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I dedicate this book to the two women who have
 made my life so full of love:
 To my precious daughter, Ashby, who is the light of my life and has
 brought me happiness beyond what I could have ever imagined.
 I will always be there for you! Oh, how Mama loves you so!
 To my precious mom, Betty, who passed away from
 Lou Gehrig’s disease in June 2008, three days before Ashby’s
 first birthday. You were the definition of an incredible mom.
 You were always there for me and still are, I know, as my angel.
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INTRODUCTION






I was seven months pregnant when my friends and coworkers from Access Hollywood threw me a baby shower brunch. At that point I knew I was having a girl—little Miss Ashby Grace would soon arrive on the scene, on June 11, 2007—which meant that the restaurant was covered in pink balloons and confetti. The tables were decorated with darling little mesh bunny rabbits filled with jellybeans. And then there was the dessert: my pals had made a cake out of donuts for me. Early in my pregnancy, I had developed an insane craving for donuts. And they couldn’t be just any kind of donut. They had to be plain glazed, heated for exactly fifteen seconds in the microwave. I had it down to a science. And everyone at Access knew it.


But what I didn’t have down to a science was all of the things that happen during pregnancy, birth, and those first few days home with a new baby. So after we finished opening gifts at the shower, we played a game where people wrote down on slips of paper little bits of advice and words of wisdom about what I could expect during the rest of my pregnancy, in the delivery room, and once Ashby was born. The tips were great! One friend told me, “Preregister at the hospital.” Huh? You can preregister for the baby’s birth before you even go into labor? How is that possible? Well, it turns out that yes, you can, and this prevents you from having to worry about all that paperwork when you’re in labor, having contractions, and about to add a new member to the family. Instead, you can focus on what you came to do: have the baby!


Another friend wrote, “Don’t be surprised if you have headlights (you know, hard nipples) during your pregnancy.” No kidding! I had already found that one out the hard way (no pun intended). But I wish I had known about it before I arrived on the set of Grey’s Anatomy to conduct an interview, looking like I was a little too happy to see Doctors McDreamy and McSteamy.


These suggestions made me realize that there are so many unexpected, sometimes terrifying, sometimes gross things that happen during pregnancy that just aren’t talked about enough. Where were all of these reassuring tips and kernels of wisdom when I first found out that I was going to become a mom? Yes, countless books have been written on the subject of pregnancy. But as I quickly discovered, there are many things that are not covered in the pregnancy books—at least, not in the ones I read, and I read a lot of them. Like, what about the time my chest broke out in little red dots—what on earth was that? I completely panicked! Did I have the measles? The mumps? Chicken pox? My blood pressure shot up sky high as I wondered what was wrong with me and how it was affecting my baby. Well, after a visit with my doctor (whom I think is great and who was always so reassuring), I was told that what I was experiencing was absolutely nothing to be alarmed about. In fact, the dots I’d developed on my chest were completely normal during pregnancy, and they would go away after I had the baby. (I swear my makeup artist had to become a magician during my pregnancy.) You can turn to chapter 4  to read the medical explanation he gave me, but the bottom line is I could’ve had one less panic attack if any of the books I’d bought had mentioned that a red-dotted chest was par for the course during pregnancy for some women.


I’m an information junkie. The reporter in me never rests. So from the moment my husband, Keith, and I set about trying to get pregnant, I had many questions, starting with how long does it take to get pregnant? Answer: it takes an average of six months to conceive. Well, phew. What a relief to know that you haven’t flunked the fertility test if you don’t get pregnant on the first try. And once it was confirmed that I was officially pregnant, I was constantly on the computer, looking up everything. My doctor and I spoke so often we were practically on a first-name basis with each other. And I found myself asking all of my friends with kids a zillion and one questions, only to discover that your friends don’t always remember to tell you half of the things that happened to them during their pregnancies.


I also found that some of the books that are available are helpful but hard to navigate, especially the ones with a forty-page index. Plus, I felt that a lot of the things that you experience during your pregnancy that aren’t harmful to you or your baby (such as red dots on your chest) aren’t even mentioned in these books. But guess what? If it happens to you and you don’t know it’s not harmful…it’s scary! That is why I wanted to share in a simple, fun, straightforward book all of those crazy, unexpected, sometimes disgusting, sometimes hilarious things that happened to me during my pregnancy. I took notes throughout my pregnancy so I would have a record of what I was experiencing (again, the reporter in me never rests), and now I’m passing them on to you in hopes that you won’t be too surprised when some of these things happen to you.


 


P.S. While I wrote this introduction, my daughter, who was sleeping next to me, opened her eyes, smiled at Mama, crawled onto my chest to cuddle with me, then fell back to sleep. My heart practically melted. So no matter how challenging pregnancy can be, trust me…it’s all worth it!
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PRE-CONCEPTION

















 


 


 


My husband, Keith, and I always knew we wanted to have kids. So after we had been married for a while, we wanted to expand our family. Keith already had two beautiful boys—Tyler and Carson, whom I adore—from his first marriage; they have their mom, and I’m their “Nommy,” their Nancy mommy. But ever since I was young, I always knew I wanted to have a baby of my own. So there I was. I had met the man of my dreams, we had gotten married, I was beyond happy, and it felt like all the pieces were falling into place. So, let’s do it, I thought. Let’s have a baby!


The first thing I did after Keith and I decided to try to get pregnant was make an appointment with my gynecologist. “What do we need to do?” I asked. “Well,” he said, laughing, “you need to have intercourse. And a lot of it.” Yeah. I knew that one. But all kidding aside, I had questions…many questions.




The Numbers Game


I asked my doctor, “How long does it take for women to conceive?” The answer: Typical fertile couples (and I already knew Keith had swimmers) have a 20 percent chance of becoming pregnant with each cycle and an 85 percent chance of becoming pregnant within one year. It’s true that a year is a long time, and can feel much longer when you’re waiting for that little line to appear on a pregnancy test. But those odds seemed pretty good to me.


Peak Time


During that first visit, I also learned from my doctor when women are most fertile. In most cases, you’re at peak fertility one to two days before ovulation and up to twenty-four hours after. The doctor explained that this had to do with the fact that while sperm cells can live two to three days inside of you, an egg survives for only twenty-four hours. Of course, as the doctor told me these things, I was taking meticulous mental notes. Pregnancy, or at least getting pregnant, suddenly seemed much more complicated than I’d initially thought. And to top it off, every celebrity I was covering for Access Hollywood seemed to be pregnant or had just given birth—Angelina, Britney, Katie Holmes, Gwyneth Paltrow, Mariska Hargitay. I could feel the pressure mounting.




Prep Work


One thing that didn’t surprise me during my visit to the ob-gyn was when my doctor prescribed a prenatal vitamin for me. As a spokesperson for the March of Dimes, I know how important it is for all women who are even considering getting pregnant to take a prenatal vitamin. Here’s why: Prenatal vitamins are high in folic acid, which can prevent birth defects of the brain and spinal cord (such as spina bifida). Not to mention, a prenatal vitamin helps provide extra amounts of iron and calcium. While a vitamin isn’t a substitute for a healthy diet, it goes a long way toward making sure that women receive sufficient levels of the right minerals to create a healthy child.


Charting Ovulation


Back to the business of getting pregnant: we needed to have sex and we needed to have a lot of it. Doctor’s orders! My husband wasn’t complaining. But after weeks of diligently trying, when, at the end of the month, I’d get my period, I couldn’t help but feel vaguely disappointed. Common sense told me there was nothing to be concerned about. I had read the websites and knew the statistics. And yet, I still felt defeated.


Several months into actively trying to put a bun in the oven, I decided to get serious. I was determined to address whatever was happening (or not happening) head on. So I began to chart my menstrual cycle meticulously. I bought an ovulation calculator, those pee sticks that can tell you when you’re ovulating; a basal body thermometer to chart my fertility; and—I kid you not—a “fertility scope” (a mini-microscope type of device that you put on your tongue), which supposedly can detect whether you are ovulating based on the composition of your saliva. If there was a product on the market that could help me conceive, chances are I had it. Meanwhile, whenever my husband and I went out, we’d see pregnant women everywhere. And I swear it felt as if every other story I read for Access was about the “Hollywood Baby Boom.” It was starting to feel personal. Why wasn’t I pregnant?


The Buddy System


If you’re feeling discouraged, my advice is: find a friend and buddy up. It helps to have sisterly support in your baby-making efforts, as well as someone to make you feel as if you’re not alone in your quest to get pregnant. This really helped me. By happy coincidence, my very close childhood friend Abby was also trying to conceive at the same time. She and I would compare notes and share tips. That way, when another month rolled by and neither of us had a positive EPT stick to show for ourselves, we’d lift each other up with words of encouragement. “It’ll happen next month. You’ll see.”




Abby had become my pregnancy partner in crime. The funny thing is that when I learned I was pregnant, I sat down at the computer to e-mail her my good news, only to discover an e-mail from her: she was pregnant, too! So, you see, the buddy system can work. Find a friend and partner up. Just be sure to pick someone with whom you can be open and honest. And if you don’t have a buddy in your circle of friends who is trying to get pregnant, there are many pregnancy websites with forums where women can share their experiences.







DOUBLE THE FUN


If you wind up pregnant at the same time as a friend, consider a joint shower. My high school friends, Lane and Sonja, came up with this idea for me and Abby. It was like a mini high school reunion!








The Sex-a-thon


While we were trying to conceive, I spoke to another one of my childhood friends, Jan. I was telling her about how Keith and I had been trying and it wasn’t working, and she stopped me midsentence and said, “I’ll totally tell you how to get pregnant.” And there, sitting on the beach in our hometown of Myrtle Beach, South Carolina, with both of our husbands next to us, Jan shared her method. She leaned in and said, “So here’s what you have to do: have sex ten days in a row.” Keith nodded with a big grin. Jan continued. “You have to have sex five days before your suspected ovulation date and five days after. And you have to do it at approximately the same time every day.” Basically, it’s like a sex-a-thon. The key, Jan explained, was committing to the rules. Keith and I looked at each other. We were in. So we followed the “ten days in a row” method. It didn’t always result in our most romantic nights, but we stuck to the schedule. And you know what? It worked!


Just Relax


Looking back—and this is an important note—even though we followed the ten-day method, at the time I really didn’t think I was going to get pregnant. I had started to believe we’d have to turn to science, which somehow took the pressure off and helped me to relax. The next thing I knew…BOOM! I was pregnant. We ended up conceiving 100 percent naturally. (Thank you, sex-a-thon!) I really believe it’s because we were finally able to relax. So, try to relax! I know it’s not easy, but I think it truly helps.


Hey, Lady! Turn Down Those Headlights


I knew that nausea, tender boobs, and exhaustion were possible signs of pregnancy. But I had never heard anything about hard nipples. It wasn’t in any of my books, and none of my friends had mentioned they’d experienced it, which left me to discover this one on my own. Apparently, the elevation of the tiny glands around the nipple is one indication of pregnancy. However, I didn’t know this when Keith and I were keeping our fingers crossed that we’d gotten pregnant. So, basically, I spent an entire week with my headlights on high.


The first time I noticed my extroverted nipples was in the shower. Why were they hard? I wondered. The water wasn’t cold. And I certainly wasn’t aroused at 6:00 a.m. Then I noticed them again when I was getting dressed for Access. I walked into Wardrobe, convinced they’d given me the wrong bra. “Where’s the thicker bra? You know, the one I usually wear?” Of course, everyone thought I was crazy. “Nancy, this is the bra you always wear.” And when I got home, my husband took one look at my high beams and figured his wife was in the mood. Little did we know that I had a bun cooking in the oven.


Are You Positive?


Home pregnancy tests have become so advanced that you can pee on a stick five days before you get your period and learn if you’re with child. Which is exactly what I did. I couldn’t wait until the first day of my missed period—I needed to know as soon as possible.




So I peed on the stick and waited for the results. I tried to be Zen about it, but I swear, three minutes have never felt longer. When the time was up, I took a deep breath, turned the stick over, and there, smack dab in the middle of my EPT stick, was a very faint line. I called Keith in and said, “Am I crazy or is there a line there?” Keith thought he saw something, but he wasn’t sure. I took two more tests—same faint line results, but we both agreed that it looked like something was there. What it meant, if anything, was another story. I had to go to work, so I stuffed the remains of my various home pregnancy tests in my purse and ran out the door.


I was so excited I called my sister, Karen, and my mom with the “Guess what? I think I might be pregnant” news. My sister was cautiously optimistic and said, “I think maybe that’s good news that you think you might be pregnant.” I quizzed her on whether she thought the faint line meant I was pregnant, but she didn’t know. Finally, I called my doctor for him to weigh in on what an almost-maybe-possibly line on a pregnancy test meant. He explained that the way the tests work is by detecting the presence of the pregnancy hormone hCG (human chorionic gonadotropin) in the urine. So even though the line was faint, there was a good darn chance it meant I was pregnant! My doctor then told me to take the test again in the morning, when the presence of the pregnancy hormone would be even stronger. Turns out that that hormone (the one that produces a positive result) doubles itself every twenty-four hours. He suspected I would have a much darker line the next day.


I woke up at 5:00 a.m. to pee on a stick. My doctor was right. There was no question—the line was dark. I was definitely pregnant!
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FIRST TRIMESTER

















 


 


 


The first trimester (zero to fourteen weeks) is filled with so many emotions. Keith and I were beyond thrilled. We were pregnant, by golly! But we weren’t ready to shout the news from the rooftops yet.


First off, I wanted to keep the circle of people who knew about my pregnancy limited to family and a few close friends for a while. Most pregnant women do, since the chance of a miscarriage is greatest in the first twelve weeks. I had gotten news from my doctor that the hormone levels from my formal pregnancy blood test were strong—a good sign your pregnancy will stick—but again, you never know.


Second, there was work. I definitely wanted to wait until I was officially out of the first trimester before I shared the news with my co-workers at Access Hollywood. But let’s be honest, by the time I did spill the beans, you’d have to have been blind not to know. I’ll never forget when my co-host and friend, Billy Bush, casually leaned over when I was nine weeks pregnant and said, “I love my wife and I don’t want to be rude, but you appear a tad top-heavy…Hello! Either you’ve upgraded or you’re pregnant.” I was busted. I looked at him and said, “Billy, your microphone is on!” I felt like I had a spotlight shining down on me at that moment. I actually did have a spotlight on me, as we were taping the show, but this one felt like a searchlight! Did everybody else in the studio now suspect that I was pregnant as well? I wondered. I tried to play it off. “Oh, stop it. That’s ridiculous!” But just like the scene in Knocked Up where Katherine Heigl tries to suck in her baby belly, pretty much everyone knew I was pregnant. I just didn’t know they knew!


There were my wardrobe stylists, Daniel and Nicole. These people see me naked as often as, maybe even more than, my husband. So why I thought they wouldn’t notice my ever-expanding belly I have no clue. I guess for the first time ever in my Hollywood life, I actually hoped they thought I was just gaining weight. But when my pants wouldn’t button again, Daniel gave me a knowing look. I turned to him and said, “You think I’m pregnant, too, don’t you?” He looked me up and down and said, “Nanny-O, I know you’re pregnant, but you feel free to tell me when you’re ready.” I laughed and tried to change the subject. But seriously, was it that obvious?


The same thing happened with my makeup artist, Karen. She’s in charge of making me look glamorous and camera-ready every day, and this task includes applying foundation to my chest. One day she started drumming on my boobs with her makeup brush. I looked at her and said, “Karen, what are you doing?” She smiled and said, “Your boobs are just so bouncy.” “You think I’m pregnant, huh?” I was starting to sound like a broken record. Karen looked me in the eye and said, “I knew a month ago, but you feel free to tell me when you’re ready.” The truth was, I couldn’t wait to share the news. I just wasn’t ready yet, since I hadn’t reached the end of my first trimester.


On a Serious Note


One of the reasons I wasn’t quite ready to tell people I was expecting is that before I got pregnant with Ashby I had a miscarriage. I’ve never mentioned this publicly until now, but I think it’s important to talk about, especially since my doctor told me just how frequently miscarriages can occur. I had no idea that approximately one in four pregnancies end in miscarriage, with some estimates as high as one in three.


When I went to my doctor’s office for an examination after miscarrying, I sat in the exam room crying. The nurse asked why I was so sad. I said, “I just had a miscarriage and I so wanted to be pregnant.” She replied, as if it were no big deal, “Oh, don’t worry. You’ll get pregnant again. It’s a good sign that you were able to conceive.” With the knowledge I have now, I realize the nurse was only trying to be comforting because she knew the statistics. But my miscarriage felt like a very big deal to me—I was only seven weeks pregnant when I miscarried, but it was a loss, and I certainly was mourning.


It would have been so much easier if the weight of silence didn’t hang over the subject. Later, when I told several of my friends about my miscarriage, I was surprised to learn that many of them had gone through the same thing. One told me, “Oh, yeah. I had a miscarriage.” Another friend said, “I had three.” So even though the subject had gone virtually unmentioned throughout my experience, it was comforting to know I wasn’t alone. Plus, before I knew the statistics, I worried that something was wrong with me. My doctor assured me this was not the case and that I would get pregnant again. And of course, you know where the story goes from there…I did get pregnant again, with my precious little Ashby.


Overwhelming Undergarments


One of the most surprising aspects of the first trimester was how much my body changed in a few short weeks. I think pretty much everybody knows that when you’re pregnant your boobs get bigger. But none of the books mention how you get so big, so quickly. Within a matter of weeks, I went from a small C to a busty D. It was borderline pornographic.


Anyway, no surprise, none of my bras fit me anymore. I had to go shopping, so I grabbed my sister-in-law, Jenny, and we headed to the mall. Because I’m on TV and I hadn’t officially announced my pregnancy, I didn’t want to say anything to the saleslady in the lingerie department. But as I stood flipping through the rack, I had no clue what size I had become. Jenny couldn’t tell through my bulky top, so we slipped into the dressing room. I raised my shirt, and Jenny exclaimed, “Holy moly, Nancy! You’re gigantic! You’re gonna have to ask the saleslady for help, because I can’t even begin to guess your size.” Finally, I broke down, and turned to the woman who worked at the store and said, “Please don’t say anything to anyone, but I’m eight weeks pregnant and I’m huge! Can you please help me?” It was crazy to think that some of my oldest friends didn’t know I was expecting, but there I was, in a random store, sharing my news with a complete stranger. But it was for a good cause. The girls (my boobs) needed help. And they needed it fast.
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