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To yummy mummies everywhere: you are all goddesses in my eyes. To my own mum for the compassion and love she taught and gave me. And to my baby girl, Ava. Thank you for choosing me to be your mama. The second I held you, my heart was yours.
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Introduction
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I always imagined the day I would tell my beloved we were expecting our first child. There would be a romantic dinner. We would have been laughing all night. We would be looking at each other lovingly. Then I would calmly present him with a pair of Manchester United bootees as I told him, ‘We’re having a baby, darling.’

Fast-forward to January 2007 and my fiancé Gray and I had spent another night arguing. We had hardly seen each other since I had come out of the I’m A Celebrity jungle and our New Year’s holiday had been hijacked by both our families. As well as being rushed off my feet with work I felt constantly sick and teary. I was in such a perpetual bad mood that Gray was calling me a witch.

It was close to midnight and I was exhausted. My boobs were hurting like mad and I couldn’t work out why I was feeling so strange. I can’t say how or why – and really I should have spotted the symptoms some days before – but I suddenly realised what was wrong with me. I told Gray I needed a pregnancy test straightaway.

We hadn’t been trying for a baby and it was the last thing either of us ever expected.

But from that moment on I became a different person. I now had a baby inside me to look after – and I didn’t know how on earth to go about it.

I read lots of books but found them either too fluffy or too technical. Most of them terrified me. I wanted answers but all I got were lists of ‘don’t do this’ and ‘don’t do that’. All they made me realise was that I had supposedly done everything wrong.

None seemed to relate to how I was feeling. I was so sick, I was so tired, I was so teary. I felt so isolated and my pregnancy seemed so different to how I always saw it portrayed in the movies or in interviews with celebrities.

So if you are a woman who has become someone she can hardly recognise, who has cried over the nursery curtains being the wrong colour or because your partner forgot to put a kiss at the end of his text message, this book is for you. I want you to know that you are not alone.

This book tells the truth about pregnancy. The highs and the lows. And the tears, oh yes, the tears.

I used to consider myself a strong and resilient girl. I have got through plenty of heartache in my time and have happily jumped out of planes and been in other extreme situations. But being pregnant meant I would quiver at the slightest setback. I cried more in the nine months I was pregnant than I have in my entire lifetime.

Being pregnant made me panic over eating peanut butter and whether I could walk through airport security scanners.

I forgot the names of some of the most famous (and gorgeous) men in the world and made up words on live television because my memory got so bad.

I rowed with my beloved Gray (Graham Quinn), a security guard who has been my partner for the last six years, more times than I care to remember.

And at the end of my journey, as I became a mother, I realised that I would never go back to being the woman I once was.

As well as detailing exactly what I went through I have included facts about what is happening to you and your baby each week. I used to love reading these in books as it is amazing to think about the changes going on in your tummy every week.

I don’t, however, claim to be a doctor and this is not a very medical pregnancy book. I have written a list at the end of ones that I found useful for all those fears you are likely to get.

This diary is based on real diaries that Gray and I started keeping once we discovered I was pregnant. Gray saw things in such a different way from me that it was an eye-opener to read his entries. I feel guilty for the way I sometimes behaved towards him but I couldn’t control my hormones – they changed me so much I felt like I’d had a lobotomy.

So along with chapters about my pregnancy journey I have included his thoughts, hopes and comments too. Sometimes it is easy to forget that the daddy is going through pregnancy too – even if that just means being at the end of your foul moods and being pushed out of bed by your big tummy and snoring.

Pregnancy and becoming a mummy haven’t just made me appreciate Gray. They have made me realise how incredible my own mother is, and how amazing all my mummy friends are.

Once you fall pregnant you become part of a club. It’s a club where you stop putting yourself first – everything becomes about the baby, including the awe-inspiring changes your body goes through. It’s a club where you often struggle to cope. And it’s a club in which you learn just how much you can love another being.

If you are reading this because you are pregnant, welcome to the best club in the world. I hope this book makes you realise you are not alone in all your hormonal behaviour, ‘baby brain’ is a common affliction and the sheer worry that comes during your pregnancy is normal.

My pregnancy was an often emotional and sometimes difficult journey but the reward was the best thing I have ever known.

Myleene

PS The weekly sidebars in this book are based only on average measurements. All babies develop differently in the womb … so that’s one less thing to worry about!
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Weeks 1 & 2

The Jungle Weeks – My Body 
Prepared to Make a Baby
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I have promised to tell you the truth about pregnancy so I will start with a confession: getting pregnant was an accident. A gorgeously happy accident.

When I decided to go into the Australian rainforest for I’m A Celebrity … Get Me Out of Here! the idea of having a baby was, in fact, the last thing on my mind.

Although I have never wanted to be one of those women who say, ‘I’ll just see where my career takes me this year,’ only to find they are nearly fifty and unable to conceive, I was still only 28 and felt like I had some time left on the biological clock.

I also felt that, struggling as I was to look after myself, I wasn’t sure I was ready to be a mother just yet.

My partner Gray, however, was desperate to be a dad. He was a bit older – 33 – and lots of his friends had children and he was beginning to feel like he was missing out.

I had been using a contraceptive injection for years but came off it about a year before I went into the jungle to give my body a break. My periods still hadn’t regulated and, although we used protection occasionally, I was convinced there would not be much chance of me being fertile until everything was back in order.

I admit that I feel like a silly seventeen-year-old now when I  think about how naïve we were being about contraception.

But in my defence, m’lord, a friend who had also been on the same injection took more than eighteen months to get pregnant and I have had so many friends who have had problems conceiving that I was sure I would have to wait another six months before I needed to even think about contraception.

I guess that buried deep in my mind was also the thought that if I were to fall pregnant it would not be the end of the world. Gray and I had been together for more than six years and were engaged to be married. Our plan had always been to start a family one day.

But we certainly were not expecting it to be on the day I came out of the jungle.

I had agreed to go on I’m A Celebrity after turning it down for three previous years. I knew that being on the show was either going to be the death knell of my career or mean that I was suddenly going to be a lot busier. I was doing it partly to test myself, partly to get a break from work and partly (yes, I know it’s a cliché) to show the public the ‘real’ me.

Up until I went into the jungle, I was still best known as the girl who had been in Hear’Say. Although I had been working as a classical musician, a DJ and a television presenter on CD:UK, I knew that in order to give my career a real kick-start I needed to do something mainstream like I’m A Celebrity.

So I guess I can’t blame anyone but myself that I became famous for having showers in my white bikini while on the show. In all honesty I never realised the producers were making such a big deal of my showers – after all, I wasn’t showering any more than the next person! I was much more proud of my DIY achievements like building the camp a table and a broomstick – but to my disappointment nobody made a fuss of those.

Still, I certainly can’t complain – going on the show has meant I’m now busier than I have ever been before. And, more importantly, it provided the perfect environment to prepare my body for pregnancy.

You won’t find jumping out of planes, showering with spiders, bathing with eels, not to mention ducking out of the way of celebrity rows, advised in most pregnancy manuals. But in a strange sort of way, being in the I’m A Celebrity jungle was the textbook environment for the pre-conception of my baby.

Advice for women wanting to get pregnant includes getting fit, detoxing, eating healthily and trying to stay relaxed. And in the rainforest, the hikes, the physical activities, the meagre alcohol allowance and the protein-orientated meals meant that I was in the best physical condition of my life. I was away from all the stresses of modern-day living, so was feeling more relaxed and liberated than I had ever done before. And I was well rested because I was sleeping when it got dark.

I adored living at one with nature – even the spiders and bugs didn’t bother me – but I wasn’t to know nature was planning a little surprise for me.



What’s happening to your body – Weeks 1 and 2

The forty weeks of pregnancy are dated from two weeks before your baby has actually been conceived. The first day is the start of your period when the lining of your womb is shed, giving it a ‘spring-clean’ in preparation for the arrival of a fertilised egg. Ovulation normally occurs on the last day of the second week when one (or occasionally more) of the eggs you were born with is released into the Fallopian tube in preparation for fertilisation. You can often tell you are ovulating as your body produces extra vaginal mucus.
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Week 3

The Week in Which Our Baby
Was Conceived
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Gray and I had just one hour to spend together from the time I left the jungle before I had to start work again and we were determined to use it properly.

I was busy getting showered and putting my make-up on ahead of having to do a round of interviews and photoshoots when Gray followed me into the bathroom. There were dozens of journalists, television executives and press officers milling about nearby but, as it had been almost two months since we had any time together, we decided to seize our moment.

Gray was not even supposed to be in Australia as he was due to be working on a band’s tour. I was devastated because I had missed him so much and was very emotional when I left the jungle thinking he was not going to be there.

But then, when all the filming was finished and I crossed that famous bridge, I saw him. It was a proper Mills & Boon moment. We went running into each other’s arms and Gray told me how much he had missed me and how he wanted us to get our act together and get married.

We first met when Gray was working as a bodyguard for Hear’Say. We did not get a great impression of each other to begin with – I thought he was really rude while he was annoyed that I had once stolen his dinner. But when he joined the band on our tour I became impressed at the way he was so different to all the other ‘yes men’ around us. He was refreshing because he wasn’t afraid to tell us when we were being out of order.

Every evening, it was Gray’s job to drop off all the stuff we had left in our dressing room into our bedrooms. We would often have a good chat and I began to realise that I had romantic feelings for him – and I was sure that he felt the same way. So one night, as he was about to leave the room, I went to give him a kiss.

It was a disaster. He moved his head away and said, ‘I can’t do this,’ and walked out, leaving my heart on the floor. I was absolutely mortified.

We ignored each other all the next day – I was too upset to even look him in the eye – but that evening when he came to my room we had a heart-to-heart. He said he did have strong feelings for me but was worried that he would look unprofessional. He then said the sweetest thing: ‘I want the fairy tale,’ he told me. ‘I don’t want this to be just a fling.’ We have been together ever since.

Although my friends have always teased us about being ‘the perfect couple’, you won’t have to read far into this book to see that, like any couple, we are far from it. But we have been through a lot together – and that has made us stronger.



My tip You can get ovulation sticks, you can measure your basal temperature and you can do a dozen other things to make sure that it is the ‘right time’ to conceive a baby. But sometimes things cannot be planned to precision, and sometimes accidents happen.



Two years ago Gray asked me to be his wife on an amazing surprise trip to Rome. Although the day he had planned had gone disastrously – I broke his treasured £500 motorcycle helmet, we got lost in the pouring rain and ran out of petrol, we were exhausted and ratty, I thought the scroll he gave me with a poem in it was a Toblerone bar! – it was also the most romantic thing to ever happen to me.

As Catholics we always meant to marry before having children and our parents had been bugging us about it for years. But our lives always seemed too busy to organise a wedding.

And following my stint in the jungle, and our little reunion afterwards, things were about to get a lot busier.

[image: image]



What’s happening to your body – Week 3

As your egg is pushed slowly down your abdominal cavity towards your Fallopian tube by finger-like projections called fimbria, millions of sperm are swimming upwards in an attempt to be the one to fertilise it. The sperm release an enzyme that allows only one to penetrate the tough outer membrane of the egg, which then closes up. The lucky sperm carries on swimming through the egg – itself the size of a pinhead yet a hundred times bigger than the sperm – until it reaches the nucleus and the two fuse to form one cell. The sex of your baby depends on which chromosome the sperm is carrying: an X for a girl and a Y for a boy. The embryo then moves along the Fallopian tube into the uterine cavity.
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Week 4

The Week When I
Got My ‘Period’
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I had a period just before the show started, I got another one while I was in the jungle and then I had what I thought was a third a week or so after I came out.

I was used to my periods being irregular since I had come off my contraception, but this seemed mad as that meant I’d had three periods in the space of about six weeks.

The final one seemed very light – but I thought that was only down to the fact that the one in the jungle had been very heavy. I certainly felt pre-menstrual enough – but as the days went on my normal PMT got worse not better. In fact, I’d categorise those early days as being like having PMT times a hundred.

Of course, now I know that it was not a period at all – but was an early sign of pregnancy.

Around the same time I also had a medical and urine test before I started doing The People’s Quiz. They told me one of the many things they would be able to tell was whether I was pregnant, though they didn’t actually test for this and so I never found out at this stage.

I thought I had better include this information as it will help to explain why I ignored all my glaringly obvious pregnancy symptoms which had already started.



My tip Bleeding can be common in early pregnancy, especially around the time your period is due. If you have lots of pregnancy symptoms but still had some bleeding it might be worth getting yourself a test. If you are worried about bleeding in pregnancy make sure you speak to your doctor.



What’s happening to your body – Week 4

You: For most women the first sign that you are pregnant is that either you have no menstrual period at all or only a very light spotting. Many of the things you normally experience before a period continue – as your breasts become more sensitive and your tummy bloated – but your body already knows it is pregnant and starts producing a hormone called hCG (human chorionic gonadotrophin). HCG is the hormone detected in pregnancy tests, which will start showing up positive around the date your period is due.

Your baby: The apple-pip-sized structure growing inside you – known as a blastocyst – is a ball of cells which will divide and develop into your baby, the placenta and the umbilical cord. It normally implants in the uterus between nine and twelve days after conception.
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Week 5

The Week the Hormones
Kicked in and I Started to
Question My Sanity

[image: image]

I was convinced that Gray no longer loved me. I felt constantly sick and was arguing with everyone. My boobs felt sore, I couldn’t stop crying and my face had broken out in spots. I had a raging appetite and I was exhausted. But I hadn’t worked out I was pregnant – instead I and everyone around me began to question whether I was going nuts.

Hardest of all were the constant rows that started between me and Gray. They were nightly and they were horrible. We have never been a couple who really row with each other – one of us always calms things down – but now we were having screaming arguments over the most ridiculous things. It was like we hated each other.

One debate that went on and on was after the I’m A Celebrity wrap party when Gray decided to invite some of the people he met while I was in the jungle, plus a whole lot of strangers, back to our house for a party. I was exhausted and feeling ill and we started arguing when I said I didn’t want everyone coming back to ours. The bickering continued in the car home in front of my cousin. ‘Why did you have to invite so many people back … Why are you such a killjoy … I wouldn’t have minded a few people … Yes, as long as they were people you wanted … You’re so selfish … You’re a moody cow …’ And while my cousin went to bed, we went on at each other until the early hours of the morning. The row continued for days.

But that was not the only thing we fought over. It was always the pettiest of things – like if Gray didn’t answer one of my texts all day or if I was working late and he ate dinner without me. I genuinely thought Gray had turned into the Antichrist.

Things came to a crux around New Year when we were due to have our families over. Just before our party started we had another tearful row. I remember telling Gray: ‘I don’t even know why we are having everyone around. There’s no point – we’re not talking to each other and you are just being miserable all the time.’

We tried to hide our problems at the party but everyone noticed something was wrong. Gray’s sister Lisa pulled me into the wardrobe and said, ‘What’s wrong with you and Gray? Don’t you love him any more?’ My heart was racing and the tears came to my eyes. ‘Of course I love him,’ I sobbed. ‘But I don’t think he loves me.’

After they left, Gray’s mother rang and said: ‘I’ve never seen you like this, what’s wrong with you and Gray? You two are normally the picture of young love.’ Everybody could see there was something wrong and that we were as close to breaking up as we have ever, ever been.

And it wasn’t just Gray. I was having horrible rows with my manager Jonathan Shalit. Someone at his office who worked closely with me had moved departments while I was away and I had taken it personally – to the extent that I was crying over it every day.

There was one afternoon when he had decided to take our argument out of the office – only for me to burst out crying on the street. While I was sobbing, tears running down my face, someone came up and asked for an autograph. I signed it and carried on my tearful discussion with Jonathan. Then someone else came up and asked for an autograph, which I signed in between dabbing my mascara-soaked eyes.



My tip For most people theq most obvious sign they are pregnant is when their period fails to show up. But, as in my case and for many others, sometimes you can get some spotting, which can confuse you. Other signs of early pregnancy include the following – you may have some, you may have them all (you poor thing) or you may have none at all:


• Changeable moods

• Sore/AGONISING boobs

• Feeling sick / being sick

• Feeling light-headed

• Needing to go to the toilet a lot

• Having a heightened sense of smell

• Craving certain foods

• Having a metallic taste in your mouth

• Being exhausted – yet having trouble sleeping





Concerned about my tears – and the fact that my blotchy face might not be the best look – Jonathan said to me, ‘You’ve got to get in the car,’ and that just started me off in more hysterics. ‘That’s just the sort of thing you would say,’ I wailed at my increasingly bemused manager.

Jonathan and Gray had started to talk about what to do with me – they did not know what was wrong.

Nor did I. Part of me blamed Gray and his attitude towards me. I thought that while I was away he had reassessed everything and did not love me any more.

But I also knew that I had changed and the only thing I could put it down to was being in the rainforest. I thought – oh, the irony! – I had become so in tune with nature that I couldn’t cope with the modern world.

As well as being constantly upset, I had become like a sniffer dog with smells – although most of them made me feel nauseous. I put it down to the fact that I’d had such a huge detox that my cleansed system could no longer cope with synthetic aromas. I was craving fruit and meat and in my somewhat warped reasoning this all made sense – I only wanted natural things!

I thought I had suddenly developed motion sickness because I was no longer attuned to moving about so fast when everything had been so relaxed. And I thought that my boobs were sore because I had put so much weight back on since coming out of the jungle. Looking back on it now, it is amazing I did not realise I was pregnant, but actually the idea of it was the furthest thing from my mind.

I was more concerned about whether Gray and I would last the course.



What’s happening to your body – Week 5

You: As the level of hCG being produced by your embryo begins doubling every day, pregnancy symptoms will kick in now and it is already time for you to start looking after yourself and getting lots of extra sleep.

Your baby: By the end of this week the embryo in your tummy – which is now one structure that looks a bit like a tadpole and measures about the same size as a grain of rice (5mm) – already has a beating heart, kidneys, a liver and even little buds which will form its arms and legs.






End of sample
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