			Pregnancy is divided into three trimesters, with each one lasting a little longer than thirteen weeks. The first month marks the beginning of the first trimester. To give you a very brief overview of what you might expect from each trimester, I’ve created a very simple guide:

			
					First trimester – sore tits, knackered, uncontrollable emotions, feel permanently hungover.

					Second trimester – slightly less sore tits, still knackered, emotions are slightly more stable but shouldn’t be trusted, able to move without needing to vomit. Apparently this is the good stage …

					Third trimester – tits are back to feeling sore again, beyond knackered but ironically can’t sleep, about as emotionally stable as the UK economy post-Brexit, vulva like two hotdog buns, half a punnet of bum grapes hanging out of your arse.

			

			ENJOY!

			

			Pregosarus rex

			If you own a cervix, then I’m sure at some point in your ovulating life you’ve experienced the joys of premenstrual mood swings. You know the ones, erratically flitting between a range of contrasting emotions within the space of a few minutes – sorrow, rage, fear, euphoria, etc. – with no real justification other than that your uterus is shredding its lining. Well, the first trimester of pregnancy can very much echo that premenstrual emotional cacophony and you may find yourself feeling very up and down, with little control over your emotions. This is perfectly normal and perfectly reasonable, given that your body is busy releasing a shedload of different hormones to nurture your baby. All that gland activity is going to mess with your equilibrium, so don’t feel bad about behaving like a nutter or acting on your emotions when you are angry or sad. Cry, scream, shout, do what you need to do. You’re pregnant, babe – treat it as a free pass to be an absolute cunt if you need to.

			It was certainly a trying time for me or, more specifically, for my husband. One minute he would set me off crying over something sweet he’d said or done and the next minute, I was crafting a voodoo doll in his likeness to stab needles into his penis because he’d forgotten to pick me up a packet of salt and vinegar crisps on his way home. The bastard. Being pregnant can make a woman feel incredibly vulnerable, no matter how much of a confident gobshite she may appear on the surface. Hopefully your partner will be understanding and sympathetic to your needs and support you emotionally while also realising how integral those crisps are to your (their) survival.

			
			Sharing your pregnancy news vs keeping it a secret

			Personally, I’ve never adhered to the practice of keeping your pregnancy secret during the first twelve weeks. It’s a completely subjective decision, based on your feelings and experiences, so if you want to share the news, you can. I can appreciate that if something goes wrong before that time you will be faced with sharing your sad news, but personally, having to deal with the grief of miscarriage in silence and isolation because nobody knew feels far more traumatising. I went by the rule that if I would tell them about the miscarriage, then I told them about the pregnancy. That way you have a supportive network around you if the unforeseen does happen.

			

			McTitties

			My mum has this uncanny ability to guess whenever a woman is pregnant, well before they’ve found out for themselves. Like some medieval sorceress, she can take one look at you and it’s like she sees inside your womb. She’s done it to me, my sister and various other random women over the years, but when I asked her what her mystic trick was, she replied, ‘It’s simple. Your tits look fucking massive.’ She isn’t wrong.

			Having an excellent rack is one of the few perks of pregnancy. Literally. Increased hormone levels boost blood flow and cause changes in breast tissue, which can lead to some pretty impressive tit expansion. These changes can begin as early as week four. Don’t be surprised if your pre-pregnancy bee stings rapidly ripen to a pair of bulging boulders and you find yourself spilling out of your normal underwear. I would recommend investing in some decent, comfortable maternity underwear to house your heaving hooters. Just go to a professional bra fitter so they can measure you properly.

			I actually doubled in cup size during both pregnancies, taking me up to an impressive Jordan-esque FF. I loved them. But the downside to having hormonally pumped-up boobies was the accompanying soreness and sensitivity that came with their increased mass. They were great to look at but even a gentle stroke felt like a massive punch to the nork. Luckily this sensitivity did subside after the first trimester, but as a general rule I operated a no-touching policy, which sometimes even extended to my bra. There were days at work where I couldn’t bear the discomfort of confinement any longer and would have to slyly unhook my bra at my desk for a breather. Not ideal when your boss rocks up, parks themselves directly in your tit line and decides to launch a 20-minute discussion about marketing strategy and all you can focus on is the fact that your funbags are hanging free and easy at your desk like two wayward bowling balls.

			As your pregnancy progresses, you may also notice your areolas changing in both size and colour, growing larger and darker as your boobies prepare for breastfeeding. From a biological point of view, these changes supposedly occur to help your newborn locate your nipple so they can attach to feed. It’s technically aiding their survival, but is it absolutely necessary to make them visible from space? There was no way my baby would be having any issues finding my monstrous mammary glands, they were like helicopter landing pads. The colour change was pretty dramatic for me, with my nips moving impressively through a colour palette of palest pink to the deepest brown. So what began as two beautiful, delicate, blush rosebuds slowly evolved into a pair of dinner plate-sized, chocolate-covered digestive biscuits. I could have inspired a new Farrow & Ball colour range: ‘Colour by Udder’ – six exclusive shades of pregnancy areola, from ‘Flamingo Flange’ to ‘Mahogany Mamilla’.

			To add further intrigue to the ever-evolving colour palette of my nips, at about eighteen weeks pregnant I also started to notice a distinct cheesy aroma emitting from my tits. It was subtle at first, mild and inoffensive like a Dairylea triangle, but over a couple of weeks it grew stronger and more noticeable. One day I took my bra off and was hit with the pungent hum of a mouldy udder that smelt like a packet of feta cheese left to rot at the back of the fridge. My funbags stank. I inspected my breasts and noticed that a thick scab had formed at the end of each nipple. Fear and curiosity fuelled me to grab the nearest pair of tweezers and excavate these offensive Parmesan crusts. To my relief, it was just dried milk. Not realising, I had leaked colostrum and left it to ripen like a soft French Brie. So don’t be alarmed if your melons start to pong – your body is getting ready to feed your baby. Just maybe don’t leave it as long as I did to investigate your cheese-like perfume, unless of course you have ambitions to set up your own artisan tit-fromagerie.

			Luckily, the saucer nipples do eventually return to their former shade and shape once the baby has popped out, although they do continue to whiff throughout breastfeeding. Takes a while, mind, but have faith, they’ll get there. However, I’m devastated to report that the additional bulk of your buoyant boobies is unlikely to hang around either, and your voluptuous bangers may be disappointingly deflated by approximately six months postpartum. It’s like replacing hot air balloons for windsocks. But we’ll get to those beauties in the Chapter 12 when we discuss body confidence.

			
			Don’t be a cunt, hands off the bump

			As you’ve probably discovered, being visibly pregnant seems to invite all manner of unsolicited attention from the people around you. Whether it’s a family member, a friend, a work colleague or even a complete stranger, having a baby bump apparently renders you public property. Expect uninvited belly rubs, casual comments about your increasing weight gain and, my favourite, random women regaling you with a full-blown minute-by-minute gory breakdown of how they almost shat out their own kidneys while giving birth. Seriously, Brenda, an in-depth description of your third-degree vaginal tear while I’m trying to do some photocopying is not what I need to hear right now.

			Don’t feel afraid to ask someone to stop or to shut up if what they are doing/saying makes you feel uncomfortable. It’s your body and nobody has any right over it – pregnant or not. For all those expectant mammas suffering at the wandering hands and loose mouths of thoughtless dickwads, here’s a handy list of comebacks to arm yourself with in the event of a bump misjustice. Remember, ladies, we might not feel it but our pregnant bodies are beautiful. And if anyone says otherwise, they’re a dick! POWER TO THE PREGGOS!







	THE PREGNANCY COMMENTATING TWAT:


	YOU:





	‘You sure it’s not twins in there?’


	‘Well, Brian, the wonder of ultrasound is that it allows the sonographer to see inside my womb, so if I was indeed carrying twins then I’m pretty sure it would have been picked up by now, don’t you? Don’t be a twat, Brian.’





	‘You look like you’re ready to burst.’


	‘You look like you’re ready for a punch in the face.’





	‘Eating for two are we?’


	‘What’s your excuse, you fat twat?’





	‘Ohhh, you’re small/big for XX weeks.’


	‘Thank you for your insightful observation, Jean, but can you please fuck off.’







			

			Curse of the pregnancy bloat

			Weight gain during pregnancy is normal and necessary, as your body requires additional nutrients for the development of the foetus and stores more fat to prepare for breastfeeding. I for one gained a whopping four and a half stone during my first pregnancy and then a slightly tamer three and a half stone with my second. I was huge, but that came as no surprise, as despite the recommendation to only eat an additional 200 calories a day from the third trimester, I ate like an absolute pig. I mean, come on, the only joy that pregnant bints have is food!

			Personally, I found my expanding pregnant body a revelation. For the first time in my life I didn’t have to worry about aspiring to be a size 10 or having a pert ass or a flat stomach. For someone who has always been conscious of what they eat, has exercised excessively to stay slim and has felt the pressure of conforming to an unrealistic beauty standard set by a bunch of advertising pricks, pregnancy was fucking liberating.

			I ate without guilt for the first time in my life. I loved the curves and the bumps that I saw in the mirror. I felt empowered by the sheer mass of my beautiful body. All things that women have been conditioned to fear. I wore tight clothes to show off my bump and watched in awe as it grew larger and rounder with each passing month and mouthful. So, fuck feeling shit about getting bigger, girls. I mean, don’t be as irresponsible around a Greggs bakery as I was, but eat the cake, screw the calories and enjoy your pregnant splendour.

			Alongside my glorious bump, there were, however, a few areas of my anatomy that I wasn’t quite so thrilled to see expanding. My fingers, for one, almost doubled in size, swiftly followed by my feet. My once-slim, dainty digits ballooned into ten porky chipolatas that looked and felt like overstuffed sausages fit to burst. My wedding band became increasingly tight until one day I woke up and my flesh had literally enveloped my ring, leaving me with a throbbing, engorged, purple finger that looked like an angry erection attached to my hand. Panicked by the prospect of losing a digit, I tried sliding it off but that only served to make my finger stiffy even more furious. I enlisted the help of my husband, who suggested we oil it up before pulling off the ring. I’ve heard that before, mate. He reached over to his bedside table, pulled out a bottle of Durex Play tingling lube and squirted it liberally on to my finger. He then proceeded to furiously wank my finger until it reached climax and shot its load (the ring) across the bed. It was like some sort of weird gender role-reversal exercise and, I have to be honest, I enjoyed it. Safe to say I didn’t get a ring on my hand for the rest of my pregnancy and have since had to have said wedding band enlarged as a proportion of that bloat has never left my body. I blame Greggs.

			The same applied to my feet. It was like trying to walk on two inflatable banana boats but without the fun of downing three litres of sangria and catching an STD from Demetriou the club rep before hopping on board. God that was a good holiday … Nobody warned me that feet can grow in pregnancy. Not just get bloated, but physically grow a shoe size. I went up from a size four to a size six over the course of my two pregnancies. My entire shoe collection was rendered redundant because nothing would fit my newly acquired pair of platypus beak trotters. In fact, my only regret about having children was not fully appreciating my pre-baby footwear. OK, so it’s not the only regret; I’ve got shit loads of those, but having to give up a pair of barely worn Jimmy Choos was probably more painful than actually giving birth. I’D WORN THEM ONCE! And to add insult to injury, at seven months pregnant my gigantic feet were joined by a fetching pair of bloated cankles. Literally, there was no distinction between calf, ankle or foot, my legs just merged into two chunks of mottled, distended flesh. Beautiful.

			Which brings me to the final part of my bloated pregnant anatomy and the one that took me most by surprise. Can you guess what it was? My face maybe? Or perhaps my bingo wings? No, my arse! Well, despite the answer being a strong yes to all of the above, my arse was in fact between my thighs. What the hell are you talking about? I hear you cry. Well, ladies, 80 per cent of the weight I gained felt like it had stockpiled exclusively at my flaps. My pregnant vulva was massive. It was the closest I’ve ever come to having a pair of balls, and much like my husband, I began sitting on the sofa at night watching TV with one hand permanently down my pants cradling my colossal cootch. Don’t get the wrong idea, I wasn’t flicking my bean to Coronation Street or anything untoward like that, but fondling it was like stroking a small furry animal. And although petting it was probably excellent for my blood pressure, I have never worked out how having a Herculean ham sandwich would be beneficial to me or the baby. What was all this extra fanny meat for? Was it providing an impenetrable muff barrier so nothing could get in or out, thus protecting the baby? Was it providing a vaginal cushion to make sitting down on my hefty arse more comfy? Having given birth vaginally, I concluded that perhaps my vulva was augmenting its own meaty crash helmet in preparation for the impact of a human head passing through its fleshy trapdoors. Well, it needn’t have bothered because regardless of its puffed-up exterior, it only just survived the landing.

			Chewbacca on steroids

			So at this point you’re probably thinking, can you just stop with the home truths about pregnancy, you twat? It sounds so unbelievably shit. Well, I’m sorry, there’s still more to come. Not much; we’re almost there, but let me just prepare you for a few more side-effects that you may or may not encounter – and for some of you this next one may even be a positive!

			What if I told you, despite having dinner-plate areolas and hideously bloated feet, as well as vomiting on public transport, your hair might be looking and feeling the best it ever has in your entire life? Like L’Oréal mane perfection. Maybe she’s born with it? Or maybe she’s just pumped full of pregnancy hormones? Yes, that’s right, all those extra androgens floating about your pregnant body can have mega benefits for your barnet.

			Before you were pregnant, your hair grew at a rate of just over a centimetre a month and, at any one time, 90 per cent of it was growing and falling out, while the remaining 10 per cent was lying dormant in a resting phase. But pregnancy alters this natural cycle and increased oestrogen can put a higher percentage of your hair into a resting phase. So although it may appear that it’s becoming thicker, what’s actually happening is that not as much is falling out, making you look like you’ve just stepped out of a Vidal Sassoon salon. At the other extreme, it may stop growing altogether and you may experience temporary hair loss. So basically, by the end of pregnancy you’ll either look like you’ve nicked Dolly Parton’s finest weave or you’ll be cast as the next Mitchell brother in EastEnders.

			Joke! We’re not talking a full-blown egghead scenario here, but don’t be worried if you’re suddenly pulling out handfuls of your hair. It’s normal. And because those pesky androgens contain lots of testosterone, whatever hair you lose on your head may be made up for in other, random and unexpected places. There’s no telling where it will grow – your belly, your back or even your toes. Having a shower will become a game of ‘find the follicle’. As thrilled as I was to be blessed with the additional volume on my bonce, by about twenty weeks I began to resemble an Arctic wolf.

			My belly especially took on quite a downy covering, which coupled with its bulbous expansion left it looking more like Boris Johnson’s right testicle than a beautiful baby bump. This delightful hairy ballbag was accompanied by

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Staying hydrated – imagine your water bottle is filled with a crisp Pinot Grigio and DOWN IT.

					Consuming five portions of fruit and veg a day even if it means giving daily fellatio to a courgette.

					Taking a magnesium citrate supplement to keep your stools flowing out of your bum as soft as marshmallow clouds (consult your midwife before taking).

					Using a squatty potty to raise your feet off the ground when you go to the bog – you’ll feel like Gollum from The Lord of the Rings hunched up on the toilet, but like he says, ‘your ring is precious’.

					Take warm baths using Epsom salts to reduce swelling.

					Sign up to a lifetime subscription of Anusol. In fact, just become their fucking ambassador.
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