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			When you’re pregnant, everything you read seems to be obsessed with the size of the baby. All the books and blogs are like: ‘Week 4, your baby is now the size of a poppy seed . . . Week 10, your baby is the size of a kumquat . . .’ (I mean, what even the actual hell is a kumquat?! Sounds like sperm to me – maybe that’s where it came from!) So, with that in mind I’ve decided to go with baby themes for the chapters of this book. Although they obviously have a slight Charlotte Crosby spin on them. Here we go!

			 

			Introduction: I’m back!

			Prologue: what I imagine giving birth will be like . . .

			1 My baby is . . . already in my mind because I am a master manifester!

			2 My baby is . . . not yet a reality because I am too busy with bad ex-boyfriends and being a boss business bitch!

			3 My baby is . . . hiding behind closed doors while I cough and splutter A LOT

			4 My baby is . . . just around the corner because I am about to meet Jake Ankers – the love of my life and my ONE AND ONLY!

			5 My baby is . . . the best news ever

			6 My baby is . . . hard to keep a secret

			7 My baby is . . . a ray of light among some dark clouds

			8 My baby is . . . a big surprise for the Geordie Shore OGs

			9 My baby is . . . a girl who’s going to learn to deal with trolls

			10 My baby is . . . the best excuse for a holiday and ANOTHER party!

			11 My baby is . . . giving me rollercoaster hormones!

			12 My baby is . . . keeping me awake at night with worry

			13 My baby is . . . the size of a melon and she’s on her way OUT

			14 My baby is . . . here and she’s coming home

			15 My baby is . . . the living angel of my Nana Jean

			16 My baby is . . . growing and changing all the time (and so am I!)

			17 My baby is . . . a miracle, and I can’t wait for more!

			Dear Reader

			And finally: What people think of me . . . and my response!
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			Charlotte Crosby is one of the nation’s best-loved and funniest TV stars. Her previous memoirs, Me, Me, Me and Brand New Me, were both number 1 Sunday Times hardback bestsellers. Winner of 2013’s Celebrity Big Brother, she is also the creator of two hugely successful fitness DVDs, the star of BBC’s Charlotte in Sunderland and an ambassador of the Ectopic Pregnancy Trust.

			 

		

	
		
			

			 

			 

			 

			 

			Also by Charlotte Crosby:

			 

			Me Me Me

			Live Fast, Lose Weight

			Brand New Me

			Charlotte Crosby’s 30 Day Blitz

		

	
		
			 

			About the Book

			 

			

			The one where I become a mother...

			 

			Charlotte Crosby is a woman of many talents – reality TV star, CBB winner, businesswoman extraordinaire, social media queen, star of the BBC’s Charlotte in Sunderland – and now a MAM!

			 

			In the six years since her last memoir, the number 1 Sunday Times bestseller Brand New Me, Charlotte has been extremely busy. Leaving the bad boys of her past behind (what WAS she thinking?!), she has travelled the world, started a new family business, met the love of her life, dealt with cancer close to home, suffered the loss of her beloved Nana Jean, and had Alba, her perfect bundle of joy. Here, in Me, Myself and Mini Me, Charlotte talks us through the rollercoaster of these last few jam-packed years and opens up about the realities of pregnancy and parenthood. From dry vaginas and pre-natal depression, to 4am feeds and poo-namis, with her trademark warmth and humour Charlotte perfectly captures the weirdness and wonder of new motherhood.

			 

			Packed full of heartfelt poems, flashbacks to hysterical life plans from years gone by, touching letters to her younger self, and lessons she has learnt along the way, Charlotte invites you to join her for the latest chapter of life in Crosby Manor.

		

	
		
			

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			In loving memory of Nana Jean

		

	
		
			 

			Introduction: I’m back!

			

			 

			Welcome back to another book,

			This one is different – just take a look,

			It’s not stuck in the past or full of gobbledeegook.

			Not even about fitness or what to cook,

			This one is by far better than any other!!!

			Because this is the one I became a mother . . .

			 

			 

			 

			Hello, friends! I’m back! Can you believe I’ve been in people’s lives and on TV for twelve years? Wow. It blows my mind to think people still care what I’ve got to say and what I’m up to. So firstly – THANK YOU for sticking by me, and secondly – thank you for buying this, my THIRD autobiography. I promise you won’t regret your purchase! It’ll be much more fun than buying a bag – unless of course, you’re getting one from my very own brand, Pepper Girls Club. In which case you can carry this book inside your bag, along with a nice Mars Bar cake (if you know, you know) and the world will be your oyster. (Whatever the hell that means. Why would you want the world to be an oyster?!) Anyway, here we are once again and, as ever, I promise to let you into my maddest moments, most personal life events and most intimate thoughts.

			It’s so crazy to think how far I’ve come. And to think I once wanted to be an archaeologist! Jurassic Park used to feel like the ideal dream job for me, I was so obsessed with dinosaurs it was untrue. And then I landed up on Geordie Shore. You might say, I went from dino bones to real-­life neanderthals in the Geordie Shore house!

		

	
		
			 

			Prologue: what I imagine giving birth will be like . . .

			 

			

			 

			At the time of writing this part of the book, it’s exactly two days and twelve hours until I’m going to HAVE AN ACTUAL BABY. I’m slumped on the sofa sucking on my eight-­hundredth orange Mr Freeze ice pop – in the apartment in south-­west London I’ve been staying in for the last four weeks with my amazing boyfriend and baby-­daddy Jake. (I wanted Mr Okaro, who had looked after me when I had the ectopic pregnancy in 2016, to be my doctor for the birth. This meant having the baby privately in London, so we’d moved down a few weeks before my due date in case I went into labour early.) When we found out that Mr Okaro also works at the Portland Hospital we were over the moon and decided to have the baby there, I was determined to make sure I was going to be in the absolute best place ­possible. I’m so lucky to be able to afford to give birth in such an amazing hospital; I keep forgetting I’m not going to stay in a four-­star hotel! I’ve been living on barely two hours sleep a night for the past month (literally everything aches all the time and I have to wee about twelve hundred times a night) so I’m desperately hoping that when I have the baby, I’m going to get some pampering and relaxation time.

			P.S. Me mam has just been on the phone and when I told her that I think the Portland is going to be like a mini-­break, she laughed, ‘You’re having a baby, Charlotte – what do you think is going to happen? You’re not going to get handed a cocktail and caviar!’

			She shouldn’t be laughing though – as, if you recall, THIS is how I described my own birth into the world in my very first book . . .

			The woman is hot, she’s sweating. The camera pans to her vagina, everyone’s stressed and panicking around her and all of a sudden, music blares and out emerges . . . Charlotte Crosby. I’m like super baby (think Stewie from Family Guy). I’m wearing really cool high heels. Nothing fazes me. People around are still flapping at what’s happened. But without even looking round behind me, I hand me mam a tissue to wipe her brow. Then a hand comes into shot to spray my hair, someone puts some lipstick on me . . . I walk closer to the camera and then I wink, flick my hair and say, ‘Because I’m worth it.’

			So, now aged thirty-­two years of age, this is how I imagine giving birth to my first child is going to play out:

			All beautifully made up, hair washed and blow dried, I will check in about 8am and pre-­order room service on the menu so it’s waiting for me when I’ve given birth. I’ll be having lobster mac and cheese from the à la carte menu, washed down with a glass of Captain Morgan’s Spiced Rum (don’t judge me, but I don’t really like champagne) because I’m finally allowed to drink.

			I’ll have the baby while listening to a specially compiled playlist of my most favourite (some might say slightly depressing – I say melancholy) songs which includes Coldplay’s ‘Yellow’ and Billie Eilish’s ‘Ocean Eyes’ (see page 164 for my full list and run down) and she will pop out in perfect time to Norah Jones’s ‘Sunrise’. She’s going to have a full head of flowing hair (not just round the back like an eighty-­year-­old man) and she’s going to sleep for hours and just be perfect!

			We will be wrapped up in a big bubble of love for days and, because I don’t want to breastfeed, Jake will do loads of the bottle feeds throughout the night and I’ll get plenty of rest (in between fine ­dining on my three-course meals from the hospital restaurant). It’s going to be like an absolutely beautiful dream . . .

			AHHHHH BLISS . . .

			OK, OK, let’s pause for a bit. Because that’s all really just very wishful thinking – because I am actually, really genuinely SHITTING MYSELF. 

		

	
		
			1

			My baby is . . .

			already in my mind because I am a master manifester!

			

			 

			I admit this chapter might be short and, if I’m brutally honest with you, could be missing a bit of actual substance. But please just go with it and indulge me because this chapter is about my skills as a manifester and the fact that I – Charlotte Letitia Crosby – have actually been manifesting the shit out of my life ever since I was a young girl – WAY, WAY, WAY before the word ‘manifest’ was even a thing. When I first heard the word years ago, I thought it just meant a truckload of fit men at a festival (which could also be a very good thing). But now it’s everywhere and all over TikTok. 

			My twelve-­year-­old self would have had her mind BLOWN by TikTok. In fact, I think I sort of manifested TikTok around that age – I used to be obsessed with filming funny videos with me mates on my phone, except it was a Sony Ericsson flip phone with a teeny tiny camera. We would literally spend hours doing silly skits where we’d pretend to be different characters and make up songs.

			I honestly think I’ve got a skill when it comes to manifesting stuff and making things happen. I always had premonitions and they just somehow came true. I had a book that I’d carry with me everywhere and I’d write all my dreams in it. One was a recurring dream that I was going to be famous. I wrote it down so many times that I think the universe just got sick of me and thought, ‘Oh, go on then! Have it!’ I also used the book as a bit of a gratitude diary – something that is now VERY ON TREND! I’d say how grateful I was for things that had happened to me – like thanking the guy in the shop down the road for serving me alcopops when I was underage, me mates for making me laugh, and a little thanks to God for giving me pubes that didn’t grow all the way down my legs so I didn’t have to spend a fortune on razors. You know, all the important stuff.

			Anyway, there I was, aged twelve, writing in a page of my special book, which I didn’t realise was a mani­festing book at the time, but it was. AND NOW, AGED THIRTY-­TWO, SOMEONE NEEDS TO GIVE ME A CERTIFICATE OF INVENTION OR SOMETHING.

			Reading it back, I think I was limiting myself and my ambitions a little bit, because I simply wanted to eat sushi and go skinny dipping. I should really have been dreaming much bigger. But still, I have tried both of those things, I can report they were great and all I’d ever hoped for – so that’s another manifestation win!

			A flashback to my twenty-­five-year-­old self and my ‘life plan’

			Before I sat down to write this book, I had a flick back through the very first book I brought out back in 2015. I was twenty-­five when I wrote Me Me Me. I REALLY thought I had it all figured out back then! But even though most of it is way off, what’s funny is that some of the stuff I put in my ‘life plan’ has actually come true and fallen into the right time frame! 

			Here’s a reminder of my twenty-­five-­year life plan (and my analysis of its accuracy!):

			 

			1. Age twenty-­six: Have my own house.

			GOOD WORK! I actually did get my own house around this age, maybe a year later than I’d predicted but that’s a good job, pretty spot on.

			2. Age twenty-­seven: Engaged (to Mitch).

			NOT AT ALL CORRECT! Ha ha! Well this is REALLY funny. I have had about five boyfriends since Mitch so there’s no way I was getting engaged to him! But now I’ve found the one so the journey was all worth it.

			3. Age twenty-­eight: I need to be married (to Mitch) because in a couple of years I’ll start trying for a baby.

			WRONG, WRONG, WRONG! I am not married to Mitch – thank God! Otherwise, I wouldn’t be with the love of my life Jake now, who was definitely worth the wait! If I’d been married to Mitch at twenty-­eight, I’d never have met Jake at a party that was celebrating sofas aged thirty-­one. (Random, I know . . . and much more on this later!)

			4. Age thirty: Pregnant. If it’s a boy, we’ll call him Ted. If it’s a girl she’ll be Letitia after me mam.

			SEMI WRONG. I actually got pregnant much sooner, just a year after I wrote this book. As most of you know, it was the scariest time of my life as it was ectopic and I could have died. It was also a bad time because it was with my other ex, Gary. But then I finally conceived with the right man when I was thirty-­one years old. So, all in all, this is not a bad guess. But I don’t know where the hell I got the name Ted from!? And as for the girl’s name – I mean I love me mam, and her name does run in the family, but I was never going to call my little girl Letitia!

			5. I’ll hopefully have my own reality TV show by then (Holly has to be in it, too) and I’ll let them film all the birthing scenes like they do in Keeping up with the Kardashians. Saying that, I can’t watch One Born Every Minute. It’s worse than any horror film I’ve ever watched in my entire life.

			GOLD STAR ON THIS PREDICTION! This all came true as I actually got three different reality shows of my own – The Charlotte Crosby Experience, MTV’s The Charlotte Show and now my new one, Charlotte in Sunderland, for the BBC. And what’s more, for the new one they filmed the actual birth. A whole camera set up in the place!

			6. Age thirty–thirty-­two: I’ll take two years off to have the parent–child bonding thing.

			NOT QUITE RIGHT. I’m thirty-­two now and, much as I’d like to take two years off, I’m a working mam these days!

			7. Age forty: Loads of plastic surgery.

			OH MY GOD WHAT WAS I THINKING?! I thought forty was dead old when I wrote this and that I’d need a full-­on facelift by then, like Joan Rivers (probably not the best facial role model, if I’m honest!). Admittedly I have had a nose job and a boob job (but that was mainly to correct my symmastia – or ‘uniboob’ as some papers called it) and I did have my lips done . . . although motherhood made me do a reverse turn on those. I know forty’s still a fair few years away, but it’s still definitely not quite the full works! 

			8. Age fifty: Possibly move to Australia. 

			NICE ONE! That’s still on the cards actually. I’d love to be so rich I could fly all my family out to Oz as I love it there so much. So you never know. I genuinely think I could be living out in Australia by the time I’m fifty. I have two online businesses that I started around two years ago, and I want to get them to the point where I can sell them for a lot of money. I’ve given myself a ten-­year limit for that – it’s all based around the big plan. Watch this space! 

			 

			All in all, I think that’s not a bad effort from twenty-­five-­year-­old me – I reckon I’d mark myself three-and-a-half out of eight.

			I’m going to do another list at the end of this book so I can look back on it when I’m fifty and see if I’m the great psychic manifester I think I am!

			Manifesting motherhood

			Further evidence of my manifestation skills has come in the form of my baby Alba. I always knew I was going to have a girl – even before I got pregnant. I genuinely reckon it’s because I manifested it for so long that it was always going to happen!

			Like when we were doing an advert for MTV’s The Charlotte Show, about four years ago now, and there were loads of props on set – all girlie things – and one of them was a giant dolls’ house. It was sitting on the floor and at the end I said to one of the crew, ‘Can I take that dolls’ house home for my little girl please?’ They looked at me a bit strangely, knowing I didn’t have kids, but let me lug it all the way back home on the train. It has been sitting in my house ever since, waiting for its big moment when Alba finally falls in love with it! Isn’t that just SPOOKY?!

			I wonder if I can manifest my way to being a brilliant mother and having a really well-­behaved and amazing-­mannered daughter?! When I think about all the stuff I used to get up to when I was younger, I am looking at it all through very different eyes now and realising me mam and dad were ACTUAL SAINTS to put up with me. Not only did I fall asleep drunk on that roof at my parents’ house, I would crash out in the most random places and have to phone me mates up to rescue me – like the time I fell asleep in a bush on the side of the road and Melissa had to come and collect me and found me there lying sideways next to a bike with only one wheel. I never worried about consequences or being told off, I just did what I wanted.

			I am now worried about all the things Alba’s going to get up to if she ends up being like me! Like when I used to go out and drink on the street aged THIRTEEN! I do not want my child hanging about on street corners! And even though I never smoked, I still had a few puffs when I was with me mates because I thought it was cool. I don’t want her smoking – or VAPING for that matter (which is even worse than smoking in my opinion). Whenever I drive along and and see children with vapes in their mouth it makes me so angry – they think it’s fine because it comes in different flavours like strawberries and blueberries. But it’s still really bad for you!

			But how the hell am I going to get her to stop doing anything if she’s like I was? I have decided that bribery is the only answer. Basically, I will have to tell her, ‘If you don’t vape then I’ll buy you a new pair of shoes.’ The problem is it will no doubt end up getting more and more ridiculous as time goes on and it’s not as if I can offer to buy her a superyacht so she doesn’t drink in the park!

			Jake will definitely be more strict because he says he wants Alba to learn how to do stuff like making the bed and to help out around the house like he had to do when he was young. He thinks that’s important because she needs to know respect. But Jake’s so emotional and loving and caring I think he’ll end up giving her everything she wants – basically he will spoil her stupid! 

			I really want her to be honest with me and not lie like I did. I know it sounds bad, and people might judge me for this, but when she’s sixteen, if she wants to have friends over on a Friday I’m going to let them have a few alcopops – only the 3 per cent alcopops, mind you – as I would rather she tasted alcohol when I’m around than fall asleep in a bush on the side of the road. At least I know she would be safe. Besides, alcopops are disgusting so I’m hoping this cunning plan will just put her off for life!

			 

			If I was to try to bottle up my manifesting skills and share them with you, I would say you just need to breathe it in and believe. It might sound mad, but whenever I go on holiday, I like to stand by the edge of the ocean, look at the waves lapping on the shore, and think deep thoughts about my future and what I want in life – then I imagine flinging those things into the ocean. It’s as if the sea will somehow take care of it all – carry my wishes out, make it all magically happen. I also just tell the sea how grateful I am because it’s important to say ‘thanks’ in life, as well as ‘please’. The ocean just feels so powerful, like it can do anything you ask it to.

			A Letter To My Younger Self

			 

			 

			Dear Younger Charlotte

			As I am now older and wiser and about to have a child (I KNOW! IT’S MAD!), I have been spending time looking back at you (well, me!) and the things you/I did and it’s making me riddled with anxiety!

			LOL – WHAT A STUPID WILD GIRL YOU WERE/ARE!

			Our poor mother. Jesus, I can only hope my daughter will not be as absolutely feral as you/me (sh*t, this talking to myself in the past is getting really confusing!)! You really were a handful. I know I’ve said it a thousand times, but thank God you decided to go into Geordie Shore because (believe it or not, readers!) that truly did calm you down.

			Eighteen-­year-­old Charlotte will be sat, reading this letter, drunk on a roof somewhere, having climbed out of bed in protest at Mam and Dad. Well GET DOWN NOW! Go to bed, have a big glass of water, because you are going to need a clear head when you read this next part of the letter from your older and wiser self.

			Life is about to get crazy! But in a good way. It’s nothing you’re not used to – as we all know you love a drama (in fact the fire engine is probably on its way to you right now to get you off the roof). You are going to get your heart broken A LOT on this journey but it will all be worth it and make sense in the end. It’s all part of what’s meant to happen and will teach you so much important stuff – so trust in the process and just kiss the frogs (or should I say rodents!). You will experience a lot of pain, and you will have some major lows, but all I can tell you is, please keep being yourself. Don’t change anything – no matter what anyone says. You are crazy but kind of lovable.

			Lots of love

			Charlotte xxx

			 

			P. S. STOP ARGUING WITH MAM AND DAD ALL THE TIME! You will come to realise they are your best friends in the whole world. Even though Mam did send you to school without any knickers on once, you need to get over that.

		

	
		
			Some Notes from Me Mam Letitia About her Daughter Charlotte Letitia (AKA Me)

			 

			 

			1.	As a young child Charlotte slept so much! Even on Christmas Day she would sleep in most of the day – she wouldn’t even get up when people came to visit to bring her presents. 

			2.	Charlotte had an imaginary friend called Polly who she would say sat on her hand when she had a poo and they’d have a chat.

			3.	I think Charlotte was so normal and boring as a child that by the time her teenage years came along she went wild. She was a nightmare! When she was sixteen she was crazy. Vile! When she got onto Geordie Shore I felt like I was being given a break, like I was able to hand her over to other people for six or seven weeks at a time and they would have to look after her and try to keep her out of trouble! Saying that, as the series went on, I’d still end up having phone calls from the producers about once a show – ‘Charlotte’s bashed her head on something and had to go to A&E, she’s run away, she’s tried to jump off the jetty, you need to speak to her.’ 

			4.	Charlotte would go out and not come back for days, she wouldn’t answer her phone – and when she did come home she would have such an attitude when we tried to ground her! We’d tell her she had to stay in and then the next minute she’d escape through a window and be out again. Once she tried to stay at her mate’s house but her mate’s mam kicked her out. But, instead of coming home, she lived in her car for a week. She was so stubborn. She was crazy, she’s never really been a normal child.

			5.	When Charlotte was halfway through filming series one of Geordie Shore, she came to meet me in the Metro Centre with her new friend Sophie. She wanted fifty pounds so she could buy an outfit for some event they were all going to. While we were shopping she told me, ‘I’ve got a bit of a problem. I’ve kind of had sex on TV.’ I remember standing outside Debenhams at the time. I wanted the ground to swallow me up. 

			6.	Fame is a funny thing. It’s not been nice to read when Charlotte’s had negative comments written about her in the press, but she doesn’t get wrapped up in it and she’s good at being able to deal with it. I’ve even been trolled myself! Someone once trolled me for hanging my washing in my garden! Where do they expect me to hang my washing? I told them to fuck off. 

			7.	I am so proud that Charlotte has done so many things that I didn’t do at her age. I look back and wish I’d travelled to places and gone around the world. She’s had so many great opportunities.

			8.	If I had to pick her worst ever boyfriend I would say it has to be . . . just using the initials 1) G 2) S 3) J . . . S nearly caused the whole family to stop speaking!

			9.	One of the things I’m most proud of is Geordie Shore. I think she made the show what it was and really took it to a brilliant level that maybe it never quite reached again after she left. She gave it her all when she was on the show. Charlotte is such a truly kind human being, and she continues to make me proud with every year that passes and everything she does.

			10.	I think people assume Charlotte puts on an act and she isn’t the same as she is on TV. But we have such a funny time, she is so brilliant and emotional and crazy and we can laugh about the most stupid things.

			11.	A lot of people ask why Nathaniel doesn’t have a big part in the fame element of Charlotte’s life – but that’s because he has Asperger’s so he hates attention. Nathaniel has no interest whatsoever in being in the public eye. Charlotte offered to buy him something that was nearly £1,000 but he still said, ‘No!’ We spend quality time with him as a family in the house – he’s a very funny and intelligent young man and he really makes us all laugh.
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			My baby is . . .

			not yet a reality because I am too busy with bad ex-boyfriends and being a boss business bitch!

			
			 

			It’s so weird thinking that the last time I wrote a book about my life, which was my second one, Brand New Me, in 2017, I was still dating the idiot that is Stephen Bear. I mean, what the hell was I doing? But looking back now, I have decided I need to be philosophical about it all, because SURELY there’s a reason why I was ever with him, and the two other not-­ideal boyfriends who came along afterwards. I have to believe that life happens for a reason, and these tattooed-­boys, who cared about how their hair looked more than they cared about me, came along to teach me something and prepare me for when I was going to finally meet the one. 

			I feel like I’ve learnt so much since 2017 and even though I’ve dated some dickheads I feel like they came into my life for a reason. They’ve taught me stuff and I’ve finally learnt to love myself in the process.

			Lesson 1: You love being a boss and running a business 

			So first, Stephen Bear. Stephen Bear was absolutly the sort of person that I think of as a narcissist. I didn’t even realise, there were people who existed like this! I remember I was madly into him at the time, but that’s what narcissists do – they
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