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Gemma Atkinson is an actress, radio presenter and fitness guru. She currently hosts Drive Time on Hits Radio and co-hosts Steph’s Packed Lunch on Channel 4. Gemma made it to the final of Strictly Come Dancing in 2017 and her partner – and father to Mia – is professional dancer Gorka Marquez. Gemma is passionate about working with ethically sourced brands, from fitness to health foods, household goods, beauty products and baby lines. In 2018, Gemma released her first book The Ultimate Body Plan.









About the Book


Thank you for picking up The Ultimate Body Plan for New Mums. This, my second health and fitness book, is designed to help new mums feel and look their best.


Containing a 12-week postpartum ‘Baby Steps Body Plan’ and 75 delicious, nutritious and speedy recipes, plus wellbeing strategies to help keep you sane during this period of immense change, this book will ensure you feel physically and mentally strong enough to handle whatever is thrown at you (probably apple purée).


I assure you that the phrase ‘snapping back’ does not appear within these pages in anything other than an angry way! Instead, this is a ‘feel stronger, healthier and more confident’ plan. By dedicating just 12 weeks to training sensibly, eating well and being kind to yourself, I promise you will start to feel like you again.


It’s the plan that’s kept me together ever since giving birth to my own little bundle of joy and sleep-thief, Mia, and I couldn’t be more proud or excited to take you on this journey.


Gemma


xxx









Also by Gemma Atkinson:


The Ultimate Body Plan









To my little Mia, and to all the strong women out there.


‘She believed she could, so she did.’
(Anon)
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DEAR READER


Thank you for picking up The Ultimate Body Plan for New Mums, designed to help new mums feel and look their best!


This, my second health and fitness book, contains a twelve-week postpartum fitness plan, seventy-five delicious, nutritious and speedy recipes, and also a section dedicated solely to self-care and wellbeing. The Ultimate Body Plan for New Mums will ensure you feel physically and mentally strong enough to handle whatever is thrown at you (probably apple purée) during this period of immense change. It’s what’s kept me sane ever since giving birth to my own little bundle of joy and sleep-thief, Mia, in July 2019.


At the risk of sounding like I’m at one of those cringey work away-days, I’d like to formally introduce myself: Hello, I’m Gemma. I’m thirty-seven years old, and I’m mum to Mia (as well as to Ollie and Norman, my beloved dogs) and partner to Gorka Marquez, who looks better in sequins than I do (he’s a dancer, BTW, he doesn’t just wear them on the reg). I love my jobs as a radio DJ, actress, presenter and model. I’m a proud Mancunian, and the strangest fact about me is that I once had a wee on the Great Wall of China next to Olivia Newton-John. Genuinely!


At fifteen years old, I was cast as grumpy schoolgirl Lisa Hunter on the Channel 4 soap Hollyoaks, and the rest, as they say, is history. I’ve worked in TV, radio broadcasting, modelling and the media for the last twenty-two years. I’ve travelled all over the world in different roles for different jobs, visiting everywhere from China, (see above – ahem) to the USA and Russia. But by far my biggest, most challenging and yet most rewarding job to date has been becoming a mum. Mia is the reason I decided to write this book, and I’m so happy you’re reading it. Whatever encouraged you to pick it up – whether you’re familiar with my work or have just had a baby and want to be able to recognise yourself in the mirror again – welcome! This plan will gently introduce, or reintroduce, fitness into your life at a pace that suits you, and it will revamp your diet for maximum energy levels.


Having a baby affects everything: your body, mind, hormones, relationships, future plans – even the state of your house, clothes and hair. I can’t think of an equivalent life choice that has the same all-encompassing impact, so it’s natural to feel overwhelmed and find yourself wondering, ‘Wait, who am I meant to be today again?’ To be clear: this is absolutely NOT a ‘get your body back’ plan. I assure you that the phrase ‘snapping back’ does not appear within these pages in anything other than an angry way. This is a ‘feel stronger, healthier and more confident’ plan. By dedicating just twelve weeks to training sensibly, eating well and being kind to yourself, I promise you will not only feel like you again, but also be more able to handle your shit (and your baby’s shit – literally. TMI?).


I couldn’t be more proud or excited to take you on this journey. Good luck!
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GLOW? WHAT GLOW?


‘Come on then, where the hell is this famous “pregnancy glow” everyone’s always talking about?’


I was standing in front of my big bathroom mirror wearing just a sports bra and knickers, with a pile of discarded clothes on the floor next to me. It was late May 2019, I was seven months pregnant during one of the hottest Mays since records began (true – feel free to google it), and I couldn’t recall ever feeling more uncomfortable or hotter (not in a sexy way) in my life. I wiped my sticky forehead and peered at my reflection more closely – or as close as I could get with my huge bump and boobs in the way.


I was looking for ‘the Glow’. You know the one I’m talking about: where your skin looks all dewy and flushed with health (not fever) and people stop you in the street to gasp, ‘Wow! Doesn’t pregnancy suit you!’ and you laugh off the compliment modestly, knowing that, yes, in fact, you’ve never looked more radiant. The Glow is believed to be a result of hormonal changes: an increase in oestrogen and progesterone that gives skin a ‘rosy’ appearance. Increased cell turnover means knackered old cells are replaced faster, and skin looks super fresh and smooth. Not all women experience the Glow, it turns out. In fact, the hormonal changes can also cause pregnancy acne and other less-than-joyful issues, which, on top of the nausea and tiredness often associated with pregnancy, might well mean that ‘glowing’ is the last thing you feel like you’re doing!


But I’d been really looking forward to it. Yet… nothing. Not for seven whole months. I’d had seven months of my body changing in ways I’d never dreamed of. Seven months of cramps and sweats and cravings, and not even being able to shave myself. The least I deserved, I thought, was a sodding glow. Oh, don’t get me wrong, I had a glow all right – of pure sweat. My head was sweating (I don’t mean just my face but my entire head), my back was sweating and, if I’m completely honest, my tits were sweating.


‘The joys of having a baby,’ I muttered to myself. ‘You don’t see this on Instagram or magazine covers.’


The least I deserved was a sodding glow.
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WHY I’M WRITING THIS BOOK


Looking after yourself is always important, but never more so than when you’re expecting a baby or have recently given birth. You’ll discover amazing – and awful – things about your body, about your expectations of your body and about your self-esteem.


When you become a parent, everything suddenly seems beautiful and terrifying in equal measure. And, on top of the mental and physical self-reflection, you’ve only gone and thrown a live grenade into your home. A screaming, crying and incredibly demanding (but cute) grenade. Goodbye sleep! Goodbye showers! Goodbye sexy knickers!


Some days, you’ll feel like you don’t even have time to breathe. Other days, you’ll feel like a fraud. And occasionally (very rarely), you’ll wonder what other mums are moaning about. But, throughout it all, you’ll feel better able to handle the madness if you’re healthy, both physically and mentally – and the two go hand-in-hand. Looking after your body will have a direct, knock-on positive effect on your mind, and vice versa.


A lot of parenting books seem to say everything is going to be either wonderful – all flowers and unicorns – or total crap. However, my experience has been that motherhood slides up and down a constantly moving scale. Being a new mum means massive highs and big lows, and days of not much at all. I want to give women realistic guidance and advice on how to negotiate that from what I know has helped me: exercising, eating well and being kind to myself. It’s like putting on your own life jacket first before helping anyone else with theirs. You’ll be a better parent if you’re feeling strong AF.


As I said in the welcome note, this is NOT JUST A WEIGHT-LOSS BOOK. The last thing new mums need is to be told they should lose 10lb in a month, or anything like that. This book is about how to feel strong for you and your baby, inside and out, so you can best care for your new family. It’s about learning to stop comparing yourself to others and accepting that it’s not about looking a certain way: it’s about building self-esteem, prioritising yourself and feeling like Xena Warrior Princess (millennials may need to google that reference, but it’ll be worth it).


I train and eat well because it makes me feel amazing, NOT because it makes me look a certain way. I care more about what my body can do than what it looks like – and what your body can do once you start treating it right is extraordinary.


I have spent over twenty years in the public eye and, while I am incredibly proud of and grateful for my career, being a woman working in the entertainment industry means having your appearance scrutinised every single goddamn day. I’ll be honest, that’s not always been easy (understatement of the decade). So, a few years ago, I decided to take control over how I felt about my body. I can’t control how the newspapers, magazines or social-media trolls feel about it, but I absolutely can control how I feel about it.


I took up training and eating healthily and it changed my life. A real ‘Eureka!’ moment came in 2014 (readers of my first book will remember this story) when my personal trainer and friend, Olly Foster, asked me who in the world I most wanted to look like. I immediately replied ‘Kylie Minogue!’ But, instead of promising to make me look like my idol, Olly actually snorted. ‘You’re NEVER going to look like Kylie Minogue!’ he said. ‘She’s five foot, and you’re five-nine. You probably looked like her when you were twelve years old. Let’s be realistic.’ I was mortally offended. Even more so when he then flagged up how we could utilise my strong thighs (or ‘thunder thighs’ as they’d been called at school) and add more weights to my leg workouts. Now wait just a minute…


For the first time in my life, I was being told to celebrate all the bits of my body that I’d spent years trying to hide and minimise. The things I was insecure about – my legs, broad shoulders and height – were things he was telling me to embrace and to use. It was like one of those scenes in a movie where a spotlight from the heavens illuminates the narrator, who is in the midst of a life-changing revelation.


Olly was right: I could never look like Kylie Minogue, but I could damn well look like the best version of me. I had been actively working against my body, punishing it for not being something it could never actually be. I’d been trying to make myself less, when the whole time I should have been building on and embracing what I already had – making myself more.


Since then, I’ve never looked back. I started training in ways that would maximise my strengths and, in doing so, I learned to appreciate my body. I felt healthier, happier and more energetic. My skin became clearer, my eyes brighter, my nails and hair stronger and I slept like a baby (a ridiculous phrase, bearing in mind what I now know). Above all, though, my confidence levels rocketed. I started not giving a f*** about what strangers thought of me, instead prioritising myself and the people I love. I was able to recognise toxic situations and acknowledge that I deserved better.


I train and eat well because it makes me feel amazing, NOT because it makes me look a certain way.
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Accepting yourself and appreciating your body is more important than ever when you’ve had a baby. Your body has done something extraordinary, yet instead of constantly high-fiving ourselves for having BIRTHED AN ACTUAL HUMAN, we’re made to feel ashamed of our pooches, stretch marks and cellulite. We’re bombarded with congratulatory images of new mums who have ‘snapped back’ after giving birth. ‘Sharon’s got her pre-baby body back,’ the headlines scream. Back from where? Her body didn’t go anywhere! It’s like carrying a handbag around filled with loads of paperwork, then, when you take the paperwork out, saying, ‘Great, I’ve got my handbag back!’ Wait, what? Your bag was still there – it was just doing a job. And it did it fantastically, thanks very much.


So, that’s why I’m writing this book. To prove that training and eating right will make you appreciate your body so much more. It’s about showing it some love and treating it right, in a safe and compassionate way. It took me six months to be able to get back to my pre-pregnancy training regime safely and I’m a fitness fanatic – my body was primed to get back into the gym. So imagine how long it’ll take someone who doesn’t train regularly and isn’t familiar with nutrition to feel and look their best. Comparing yourself and feeling a failure for not looking the same as someone else is madness. It’s so important to me that you’re committing to this plan to feel and look better on your own terms, not because you feel you should or because someone else is putting you under pressure. The only way to stay motivated is to choose to do this for you and your new baby.


Accepting yourself and appreciating your body is more important than ever when you’ve had a baby.
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A personal challenge


I’m hoping you’ll embrace this plan as a new challenge, like I did. I’d never been as big, unfit or knackered as I was after giving birth, but I’d also never had access to so much information on how to feel better. In late August 2019, a month or so after having Mia, I was asked if I’d film the Strictly Come Dancing Christmas special that November, dancing a jive with Gorka. A jive, of all things! What’s wrong with a slow, romantic waltz, FFS? I was so tempted to say no. That would only be four months after my caesarean, and I knew I wouldn’t be in the kind of shape I was used to. But then I thought about how wonderful it would be for Mia to see her mum and dad dancing together on the TV, and what an ace challenge it would be for me – both physically and mentally. I do love a transformation story; this time it would be my own! So I did it. And yes, when the time came, I was a bit heavier and definitely more tired than I would have liked, but I look back now and wonder what on earth I was worried about. I looked fantastic and was so proud of myself. I’d gone from sitting on my arse for sixteen hours a day to jiving on TV!


It’s commonly known that there is a direct correlation between exercising and better mental health – and that’s always been true for me. It’s not only from the endorphins and serotonin released, but the fact you’re giving yourself some ‘me time’ – something that’s no doubt in incredibly short supply when you have a new baby. That’s why choosing to dedicate time to this plan is a really big deal. You’re telling yourself you deserve to feel better. You’re investing in your own self-worth – and that’s something to be proud of.


Whatever stage you’re at right now, we’ll have you up and doing a jive soon enough. (And, with your newly strengthened pelvic floor, courtesy of the exercise plan, you won’t piss yourself during it, either!) While this is designed as a twelve-week plan, it can take as long as you like. There’s no time pressure. This is a lifestyle change, not a quick fix. I want you to enjoy it! It’s exciting seeing what your body can do, as long as you’re doing it for the right reasons (for yourself) and in the right way.


Everyone is welcome! (Not just new mums.)


While tailored to new mums, this training programme will actually help anyone, whatever age or gender, to feel their best. Because it’s been designed for people who are taking training slowly and gently, it will be particularly useful for those who are either introducing fitness into their lives properly for the first time, or reintroducing it after having a fitness break or an operation… or a baby, of course. While I refer to mums throughout, and while the introduction deals with a lot of the physical changes that happen while pregnant or postpartum, please don’t feel left out if that’s not your situation. The pelvic floor exercises and core work are suitable for both women and men at any stage of life, the recipes are bloody delicious, whoever you are, and the self-care tips are universal.





THE BENEFITS YOU’LL SEE


• You’ll feel more energetic and motivated.


• Your body will get stronger, leaner and more toned.


• You’ll experience better quality of sleep (when you’re allowed to sleep, that is).


• Your skin and eyes will become brighter and healthier.


• Your hair and nails will get stronger.


• You’ll become more productive: taking the time to work out actually saves you time in the long run, because you have more energy and higher concentration levels.


• By strengthening your core and pelvic floor, you’ll repair what’s been stretched, pulled or even broken.


• By being kind to yourself and looking after your mental health, you’ll build up resilience.


Of course there will be bad days when you feel like crap, because, hey, that’s life. But you’ll be in a better position to cope with those days if your all-round physical and mental health is stronger.









HOW THE BOOK WORKS


First up, I delve into my personal experiences of pregnancy and birth (WARNING: my birth story is not for the faint-hearted), and of being a new mum.


I hope my honesty about both the ups and the downs will strike a chord and make you feel less alone. I think talking about this kind of stuff – hormones, cellulite, social media pressure, having sex after having a baby, self-esteem, the size of your post-birth knickers (WTF?) – is integral when it comes to feeling less isolated and to recognising that you do have control over how you both feel and look going forwards.


After my personal story, you’ll find the training plan, which is specially designed to strengthen the parts of your body that have been most tested during pregnancy, while giving birth and also postpartum. It’s divided into three phases of four weeks each (so twelve weeks altogether) that will get tougher as you do. Please don’t be intimidated by the words ‘training plan’ or ‘fitness plan’. As I mentioned before, this is a very gentle introduction or reintroduction to fitness, taking into account the stresses and strains new mums’ bodies will have gone through. It is not a get-fit-quick plan. Take it at your own pace and enjoy it! (Yes, I have total faith you will enjoy it eventually, once you begin to feel and see the difference.)


Next, you’ll find seventy-five delicious recipes (pages 132–275) that you’ll wonder how you ever survived without. There are breakfasts, snacks, lunches, dinners, desserts and drinks, all created with speed and nutrition in mind. They’ve been designed for busy people who want to fuel themselves and their families with tasty, nutritious and balanced meals. You should integrate these into your life during the training plan.


And last, but definitely not least, you’ll find the wellbeing section, starting on page 276. All who enter here must shed any guilt for having ‘me time’, and must accept that self-care is essential. This section is packed with tips and strategies that have both calmed me down and built me up during the last couple of years.


So, are you ready for this? Then let’s get cracking! (I genuinely couldn’t think of a line there that didn’t sound weird in a pregnancy and birth context: ‘Let’s dive in’? Absolutely not. ‘Let’s push on’? Unacceptable. Even ‘cracking’ is dubious, but I’m going with it.)
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Are you ready for this?
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THE PREGNANCY TEST


For me, the whole experience of being pregnant can be summed up by one image: the exploding head emoji. It was joyful, nerve-wracking and all the emotions in between. It also made me feel both vulnerable and powerful – which sounds conflicting, because it is.


I’d never thought of myself as maternal before, because, if I’m totally honest, I never liked other people’s children! I was always the person rolling my eyes at the screaming kid in the restaurant or scowling at the family sitting in the row behind me on the plane. Who doesn’t love their chair being kicked by a screaming toddler for the duration of a four-hour flight? Of course, I adored my young relatives, but that’s different, isn’t it? The kids in your own family are always amazing, while everyone else’s are monsters. It’s funny though, because my mum always scoffed when I said I wasn’t maternal, pointing out how my dogs are the most spoiled animals in the world (they do live like kings) and that my mates always come to me when they need a shoulder to cry on. I guess being ‘maternal’ is just about being loving to those you love.


While my elder sister, Nina, had always known she wanted kids and had three in her early twenties, motherhood really wasn’t on my radar until Gorka and I discussed trying when we’d been together for just over a year. I’d known in a vague way that I’d like a family one day, but I had never felt in a position personally or professionally to consider it seriously. Then, at thirty-three years old, I was. I felt secure within my career, I’d travelled the world, I had my finances in place, I’d ticked a lot of things off my bucket list… and I was totally in love.


Gorka and I met while filming Strictly Come Dancing in 2017. He was one of the professional dancers and I was a contestant. And, even though we were both partnered with other people on the show, we started hanging out behind the scenes. After the main programme finished, the cast and crew spent two weeks touring the country together, and that was that: Gorka and I fell for each other. The whole team was crammed on the tour bus (more like the party bus) and Gorka and I got on ridiculously well – although I do remember thinking, ‘I hope he’s not this much of a party animal in real life!’ Outside of Strictly and the tour, I had to get up at 4 a.m. every day for my radio show. There was no way I could party like this all the time – I’d die. Funnily enough, though, I later found out that Gorka was thinking exactly the same thing! Giovanni Pernice and Aljaž Škorjanec, two of the other professional Strictly dancers (Aljaž was my dance partner), said to me: ‘We’re so glad Gorka found you on this tour, because he was so boring on the last one – he’d be in bed by 9 p.m.!’ When I heard that, I thought: ‘Yes – my perfect match!’


I quickly realised I’d met someone very special. Gorka makes me feel beautiful even when I’m at my most disgusting. He makes me laugh until I wet myself. He looks after me and lets me look after him. He calls me out when I’m being an arse, and lets me call him out when he’s being one. He’s broken down my barriers, shown me a different side to myself, and supported me in everything I’ve wanted to do. He’s the only boyfriend I’ve ever had that’s made me think, ‘Yes, let’s make a mini-you or mini-me.’ (Although we’ve both admitted that the thought of having to raise teenage versions of ourselves is terrifying!)


I look back at the relationships I was in during my mid-to-late twenties and think that if I’d had a baby with any of those people, I’d now be a single parent. Those relationships didn’t work out for a reason. I’m still mates with some of my exes, as our break-ups were totally mutual, and some of the relationships were great at the time but definitely not long-term material. However, I’ve also experienced the other side: like many people, I’ve been cheated on and treated badly. You know, one guy took me on holiday even though, unbeknown to me, he had a girlfriend back home. He’d told her he was away with the lads! I mean, I laugh about it now, but WTF? Gorka was different – and I was different. Therefore, it felt like a no-brainer to come off the contraceptive pill in July 2018. What surprised us both, though, was that I became pregnant that October. I had no idea it would happen so quickly, and I know that makes us incredibly lucky. I have friends who have struggled to get pregnant or who have suffered miscarriages and I know my experience is not reflective of what many women go through. I felt incredibly grateful, but also very, very scared.


I quickly realised I’d met someone very special. Gorka makes me feel beautiful even when I’m at my most disgusting.





THE CLAPBACKS:



Tried-and-tested retorts to stupid comments


COMMENT:


‘When are you having another?’


RESPONSE:


‘When Gorka gets pregnant.’


COMMENT:


‘You’re just all bump, aren’t you?’


RESPONSE:


‘I know, it’s like they call it a baby “bump” for a reason, right?’


COMMENT:


‘You look like you’re about to explode!’


RESPONSE:


’Cause I’m a firecracker, baby!’


COMMENT:


‘You look shattered!’


RESPONSE:


‘I’m not tired at all. You must be seeing things. Maybe you’re the one who’s tired?’


COMMENT:


‘Are you going to breastfeed?’


RESPONSE:


‘Why, do you want to try some milk?’


COMMENT:


‘You’re doing well walking round the park.’


RESPONSE:


‘Got to keep fit for all that parasailing.’


COMMENT:


‘Are you sure it’s a girl? That’s definitely a boy bump.’


RESPONSE:


‘Thanks, I’ll be sure to rely on your eyesight rather than the 4D scan I’ve just seen of my daughter’s vagina.’


COMMENT:


‘Was it an accident?’


RESPONSE:


‘No, I definitely had sex on purpose.’


COMMENT:


‘Are you sure you’re only expecting one?’


RESPONSE:


‘Yep. The rest is just bloating from all the beer I’m drinking.’


COMMENT:


‘Enjoy this day trip/meal out/party while you can. You won’t be doing it again for a while!’


RESPONSE:


‘That means I probably won’t bump into you for a while then, either, will I? Shame.’


COMMENT:


‘Are you sure you should be doing/eating/drinking/saying that?’


RESPONSE:


‘Are you sure it’s your business?’


COMMENT:


‘Where’s Mia?’ (to me, despite Gorka standing right there too).


RESPONSE:


‘Damn, babe! Did we leave her on the bus again?’


COMMENT:


‘Can I touch your stomach?’


RESPONSE:


‘Sure. I also have an itch on my lower back – could you give that a scratch, too?’









SCARY SECRETS


Obviously, everyone reacts differently to discovering they’re pregnant, but for me it was like a giant flashing neon sign saying ‘DANGER’ had appeared over my head. I was suddenly very aware of my body and how seemingly fragile it was. An entirely new experience for me.


I was immediately worried about how my active lifestyle could potentially impact the baby. The fact that several of my friends had had problematic pregnancies and that much of the advice surrounding keeping the baby safe seemed to involve sitting motionless on the sofa for nine months really didn’t help. I toned down my workouts dramatically – which was a big deal for me, as fitness is a huge part of my life – and found myself reticent to do things I normally wouldn’t have thought twice about.


I remember during the first twelve weeks, I asked one of the guys at work to help me lift a box into my car. ‘Come on! You can carry that!’ he laughed. He meant it as a compliment, as I am usually proud of my strength and adamant that I can do things myself, but I had to make up some excuse about how I’d done my back in. The truth was, I was scared to lift the box in case I somehow hurt Mia. For the first time in my life, I felt physically vulnerable. I would whisper to my body: ‘You can do those squats, and you can hike, and run for miles. Just look after my baby now, yeah? Please don’t let me down.’


Before I had Mia, I was a total thrill-seeker. I’d thrown myself off the third-highest bungee jump in the world and swum with great white sharks. It was only ever afterwards that I’d think, ‘Crikey, that could have gone either way, that.’ I remember calling up my mum to tell her about the bungee jump and her screaming, ‘YOU DID WHAT!?’ down the phone so loudly it hurt my ears. She was absolutely fuming! Even more so when I then told her I had a DVD of the jump she could watch if she wanted! Now, though, I suddenly understood how she’d felt. It wasn’t just my body to do whatever I liked with anymore. If I got hurt, Mia would suffer. That’s a very weird thing to realise after feeling invincible your whole life. I was treating myself like I might break.


It doesn’t help that, traditionally, you’re not ‘supposed’ to tell people that you’re expecting during the first trimester. I get it: if something goes wrong, you then have to tell them about that, too, and suffer the head tilts and pitying looks. But there’s a lot to be said for the support you’ll get. I’m so glad Gorka and I decided to tell our families and closest friends straight away. I would have gone mad if I hadn’t. And, if something had gone wrong, I would have needed them. That doesn’t mean I wanted to tell the whole world, though, which meant keeping the secret from the press. What was truly bizarre about that for me was that this secret showed on my body – and showing off my body was part of my job!


When I was about ten weeks pregnant, I was booked to do a fitness shoot. (It had been arranged before I knew I was pregnant.) I’d worked with the stylist a few times before, so she asked me if I was the same size as usual. I had to tell her: ‘No, I’m two sizes bigger than I was last time we worked together.’ I remember hearing the surprise in her reply. She must have been thinking: ‘This fitness shoot has been booked in for months. What kind of lazy git doesn’t train or prepare for it?’ I’m there to promote staying consistent with your training, and yet am rocking up two sizes bigger without a word of explanation. I know some people don’t show for ages, but I’d gone from training daily to doing nothing as I was afraid to, and my body had turned softer all over. The change in my body was more noticeable than it might be on lots of other people because I’d been so lean before. On top of that, I felt absolutely shocking on the day of the shoot, and couldn’t squeeze my massive, swollen boobs into any of the sports bras they’d bought along. We had to get a new kit sent over, and the whole time I wanted to shout:


‘I’M PREGNANT, OK? I’M TIRED AND BLOATED AND FEEL URGH.’


In another now-funny story, when I was two months pregnant, my friend Simon Rimmer, host of Channel 4’s Sunday Brunch, asked me to be a guest on the show for an alcohol-tasting segment. He knew this would normally be a no-brainer for me, so was really confused when I said, ‘Yes, I’ll come on, but I don’t drink anymore.’


‘Okaaaay…’ he replied. I’d just set fire to the entire point of the piece! It was awful hiding it.


So, when Gorka and I got the all-clear at the first scan, along with the huge relief of learning our baby was healthy, we also knew it was now ‘safer’ to start talking about the pregnancy publicly. We knew that didn’t mean everything was automatically hunky-dory, but, rightly or wrongly, that twelve-week mark did act as a real boundary in my head. Finally, we could tell everyone! Hurray, right? Well… kind of. I’m going to admit something crazy here, but I found it really uncomfortable telling my older relatives I was pregnant, because it meant admitting that Gorka and I had had sex. Don’t snort, I’m serious! I said to Gorka: ‘Before, it might have been has-she, hasn’t-she? They may have thought we had but they’d have never known.’ But now they knew, officially, that we’d had sex – and without protection, no less! I told my best friend Laura how awkward I was finding it, and she said, ‘Me too! I was so embarrassed telling my grandma. I wanted her to think it was an immaculate conception!’ Gorka obviously thought I was completely mad, but come on: telling your Uncle Clive that you’re pregnant is the same as saying, ‘Hi Uncle Clive, guess what? Gorka and I had sex. Great, right?!’ Don’t tell me that’s not mortifying.


Passing that milestone also made me feel more confident training again. As well as an adapted lightweight version of my usual workout routine, I took up Pilates, which I’d never done before, attending a class in Bury, which I loved. It was particularly good for me because my muscles get very tight from my usual workouts, so the stretching and elongating really helped me to feel less achy and sore. (We use a lot of yoga and Pilates-inspired exercises in the training plan in this book.) But, while very exciting, I also found it strange – and, yes, sometimes a bit scary – to see how quickly my body was changing as the pregnancy progressed.






THIS ROUTE HAS TOLLS


Pregnancy and having a baby exert a huge toll on the body. No matter what you do to prepare, or how fit or how zen you are, you will still sweat and swell up in places you didn’t even know it was possible to sweat or swell up.


I gained enormous respect and appreciation for every woman who’d gone through this before. Never again will my eyes glaze over when a pregnant woman moans about carrying what feels like a bowling ball around 24/7. I FEEL YOU. And, on top of that, your hormones go completely mad. Your partner will become an expert at knowing when to gracefully exit an argument they’re never going to win. You’ll cry at nothing, laugh at nothing, be delighted at nothing and be devastated at nothing. All within the same five minutes. And that continues for a year, more or less.


Then there’s the pregnancy police: people who think they get to tell you that whatever you’re doing is wrong. ‘You shouldn’t eat that’, ‘You shouldn’t drink that’, ‘Are you sure you should be doing that in your condition?’ Here’s a newsflash for people who think that it’s a good idea to inform strangers on the internet about the dangers of pregnancy or provide them with ‘helpful’ tips: PREGNANT WOMEN KNOW THE RISKS. THEY ARE IN A PERPETUAL STATE OF ANXIETY. YOU DON’T HAVE TO MAKE IT WORSE. And strangers – people you’ve never met before in your entire life – will think they can touch your stomach: that, just because you’re carrying a baby, it’s somehow acceptable for them to stroke you. This really shouldn’t need saying, but that’s not OK. You can stroke my dogs if they like you, but not my belly!


And this police force doesn’t go away after you’ve had a baby. Oh no! They were just warming up. Soon they graduate to the mum police: ‘Why does your baby have a hat on when it’s so hot?’, ‘Why doesn’t your baby have a hat on when it’s so cold?’, ‘Why is she in a sling when she’s so young?’, ‘Why is she under a mosquito net when she may run out of oxygen?’ (All comments I have personally experienced. Yes, even the mosquito net one.)


The last thing an expectant or new mum needs is judgement. You feel like you’re doing everything wrong anyway. Mum guilt is real (see page 38), so trust in yourself, research for yourself and don’t feel swayed by keyboard warriors (or, heaven forbid, people who stop you in the street!).





SEX, CELLULITE & SELF-ESTEEM



Once, when I was heavily pregnant and we were about to have sex, Gorka asked me, ‘Do you think it might hurt the baby?’


I roared with laughter. ‘Don’t flatter yourself!’ I lolled.


Having sex while up the duff is safe, normal and really good for your self-esteem. I think women put too much emphasis on the physical changes they’ve gone through, thinking, ‘God, my partner won’t fancy me while I’m huge and sweaty,’ but it’s not about fancying you at this stage (although they still will!) – it’s about love, as cheesy as that sounds. All the partners I’ve spoken to confirm that sure, they may not be looking at their missus and thinking, ‘Phwoar! Yeah!’ at that moment, but they’re actually feeling something much deeper and stronger: they’re looking at the person carrying their baby. They all said that they loved their partner even more, seeing what they were going through – and these new stronger feelings included wanting to sleep with them. Don’t hide away or fight the changes. You have to embrace them, and trust that your other half embraces them too.


I got really bad cellulite while pregnant, which may have been because of the oestrogen spike in my body (although there are lots of other things that can cause it). I mean, I have cellulite anyway, but this was next-level. Gorka said, ‘You’re pregnant, so what? That’s normal.’ He was right, but it can still be a shock to see a change like that on your own body. There’s not much anyone can do about cellulite. A healthy lifestyle and diet will help, but hormones are hormones, and they go haywire during pregnancy. Getting upset and stressed about it is only going to make you feel worse. My dad always used to say: ‘Worrying is like riding a rocking horse – it’s something to do, but it’ll get you nowhere.’ So, after I had Mia, I drank loads of water, ate good food, started gently increasing my mobility and, as my hormones levelled off, the cellulite decreased. But it did affect my self-esteem. I also noticed that when you’re massively pregnant, self-care can go out the window: it feels like a hassle to just move from one room to the next, let alone get a blow-dry. But don’t neglect the things that make you feel better! One thing I did do was ask Gorka to shave my bikini line. I told him: ‘You’ll have to shave it for me, because I can’t see it – and I’m not going to have the doctors and nurses thinking I’m unkempt.’ I was nine months along and ready to pop and, bless him, he did it, and ended with a flourish, saying: ‘It’s a good job you can’t see it, because I’ve done a diagonal mohawk!’









GIVING BIRTH:


Strap in for a bumpy ride


Mia was due on 22 July 2019 but was born on 4 July (an Independence Day baby!). To say her birth was not smooth sailing is as much of an understatement as saying Tom Hardy is alright looking.


Trigger warning: those with a nervous disposition should look away now and rejoin us on page 34. I am going to reveal details about emergency caesareans and haemorrhages that some people may find distressing, but what happened is an integral part of my motherhood journey and goes a long way towards explaining the toll that pregnancy and birth took on my body. Like a lot of new mums, I’ve had to negotiate a wealth of physical and mental repercussions since giving birth. It’s not just a case of getting back to the gym or ‘snapping back’ (pfft!) when your body and your head aren’t ready.


So – deep breath – here we go...


We’d planned for a water birth, but my mum had very firmly told me planning for anything was ridiculous, as babies do whatever they want. And boy, was she right. My waters broke on 2 July. I wasn’t hugely worried about that happening nearly three weeks early, because I’d been practising hypnobirthing, which is all about using breathing techniques, mindfulness and visualisation to stay relaxed and help manage the pain. My fabulous hypnobirthing teacher had told me, ‘Don’t focus on a specific date, just say your baby’s coming in July. Women put themselves under so much pressure thinking they’re either early or late, when in reality, the baby will come when the baby is ready.’


But apparently Mia wasn’t ready to come. I spent the rest of that day and evening at home, bouncing on a ball, lying in the garden, pacing up and down… and nothing. The next morning (3 July) the midwife told us to go to the hospital and they’d try to get things going to minimise the risk of infection. So my mum, Gorka and I headed off. But again, nothing happened. We spent the whole of that day waiting, but nada. Zilch. Bupkis. Mia was having none of it.


The thing that makes me laugh now, knowing how it panned out, is that on 4 July, the day everything kicked off, Gorka was sitting there watching Wimbledon on his laptop. He had the Nadal game on (FYI, it was the second round and Nadal beat Kyrgios in four sets) and he was ‘ooohing’ and ‘aahing’ at every point. I didn’t mind because there was nothing else to do! By this stage, I’d supposedly been in labour for thirty-six hours, but still hadn’t had a single contraction. I’d been given a pen-like device attached to a machine and was told to click it each time I felt Mia kick. Eventually, a nurse came in, checked the clicking and, concern flashing across her face, told me I’d be given a ‘sweep’. This is when they sweep their fingers around your cervix to try to trigger labour. But Mia was still unimpressed, determined to stay in my belly. It was probably all her dad’s ‘ooohing’ at Nadal that made her think, ‘Sack that – I’m staying in here!’


[image: illustration]


By mid-afternoon, they announced that they were going to induce me. They figured Mia was simply too small to push herself out, especially since my muscles were so tight from years of training. (This was the first time I’d heard anyone say that she was small. During all of our scans, we’d been told she was a big, healthy baby). I was warned that, once I’d been induced, the contractions would start very quickly and be very painful – and they weren’t lying. The first contraction reminded me of being kicked in the stomach when I’d done Muay Thai boxing once. But hey – at least things were moving now, right?


Wrong!


I was looking at the doctor’s face as she watched Mia’s heart rate on the screen, and I saw at once that things weren’t OK. She leaned over, took my hand and softly said, ‘Mia’s heartbeat should be between one hundred and ten and one hundred and sixty, and it’s dropped to forty. We have to get her out right now. I’m going to press a button that will sound an alarm, and lots of people are going to come in. Don’t panic. Stay calm. Whatever happens, you’re going to meet your baby today.’


Then she hit the alarm: BEEP BEEP BEEP! And suddenly the room was full of people in scrubs shouting at each other. They started wheeling me out and, stunned, I looked over at my mum, who smiled and gave me the thumbs up. Gorka later told me that as soon as I left, she burst into tears. He couldn’t comfort her, though, because the doctor told him to hurry up and get his scrubs on. My poor mum was left alone, wondering what on earth was going on, and what was happening to her baby – bless her.


They took me into theatre and administered the epidural at about 4 p.m. People had told me how painful the injection was, but I didn’t find that at all. In fact, I didn’t even know I’d had it until I noticed I’d lost control of my bladder and had wet myself. ‘I’m so sorry,’ I whimpered. ‘I’ve just been to the toilet!’ One of the doctors or nurses said, ‘Don’t worry, lovey, that’s the least of our worries,’ and cleaned me up without batting an eyelid. I lay down and a doctor prodded my belly, asking if I could feel it. I said yes. They all looked at each other.


‘If this epidural doesn’t kick in soon,’ one of them explained, ‘we’re going to have to put you to sleep, because we need to get this baby out now.’


And that’s when I panicked. Up until then, I’d been convinced that everything would be OK. But this wasn’t OK, because not only did I desperately want to be awake when Mia arrived, but I also knew that if I was put under, Gorka wouldn’t be allowed in the room.


‘Please, please – just wait a bit longer!’ I sobbed.


The doctor sprayed something ice cold on my stomach and I flinched.


‘You felt that, didn’t you, Gemma?’ she asked.


‘No, I didn’t!’ I lied. When I saw they hadn’t bought it, I said, ‘Just do it anyway! I’ll be fine!’ I was really crying now, and the doctors were all talking over each other, trying to decide what to do. What would take longer: fully knocking me out, or waiting for the epidural to work? What was the bigger risk?


At that moment, Gorka burst in wearing these enormous scrubs. They were hanging off him. I remember saying to him, through my tears, ‘They’re too big for you, they are.’


He said, ‘I know – look!’ He stuck out his arms and legs in a star shape, and the sleeves flopped over his hands. I laughed – actually laughed – and then the nurse was saying, ‘OK, we’re good to go now. The epidural has kicked in.’


The op started, and I was pushed and pulled about a bit because they were rushing so much, but the next thing I knew, they were holding Mia up in the air, like Simba in The Lion King. My gunky, bloody, beautiful, tiny little lion. She started crying and I thought, ‘Thank God she’s here.’


Bloody terrifying


There followed a couple of hours of loveliness. It’s true the birth hadn’t gone to plan (if you listen hard, you’ll still be able to hear my mum saying, ‘I told you so’). I mean, Gorka hadn’t even been able to cut the umbilical cord, for goodness’ sake. (‘This is much harder than it looks,’ he’d muttered.) But Mia was out – healthy and beautiful and all ours! We were taken to a recovery ward, where she was weighed, we officially recorded her name, and Mum and Peter, my stepdad, got to meet her. After we’d taken 20,000 photos, they said goodbye and headed home, swinging by Asda on their way to pick up some miniature baby clothes because at only 4lb 10oz, everything we’d bought for Mia swamped her. She looked like a little rat, bless her.


So there I was, chatting to Gorka, Mia lying peacefully in the cot next to me, when suddenly it was like someone had flipped a switch. I felt simply awful. It was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before, and I knew something was really wrong. Gorka said all the colour drained from my face, and I looked as white as a ghost. I felt a mixture of light-headed, bone-tired and travel sick. ‘I think you need to get somebody,’ I whispered, and he ran to fetch a nurse. She stepped inside our privacy curtain, whipped my blanket back and we all stared. The entire bed was sodden with dark red blood, which was flowing from between my legs. I hadn’t felt a thing, because I was still numb from the epidural.


The next thing I knew, they were holding Mia up, like Simba in The Lion King. My gunky, bloody, beautiful, tiny little lion.
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For the second time in only a couple of hours, someone hit the panic button and all hell broke loose. Gorka later described it as like a Formula One pit stop – all these doctors running in, flapping around the bed, connecting me to IVs, taking my vitals. It was equal parts amazing and terrifying. I was thinking, ‘Wow! Look at how efficient they are!’ and then, ‘Wait – if the professionals are freaking out, how bad must it be?’ It was particularly scary for Gorka, who’s Spanish. English is his second language. In fact, it’s actually more like his third language, after Portuguese. He was desperately trying to understand what was happening; what all the shouting was about.


I can still picture the face of the young doctor who was trying to keep me calm. He was wonderful. He was looking into my eyes and asking, ‘What’s your baby called? Tell me your baby’s name.’ I was saying, ‘Mia! She’s called Mia! Where is she? Is she OK? Can you get her for me? What’s happened to her?’ And then, bizarrely, I turned and started shouting at Gorka: ‘Don’t let them take Mia!’


It sounds insane now, but all I could think was that if I died, they would take her away, and he might get a different baby back! Can you credit it?! I mean, I was well and truly out of it on all the pain meds, but my maternal instincts had kicked in. This was my first experience of how my priorities had changed: I had this overwhelming fear that something would happen to her if I died. Because, yes, I did think I might die. I’m not even sure why, but I remember clearly thinking: ‘Right. If this is it, this is it. I’m going to die in this hospital and my daughter isn’t going to know me... but I’ll see my dad again soon and he’ll make it all OK.’ (My dad died when I was 17.) I can’t explain how shocking it is to see a pint of blood spreading across a bed – your blood. I don’t subscribe to any religion, but I do believe there’s something out there, something bigger than us, and I found it peaceful to think I’d see my dad again. I just wanted Mia to know how much I’d wanted her… and to make sure Gorka got to keep the right baby (don’t ask).


So, there’s this doctor trying his best to calm me down, me thinking I’m going to die, a nurse massaging my tummy, another pulling jelly-like clots out of me, and yet another injecting me with something. I looked around for Gorka and saw him sitting in the corner on a chair, with his head between his legs, a nurse rubbing his back, telling him to take deep breaths. He’d nearly fainted! All these doctors and nurses are trying to stop me bleeding, and he was there getting on the gas and air! The whole scene was ridiculous, like a Carry On film. I can only apologise to the other women in the ward, who had to listen to all this and must have been clutching their newborns in absolute horror. But then, whatever medication they’d put me on, or whatever it was they’d done must have started working, because someone said: ‘She won’t need a blood transfusion.’ I thought, ‘Grand,’ then, ‘Wait – what?! I might have needed a blood transfusion?’


When the danger was over, they took me to another room (I’d seen a lot of recovery rooms by this point) to clean up the mess. In the lift, I asked: ‘Is this normal? Does this happen to lots of people? Am I going to be OK?’


The nurse said, ‘Don’t worry, Gemma. You’re fine. It’s all over now.’


Only then did I allow my body to relax and I fell asleep.



‘Will you stop having these episodes, Gemma?’


In total, I spent seven days in hospital. Two waiting to have Mia, and five recovering from the haemorrhage.


It’s normal to bleed after giving birth. Blood naturally seeps from where the placenta was attached, and also from any tears or cuts that have occurred during labour. This ‘normal’ bleeding is heaviest just after birth and reduces over the next few days, the blood turning from red to brown. It’s called lochia and should have stopped altogether by the time your baby is six weeks old.


Obviously, that’s not what happened to me. I had what’s called a postpartum haemorrhage (PPH). ‘Primary PPH’ (what I had) is when you lose more than 500ml of blood within the first twenty-four hours after birth. Depending on when and where it happens (i.e. if you’re in the hospital or at home), and what your physical condition is when it kicks off, it shouldn’t be life-threatening but will still be taken seriously by the medical staff looking after you. Most women will have a ‘minor’ haemorrhage, which is when you lose between 500ml and 1000ml of blood (1–2 pints). A ‘severe’ haemorrhage (when you lose more than 1 litre or 2 pints of blood) is much less common. This often requires more treatment such as a blood transfusion, and medicine or a procedure to stop the bleeding. It’s worth noting that if you have a PPH, you might become anaemic and tired, and it can take a few weeks before you make a full recovery. A secondary PPH is when you have heavy vaginal bleeding between twenty-four hours and twelve weeks after the birth. It can be a sign of infection or some placenta still in the womb – but this is also really rare. Although it doesn’t sound like it, I was actually very lucky. The fact I was in the hospital when it started meant I had the best possible care, and I’d like to thank everyone at Bolton Royal for their professionalism and kindness from start to finish.


OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0002-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/author.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0030-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0006-01.png
can

K ke





OEBPS/images/f0013-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0027-01.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Contents



		About the Author



		About the Book



		Also by Gemma Atkinson



		Dedication



		Dear reader



		Introduction



		My ten commandments for finding 'you' again



		Your goals



		The Baby Steps Body Plan



		Welcome to the Baby Steps Body Plan



		Your warm-up



		Your cool-down



		Phase 1



		Phase 2



		Phase 3









		Recipes



		You are what you eat



		Breakfasts



		Snacks



		Light meals & lunches



		Dinners



		Desserts



		Drinks









		Wellbeing



		It's all well & good









		Congratulations



		Index



		Conversion chart



		Acknowledgments









Guide





		Cover



		Title



		Start













		1



		2



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		53



		52



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		133



		132



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		147



		146



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		155



		154



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		163



		162



		164



		165



		166



		167



		169



		168



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		179



		178



		180



		181



		183



		182



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		195



		194



		196



		197



		198



		199



		201



		200



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		213



		212



		214



		215



		216



		217



		219



		218



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		229



		228



		230



		231



		232



		233



		235



		234



		236



		237



		238



		239



		241



		240



		242



		243



		244



		245



		247



		246



		249



		248



		250



		251



		252



		253



		255



		254



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		267



		266



		268



		269



		270



		271



		273



		272



		274



		275



		277



		276



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303











OEBPS/images/f0018-01.jpg
BUMPING ALONG NICELY






OEBPS/images/f0007-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
GEMMA ATKINSON

THE
ULTIMATE

BODY . &
PLAN

FOR NEW.

12

WEEKS

to finding
‘you’ again

Includes a BABY STEPS BODY IPLANI plus 75 nutritious recipes

] ) "’





OEBPS/images/f0012-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.png
GEMMA ATKINSON

THE
ULTIMATE

BODY
PLAN

FOR NEW
MUMS

to finding
‘you’ again





