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To my whisker biscuit, for pushing out the two most utterly perfect humans I know.










Introduction IDIOTS WELCOME!



So here we are, two kids later. HOW THE HELL DID THAT HAPPEN??!!


Sex. Sex is how that happened. To set the scene for you… no, not that scene… the scene from which I’m communicating with you. I’m writing this introduction while listening to a very avant-garde soundtrack: the shrill screaming of a toddler. Hold on real quick, I’m gonna go tell him to shut the fuck up, but I will translate it to: “Hey, sweetheart, it’s okay to have big feelings, but Mommy is working in the next room so if you could just—aw, you want to play with purple sand? Ok then, I can just finish my work later.” Stay tuned for more janky parenting tips!


You may be wondering, Why is Laura writing her second book at the same exact time she had a second baby, is in the midst of postpartum depression, and when her toddler just got diagnosed with autism? Good fucking question!


I’ve already told you the exciting stories from my drug-fueled life in my first book. Now all I do is breastfeed little aliens and go to bed at 9:30 p.m. I also drink an ungodly amount of coffee, and go on LOTS of walks. Riveting, I know. Maybe you’re excited to find out what type of mother I am? So am I! You want birth stories? Fine, admittedly those are juicy—literally! How about my marriage? Want to know more about that? Because it’s not the perfect #relationshipgoals union that you people seem to think it is. What marriage is? Seriously, if Jay-Z can cheat on Beyoncé, we’re all fucked.





Early one morning, soon after my daughter was born, I was attempting to part ways with my postpartum depression by switching up the route on my daily serenity stroll. New route, new thoughts, new me? I don’t fucking know. I was desperate. Oh, I should also mention that on this very personal, soul-searching stroll, I was accompanied by 14,000 strangers on the internet. I was hosting a Facebook Live, chatting to a small town’s worth of strangers about how I still had to wear diapers because of the placental tissue that was continuing to exit my body. Just then, I spotted an ancient, ethereal vision of a woman walking purposefully up the steep suburban hill and brandishing a shimmering cane. She wore what looked like a powder-blue cotton kimono and an oversized pink sun hat, which she had perched upon her perfectly silver braids.


Since I have zero impulse control and infinite conviction, I HAD to meet this mystical goddess. I sprinted across the street to kindly accost her by introducing myself and my entourage of 14,000 strangers. We chatted a bit and it turned out she was a huge racist!


KIDDING. She was just as celestial and magical as I knew she would be. We soon learned her name was Anne and she was ninety-eight years old. She was once in the Navy, then was a cop in Detroit in the 1950s, then she worked for more than fifty years as an anesthesiologist, not retiring until the sensible age of eighty-two. She told me she walked those steep hills every day, even when she didn’t feel like it. I was blown away, as were my 14,000 besties. I knew I had to ask her what her secret was before she… well… before she was carried to heaven in a whirlwind.


“So what’s your secret?” I asked, and 14,001 souls anxiously awaited her answer. She arrayed her thoughts, looked at my phone camera with an assuring smile, and said, “Fitness, always… and the Mediterranean diet.”


And just like that, she changed my life. I have been eating nothing but hummus and grape leaves for the past three months straight and it has been a gas (and a little gassy).


She went on to tell me what she believed to be her most important piece of life advice, as well as so many other truly treasured insights. I often wonder, If I hadn’t been willing to change my route that morning in a desperate attempt to crawl out of my anguish, would I have ever met her? Thank goodness I did because there she was—my guru, my guiding light. My boss-ass, bad-ass, mystical-ass bitch: Anne. Obviously, I have now made that route my new daily path, and I have been blessed to see (and kindly accost) her at least thirty more times. Each time I consider it a miracle. She is a reminder to never relent, to keep trudging up that hill, even when my monkey-mind tells me to hide under the covers. I make sure to ask Anne the tough questions: What is the secret to lasting love? What is your biggest regret? Are Kegels worth the trouble? Happily, she has answered all of these questions, and I’ll share her wisdom with you throughout this book.


This isn’t a how-to book because I don’t know how-to. I cannot bake and I genuinely don’t know what day it is (yes, I am still sober). I don’t even know how to find my iPhone half the time, let alone provide the answers to life’s toughest questions. The purpose of these stories is to tell you my painfully honest and sometimes hilarious perspectives as a woman, a mom, an artist, and a wife. Love it or put a pin in it for now, this is my truth. So hang on to your diaper, if that’s where you’re at—I’ve been there too. Though, right now tonight, I happen to be wearing coffee-stained sweatpants and a suspiciously moist nursing bra. And by comparison, that’s practically date night, isn’t it?










CHAPTER 1 Come Inside My Vagina



Childbirth is a miracle. It’s a beautiful, sacred, personal experience that transforms you and gives you a purpose deeper than you’ve ever known. Which is exactly why I invited 26 million online strangers to watch me primally scream and aggressively push out my gooey baby. My first birth has over 62 million views on Facebook alone. So between that and my second birth, over 82 million people have seen my punani—and I don’t even have an OnlyFans.


Maybe you’re one of the lucky ones who has seen the videos of Alfie and Penelope’s wildly different births? Or maybe you’re frantically googling them right this second so you can watch. I’ll wait… Or maybe you’re recoiling in disgust as you imagine my mucus plug, placenta, and who knows what other bodily fluids gushing out in a gruesome (yet sacred) waterfall of actual human juice. If you’re in the latter camp, we’re just getting started, bestie.


I opened my last book by telling the story about that one time I came out of my mom’s vagina, so it’s only natural that I now share the rich details of my babies’ birth stories. It’s time to shift the focus to my tunnel of love (and pain). For example, there’s one heartfelt tale about the time that our son, Alfie, was yanked out of my body by a vacuum. It wasn’t a Dyson Cyclone V10 exactly, but still. As terrifying as it was having a whole person forcibly sucked out of my body, it was also magical. The human and the vacuum. I’d rate that vacuum five stars on Amazon if I could: powerful suction, lightweight, and fits perfectly in narrow spaces like my pussy.


Next there was the time during Penelope’s birth that I was on all fours in a hospital room shower, in agonizing pain, making primordial noises so guttural that Stephen thought I was dying. Because he couldn’t live without me, he contemplated jumping out of the hospital room window. When he remembered that we had kids to take care of, he decided not to jump one story to his death. It’s a sublime memory, really.


The second I got pregnant, I became weirdly obsessed with watching strangers give birth online. Birth vlogs, birth stories, basically anything to do with tiny humans barreling into the world through a birth canal. As a kid I loved writing and directing horror movies with my giant camcorder, so it makes perfect sense that as an adult I love to settle in with some popcorn and watch poorly shot homemade videos of hospital births, home births, epidural births, unmedicated births, water births, car births, I-didn’t-know-I-was-pregnant births, and DIY births. Yes, you read that right: DO-IT-YOURSELF BIRTHS. No, seriously, that’s a thing. Look up “freebirthing.” It will blow your fucking mind. So yes, basically, if you’ve put your own birth video online, whether you were in a hospital or in a river, I have probably watched it several times. While eating snacks.


When I was pregnant with our son, Alfie, I forced Stephen to watch birthing videos with me. The snacks helped lure him in, but he was a reluctant viewer at first. Why he would not want to watch a bunch of strangers writhe around in agony, with blood and gunk flying around, is beyond me. Anyway, after watching Ricki Lake’s The Business of Being Born I suddenly became skeptical of the military-industrial birth complex with its hospitals and C-section-happy doctors. The star of Hairspray had successfully convinced me to have a drug-free water birth… at home. Before watching that movie, I figured I would have a good old all-American hospital birth with a shit-ton of epidural on the side. This is what both my sisters and most of my friends did, after all. Besides, I was never known for having a high pain tolerance. I was the kid who was taken to the ER by my babysitter because I started hysterically crying about stomach pains and she didn’t want me to die on her watch (which, at eight dollars per hour, was fair). My parents had to leave a New Year’s Eve party, which I’m sure was the place to be in Downers Grove, Illinois, that night. They rushed me to the hospital, only to hear the doctor say that it wasn’t terminal—I just had a stomachache because I had eaten too much rocky road ice cream. So, considering that rocky night of dairy-induced agony, an epidural seemed the sounder road.


Despite the fact that I apparently can’t so much as eat ice cream without going to the emergency room, after watching Ricki Lake’s movie, I decided to have a home water birth—with a doula, a midwife, and no pain meds. I had been inspired to make informed choices because the host of a trashy 1990s daytime talk show told me to. SHE WAS REALLY CONVINCING, you guys. As Tracy Turnblad said in Hairspray, “Things need to change, and I won’t stop trying to change them.” I’m not against hospital births, epidurals, and C-sections. I truly believe that however you have the baby is a freaking miracle. During my first pregnancy, I just became set on having my baby in a no-drugs/home-birth situation. I didn’t want to freebirth it, with no one around at all to help catch the baby or remind me that I’m just giving birth, not dying. I was convinced that this was the best path for me (and Stephen… but mainly me, for obvious reasons), so I bought a home-birthing tub and some evening primrose oil off the internet. It was all about to go down… my birth canal.


If you’ve seen the video of Alfie’s birth, you probably know that things did not go according to plan. At all. It was like someone (God?) took my plan, crumpled it up in a ball, set it on fire, and then ran over the smoldering ashes with an eighteen-wheeler.


But before all that happened, about six months into my first pregnancy, I started looking for a midwife to help with the home birth. After careful, painstaking research, I finally found a woman I liked. I’ll call her Maude. I stopped going to my regular OB-GYN except for the important 3D scans, which Maude couldn’t do because she wasn’t a doctor and her tool kit didn’t involve electricity or any science whatsoever. That didn’t bother me, though. She had good Yelp reviews!


Meeting Maude was like meeting the fairy godmother who would help bring my baby into the world in a relaxing, drug-free, miraculous way. I put all of my trust in her. Every time I saw Maude the Midwife, I felt that she was truly listening to me. She seemed to care so much about me as a whole person, not just a hole-person. She asked about my diet, how my relationship with Stephen was going, my sleep schedule, my emotional state, my sun, moon, and rising signs, my most embarrassing middle-school moment, my favorite brand of cereal, AND how my cervix was doing. It was such a nice change from the rushed feeling of going to the doctor’s office and having cold gel squirted onto my stomach. At the doctor’s office there was no “So how are you really doing?” But here was Maude, asking where I got my shoes and about the consistency of my discharge. I was into it!


The thing is, sometimes I can get excited about the Maudes of the world and overlook the red flags. I basically spent my entire teens and twenties doing this. Like the time I decided that because a strange guy I met ONCE wrote his name and number on a cocktail napkin and told me I should be a model, that was reason enough to get on a plane to New York City and MOVE IN WITH HIM. That decision worked out great, if you think falling for a dangerously abusive sociopathic drug dealer sounds great. Anyway, Maude’s office was in Los Angeles and it was decorated in a modern hippie style with tie-dyed fabrics and crystals everywhere. The only thing missing was a lava lamp. Oh, and ANY MODERN MEDICAL EQUIPMENT AT ALL. I remember one day after an appointment, Stephen was freaking out because all of Maude’s “medical equipment” looked like she’d borrowed it from the Game of Thrones prop room. It was all ancient torture device–type scales and prods that I hadn’t really noticed before, maybe because I was so charmed by being asked about my relationship with my grandmother, how much gluten I consumed, and whether I believed in any conspiracy theories. She also asked what my primary emotional state was, but as a pregnant person, I couldn’t pick just one! Irritable, terrified, anxious, thrilled, bloated, blissful, achy, horny, tired, hungry, nauseous, irate, itchy, stretchy, annoyed, and did I say tired? Is bloated an emotion? It should be! Maude listened to it all, without judgment. Or medical equipment. She was awesome.


Or so I thought.


“Laura, I don’t know about this whole home-birth idea,” Stephen said after one of our appointments with Maude. “Everything in her office is so… medieval. What if something goes wrong? How will we live with ourselves? And what is that iron thumbscrew-looking thing she keeps poking you with?”


“Stephen, it’s FINE,” I said. I was still very certain that the birthing tub I bought was a solid purchase, even though, in reality, when you’re using a birthing tub the nice clear water soon looks like a vat of tomato-beef stew. I know this because I’ve watched precisely 679 water births online.


At my final, thirty-week, let’s-squirt-gunk-on-your-stomach-and-look-at-your-3D-fetus scan with the OB-GYN, they told me that Alfie was measuring big, to which I replied, “Are you fat-shaming my fetus?” “No, I’m strongly suggesting that you and your big fetus ditch the tub and give birth at the hospital, just in case there are complications.” When I later told Maude what they’d said, she confidently pulled out her cast-iron calipers from 1492 and measured my supposedly thick baby from the outside using the magical power of dowsing.


“Nope, this baby is the perfect size,” Maude said, totally self-assured. “3D scans aren’t always accurate,” she said, dismissively waving her fireplace tongs. She was totally persuasive, whispering soothing anecdotal evidence and assuring us that our baby was “the perfect size.” Then she lightly struck her massive gong, told us we had nothing to worry about, and we went on our way.


After the appointment I was like, “Okay, great, the baby is perfect!”


And Stephen was like, “Bloody hell!”


A few weeks later, Stephen turned to me AGAIN, very nervous, and said, “Laura, I don’t know about this home-birth idea. If something bad happened, how would we ever forgive ourselves?”


Still feeling totally confident about my birth plan, I assured Stephen that women have been giving birth at home for centuries (why did he think Maude’s devices were so old?), and that natural home births are very popular in his home country, the U.K. Plus, about 1.6 percent of U.S. births happen outside of the hospital, which is huge! When Stephen still wasn’t convinced by my stats, I decided to pull up Yelp reviews of Maude again. I would prove to him once and for all that we were in the best prenatal care, even if there was a didgeridoo stashed in the corner of her office. I had read her reviews before, of course, but a few months had passed since I’d looked. How much could change?


“Here, I’ll show you, there is nothing to worry about!” I said as I pulled up Maude’s Yelp page. It all seemed positive, but then I scrolled down further. My confidence in Maude instantly collapsed. I landed on a one-star review that shook me to the core.


“Laura, what does it say?” Stephen pleaded. Maybe he was tipped off by the fact that all the blood had drained from my face, or that I was sitting so silent and still it was as if my soul had temporarily evaporated, which it might have.


“One second,” I said, skimming for other, better reviews.


“Laura!”


“Okay, fine,” I said. I realized that I had to read this terrifying review to Stephen. I had to admit that he had been right about Maude and her torture gadgets all along. The review was written by a husband, and I’m paraphrasing, but not by much:




We had an extremely bad experience with Maude. There were red flags that were ignored, and my child almost died.





“Should I keep going?” I asked. Of course, Stephen said yes. How could we not continue down this horrifying path?




My wife had expressed concerns to Maude about the size of our son (he was over 11lbs. at birth) and she assured us there was no issue. We were so wrong to trust her. Home birthing an 11lb. child is never easy, and my son had the cord caught around his neck. When he was born he was not breathing and Maude couldn’t revive him with CPR. We called 9-1-1, and I traveled with him to the hospital leaving my wife behind, bleeding and in shock. While they did manage to revive him in the ambulance, he had suffered brain damage and was in a coma for days. (He is alive now thanks to the incredible people at the hospital.)


Maude’s manual assessment of our son’s weight was inaccurate and irresponsible. If we had known his weight before the delivery we would have decided to deliver at the hospital birthing center. We have learned a valuable lesson: never let any “expert” have more power than your intuition. If you feel something is wrong, don’t let anyone dismiss your concerns. Make sure you are confident that you have the answers!





My stomach felt sick, and Stephen looked like he was about to throw up. It seemed that this traumatized husband was telling OUR EXACT STORY. We had been told that Alfie was measuring big but were just hearing reassurance from Maude. It was the most disturbing thing Stephen and I had ever read, like we’d been trusting Jeffrey Dahmer to babysit. We were shaking. The father on Yelp also said he’d had to repost his review because it had been deleted. I guess that’s why I missed it when I was investigating Maude initially. So long story long, I ended up returning that home-birthing tub the next day. And I returned Maude too.


As freaked out as I was, I’m not big on confrontation. I just emailed Maude, telling her it was best if we parted ways because our OB-GYN wants us to have a hospital birth. Here’s the email (notice how I used the word “revert”—maybe to make her feel better?):




We wanted to let you know that we won’t be coming in tomorrow afternoon because after much consideration, we have decided to take a different route with this pregnancy and are going to revert to using our OB-GYN.


We have been advised by our doctor that it would be safer to have a hospital birth this time around. We really wanted a home birth but we wouldn’t be able to live with ourselves if something went wrong and we didn’t take into account the doctor’s opinion on his size and therefore the extra risk.


Thank you so much for all your help thus far. We learned a lot from you and so appreciated your time and care. Hopefully next time we can make it work.


Sincerely,


Laura and Stephen. [image: ]


PS. I downloaded Turbo Tax like you suggested, and also thanks again for the gluten-free vegan mac and cheese recipe.





Please note my addition of “Hopefully next time we can make it work” plus the heart emoji. Sometimes I make myself sick. I had ZERO intention of EVER letting Maude near my gullible but well-meaning uterus ever again, but my people-pleasing character defect (PPCD) has not completely lifted yet. I’m still working on that one. Sorry, but I can’t help trying to make people happy. Why am I apologizing? Why is it so hard to stop apologizing?! Even with my PPCD, why I cared about hurting HER feelings is truly a mystery. Okay, according to some random article on the internet, people-pleasing behavior comes from having poor personal boundaries and a longtime need for validation. Supposedly this behavior is more common in people with a traumatic family history or a history of toxic or abusive relationships. Okay yeah, all that checks out. Oh, it’s also much more prevalent in women. Sorry that I got sidetracked, but I am NOT sorry for being a woman who has endured trauma. I mean, I AM sorry, but not sorry sorry. Sorry!


ANYWAY. Back to Maude. How did she reply, you might ask? Was she heartbroken, pleading with us to trust her with our precious, perfect child that she would deliver in the tub effortlessly, with her crude prods and scales? Did she want to sit and talk it out over a cup of red raspberry leaf tea? Meditate and bang a gong about it? Nope. This is what she replied:




Ok, sending all my best!


Maude [image: ]





That’s fucking it! We’d been through so much together. She’d asked about my marriage, my vagina, my childhood obsession with infomercials and my most recent bank overdrafts. She told me she’d take care of us all, but she was happy to end it with a fucking flower emoji? Is it because flowers oddly resemble vaginas and there’s no bearded clam emoji (yet)? Probably.


At least her email didn’t make me feel worse about the fact that we’d fired her. If Stephen hadn’t had his doubts, and if I hadn’t pulled up her latest Yelp reviews, we might have ended up in a horrible situation like that poor family.


I guess the point is that the universe works in mysterious ways, and you should always double-check Yelp reviews. Triple-check them. Check them once a day if a baby is involved.


After that horrible day, it was back to the OB-GYN for us. I still wanted an unmedicated birth, and not because I was scared of needles. I’m an ex–drug addict, remember? I wanted an unmedicated birth for other reasons:




	My hero/incredible mom had all three of her daughters without pain meds.


	I heard having an unmedicated birth makes for an easier recovery.


	I wanted to prove to myself that I was stronger than I thought.


	Ricki Lake told me to.





Like I’ve said, I have zero judgment when it comes to how any woman chooses to give birth. It’s your vagina, so do what you want—just not with Maude!


At thirty-seven and a half weeks with Alfie, I started feeling Braxton Hicks contractions, which, if you’re not familiar with them, are basically false/early labor pains. But that doesn’t mean they don’t fucking hurt. I’d heard that walking helps induce labor, so I forced Stephen to walk with me down the hill from our house. I’d also heard spicy food helps, so we waddled down to a Mexican restaurant so I could ingest a bowl of jalapeños. I was in the middle of guzzling hot sauce when a strong contraction came on, and right as I was mid-groan, some guy walked up to us saying, “Hey, I loved your video about road rage!”


So, being the consummate professional/people-pleaser that I am, I growled back, “THANK YOU SO MUUUUUUAAACH!” This probably made him think I was raging all the time and not just on the road.


Once the guy and my contraction went away, we finished eating. Just as we were ready to leave, two more jalapeño-induced contractions came on fast, and stronger than before. Stephen and I looked at each other romantically, like, “HOLY SHIT, IS THIS IT!?” We didn’t even need to speak, we just knew exactly what the other person was thinking by the panicked looks in our eyes. We called an Uber, and our driver sped back to the house, terrified I’d unload my amniotic fluid in his Subaru. Everything stayed intact, and we got home ready to DO THIS. But wouldn’t you know it… the contractions stopped. Maybe I should have eaten a habanero pepper instead?


What do you do at a time like that? A time when you think THE BIG MOMENT is happening, but then it stops, but then you know it could start again ANY SECOND? You watch Romy and Michele’s High School Reunion for the twentieth time, quoting every line from memory, and then go to sleep, which is exactly what we did. (For the record, I’m the Mary and Stephen is the Rhoda.)


Later that night, I woke up to a giant gush of warm water. I knew it was my water breaking and not pee, because I peed myself daily in the third trimester, so I was a pro at knowing. I woke Stephen up. “BABE!! MY WATER BROKE! OH MY GOD! MY WATERBAG HAS BROKEN!!”


“Your waterbag?” he repeated, very groggy and possibly still dreaming of inventing Post-its. “That’s a funny word, waterbag…” Then it hit him: “Oh my God! Oh my God!” he yelled with pure excitement/terror. “I’ve got to make some coffee!”


What. The. Fuck?


But then again, I wanted to labor at home for as long as possible, and I figured Stephen should be wide awake for the whole thing, so coffee wasn’t the worst idea. And I did labor at home, until it was time to drive to the hospital. We followed the “5-1-1 rule,” which is: Contractions are five minutes apart, lasting one minute long, for one hour straight. I feared if we waited longer than the 5-1-1 rule, we’d be calling 9-1-1. Once my contractions were coming faster than my high school boyfriend, we got into the car and headed to the hospital. When we walked into the check-in area, I was doubled over in pain. Instead of immediately asking, “How far apart are the contractions?” like they do in the movies, the guy behind the desk goes, “Hey, I follow you on Instagram!” I ONCE AGAIN growled, mid-contraction, “That’s AHHHHHHHHwesome!” Then we took a photo. Ever a pleaser.


So back to that idea of childbirth being magical. I spent five hours in excruciating pain, unable to talk or breathe, sitting on a birthing ball making primitive noises, while a well-intentioned/annoying nurse with an oversupply of empathy (yes, it’s a thing) kept popping in to say:


“Do you want the epidural? If you get the epidural you won’t feel a thing…”


To which I grunted, “No, I’m good.”


Then, an hour later, she would come back:


“Do you want the epidural? If you get the epidural you won’t feel a thing…”


“No thanks.”


Then, later:


“Do you want the epidural? If you get the epidural you won’t feel a thing…” Then, her eyes got wide and filled with secondhand pain: “TRUST ME, IT’S ONLY GOING TO GET WORSE. I tried it with my first baby and it nearly killed me. DON’T DO THIS TO YOURSELF.”


To which I replied, “FUCK IT! GIVE ME THE EPIDURAL!”


At the end of the day, any way you have your baby is beautiful, and believe me, when I had that epidural, things got a lot more beautiful. I went from medieval torture levels of pain to forgetting I had legs. We laughed. I relaxed. My doula was in the room, but I haven’t mentioned her so far because she was on her phone the whole time. She did take a break from scrolling Facebook every once in a while to put her hand on my back and say, “It’s okay.” In her defense, there wasn’t much for her to do after I had gotten the epidural. I was just lying there numb, in zero pain, telling dick jokes to Stephen. I told her she could leave about three separate times. Truthfully, it was a little awkward having her just sitting there in the corner texting friends and playing Candy Crush, but she insisted on staying.


Then, after sixteen long hours, they told me I was fully dilated. If you know nothing about childbirth, “fully dilated” doesn’t mean a giant trapdoor opens in your vagina and a baby pops out with no problems and plenty of elbow room. It means your cervix is now paper thin and has opened to ten centimeters wide, but you still have to PUSH A HUMAN THROUGH THE BIRTH CANAL. Apparently it was time for this magic to happen. Of course I had no clue it was time or what was happening inside my own body, because I WAS SO FUCKING NUMB. I loved the epidural, but I couldn’t even feel the entire lower half of my body, let alone feel myself pushing. After I attempted to pushed for a while, I could tell that the nurses and doctors were feeling maybe a little bit frustrated. Then, their looks of frustration quickly turned to looks of real concern. I felt helpless, and I asked the doctor to turn the meds down. Still, I could feel nothing. My bulky baby’s heart rate started dropping, so the NICU team came in, which is never a good thing. They put an oxygen mask on me, the doctor asked if I was okay with her using the vacuum, and I said, “Sure. Just DON’T use a cordless stick—the batteries are never reliable.” What else was I supposed to say? I wanted to get Alfie out as safely and quickly as possible, with whichever household appliances got the best ratings on Amazon.


Stephen had an irrational, patriarchy-induced fear of watching the baby come out of my whisker biscuit, so when the doctor asked him whether he wanted to be on the business side (my head) or the party side (my pussy) when it was time, Stephen was all business. But when Alfie started crowning, Stephen immediately shoved the doula out of the way (not that she noticed) and watched our son come into the world in absolute awe and elation. He saw the entire thing and cried joyous, blissful tears.


There was little Alfie. He was perfect beyond compare and on my tit within two minutes. It was the best moment of my life so far. The video of Alfie’s birth that you may have seen online is about twelve minutes of a SIXTEEN-HOUR experience—but we picked the best, most exciting parts.


With our daughter’s birth, we also had a plan. But again, the joke was on us.


Here’s one reason I love social media: There is a tribe of mamas out there who have your back and will listen to your problems no matter how many bodily fluids or secretions are involved. At twenty-nine weeks along with my baby girl, we had a pregnancy scare. I thought I’d lost my mucus plug, which isn’t supposed to happen until shortly before you go into labor, and twenty-nine weeks was way too early. I made a doctor’s appointment and tortured Stephen the whole way there by saying “mucus plug” as much as possible (try it with your partner, especially if they’re squeamish). To help ease my fears, I’d asked via social media if anyone had advice, and what I got back were tons of reassuring comments along the lines of, “Girl, let me tell you about my mucus plug…”


Your disgusting stories were so heartfelt and graphic, I cherished every one.


The doctor did an ultrasound to check on the baby using modern medical devices instead of ancient divining rods (by this point Maude was a distant, but haunting, memory). She assured us that everything looked fine, and that my mucus plug was still intact!


“Are you sure?” I asked. This must be every physician’s favorite question. They go through years of training and analyze ultrasounds all day long just so someone like me can ask, “But how do you know? Because I posted a picture of it on Facebook and like four different strangers said it DEF was my plug…”


Anyway, she was 100 percent sure. So what the hell had oozed out of me? I guess all kinds of things can ooze out when you’re pregnant and full of hormones. (I’m still convinced it was a tiny chunk of plug.) The baby was actually perfect (not Maude’s tarot-card perfect, but medically perfect). Everything was fine, so we went back home to wait for the actual mucus plug to drop like an album, a book, or a movie that everyone is dying to see. Except it was a mucus plug, and no one on earth wanted to see it, not even me, except maybe I did a little. But Stephen absolutely did not.


When I was thirty-six weeks and five days along with Penelope, I started feeling a tightening in my stomach and I’d get slightly out of breath. I figured I was having false contractions again, because they didn’t hurt and there was no way I was in labor this early. So what did I do? I turned to my online tribe of delirious mamas and I did a Facebook Live, asking the ladies what their early labor signs had been. As I was reading out comments of random women’s early signs, every few minutes, I would continue to feel the tightening in my stomach…


“Kerry from Kansas says she was super horny when in early laaaaaaaabor—sorry, guys, I felt the tightening again. I’m sure it’s just Braxton Hicks… right?”


Then, literally 100,000 women chimed in, saying things like:


“Labor and delivery nurse here—those are contractions!”


Or:


“I’m 100 percent sure you’re in labor. Go to the hospital immediately!”


I love you guys, but I didn’t believe you yet. I was feeling zero pain, so I was sure this was not actual labor. What kind of wacko does a Facebook Live while she is IN LABOR? Me! I do. I don’t know what tipped people off to the fact that I was in labor, unless it was the fact that my Facebook Live went kind of like this:


“You guys, I don’t think this is labor, it doesn’t even huuuuuuuuuuuuurt—that’s tight.”


Or…


“This can’t be actual labor. I appreciate your comments but—AHHHHHH WOAHHHHHH.”


And then…


“I’m just going to stay home as long as—WHAAAAAAT WAS THAAAAAAT—maybe I AM in labor?”


You guys were right. I was in labor. On Facebook Live.


With Alfie, as soon as my water broke, I felt contractions so intense I couldn’t even talk through them. On this day I felt the tightening, but I felt zero pain. Labor is supposed to HURT, and I was feeling no pain. There was something wrong. Where was the agony? Where were the cramps so excruciating you want to gouge out your eye?! (I would still like to be able to see with my other one.) That’s what I was waiting for! Eye-gouging pain.


After the Facebook Live, I did call my doula to relay my symptoms, and she told me, “You’re fine. Get a good night’s rest, have lots of sex, take walks, and call me when things get crazy.”


Okay…


Then, I called my OB-GYN, and she said, “You’re fine. Have lots of sex, take walks, and come see me tomorrow so I can check you.”


Also, okay…


After months of sleepless, sweaty, fifteen-pee-break pregnancy nights, I actually had the most amazing, deep sleep of my life that night. I slept consistently (no peeing), and I felt completely refreshed and relaxed the next day. When we saw the doctor, I imagined that she’d say I had been dramatic and that we had a few more weeks to go. Then she’d send me on my way to have lots of sex and take walks and call her with any changes.


But that’s not what happened.


As I sat down on the table for the exam, I felt a trickle of liquid. It could have been urine, but since, remember, I was a highly qualified expert on peeing myself, I was pretty sure it was not piss. My OB-GYN did the exam, and she did not tell me to go have sex or take walks.


“Your water broke. And you’re already three centimeters dilated and ninety percent effaced,” she exclaimed. “You need to pack your bags and I’ll meet you at the hospital.”


“WHAT?! Wait. How broken is my water?” I asked, as if there were a sounding line to test whether it was rain-puddle broken or depths-of-the-ocean broken.


Then Stephen chimed in, “Hey, remember when you called it a ‘waterbag’? Hahahaha!”


“SHUT IT DOWN, STEPHEN.”


“Sorry.”


The doctor looked irritated with us already.


“There’s no way to quantify how broken your water is,” the doctor said. “Your water either breaks or it doesn’t.”


I’m pretty sure she was ignoring a lot of nuance, but I’m no doctor. Obviously.


My cervix may have been ready to party, but I was feeling zero agony, and childbirth is all about agony, right? The only reason I’d even called my doctor at all was because of the 100,000 women on Facebook Live telling me to. My plan had been to labor at home as long as possible and then hop over to the maternity ward when I felt the urge to poo, no drugs involved. My dream was to make it just in time to not have a car baby. But here was my doctor telling me to forget the laboring at home, and not only that, she said she would probably need to induce me with Pitocin. Since my contractions were irregular and my water had broken, both the baby and I would be at risk for infection if I didn’t have her within eighteen hours. It was such a blow, because I had heard that Pitocin was the devil’s drug, meaning it made your contractions feel like a demon was writhing inside of you, a zombie was chomping at your uterus, like Mike Tyson was at war with your pelvic floor… I wanted to feel this birth in a natural way, and not in a Pitocin-y, thought-you-were-taking-a-hit-of-a-harmless-joint-but-it-turned-out-it-was-laced-with-bath-salts way.


“I’ve heard that some women have trickles for a week before they go to the hospital,” I said, hoping that hearsay would convince my doctor that her years of medical school training and real-world experience had nothing on my Google searches.


“Well, a midwife would let you do that, and then I treat the babies and moms with infections because they labored at home too long.” (THE SHADE.) She continued, “The goal is to not have a baby that winds up in the NICU, right?”


I found her comment to be a little manipulative and yet very convincing.


“Right!” I said.


“It’s nice to plan things, but sometimes God has another plan,” said the doctor. Did she not take into account that I could have been atheist, polytheist, or Kardashianist? How presumptuous of her to assume that I believe in an all-knowing Sky Daddy! Anyway, if she was trying to scare me into going to the hospital, it worked.


As soon as we left the OB-GYN office, I called the doula from the car.


“So apparently I’m three centimeters and ninety percent effaced,” I told her.


“Fuck,” she said in her most professional tone.


“Yeah,” I said. “The doctor said we need to go to the hospital today and that she’ll induce me, in case of infections.”


“You don’t need to go to the hospital.”


Um… WHAT?


“I have echinacea and probiotics—you’ll be fine!” said the doula. What the fuck are those going to do, I wondered. “You don’t need to be induced, just let it happen naturally. Just because the doctor tells you to go in doesn’t mean you have to,” she said. “Take some castor oil.”


I told the doula I’d heard not-so-great things about castor oil.


“You just diarrhea your brains out and then you diarrhea some more and your baby comes out,” she said casually, trying to reassure me, I guess. “Your baby will just flow out in a river of shit. It’ll be great.”


Can we take a second and talk about the conflicting advice women get when it comes to childbirth, and labor, and our bodies, and raising kids, and being a mom, and breathing on this planet? But mainly about giving birth? Stephen and I were so confused by the polar opposite opinions. I did know one thing: I did not want to take castor oil because pushing a baby out in a river of shit sounded horrific. It all sounded horrific, to be honest.


“I need to think about it,” I said, still shocked that I was in labor since I felt no pain.


“Look, go home, go for a long walk, don’t have sex, and let it progress naturally,” she said. “Whatever you decide to do, I support you.”


The doula said this basically right after she called the doctor an idiot, but okay.


Then I called the doctor to ask her if I could labor at home for a while, and after she’d basically ordered me to the hospital an hour before, she said, “Sure that’s totally fine, as long as you come to the hospital at some point today. Go on walks, but do not have sex or take a bath.” So basically, she was telling me to come to the hospital filthy and horny. That was not a problem.


Finally, I’d gotten some advice that was at least sort of similar, even though my OB-GYN mercifully didn’t recommend castor oil. So Stephen and I ate a big lunch, since my doula warned me that I wouldn’t be able to eat anything once I was induced. We went on a long walk, and I kept feeling pressure, but no pain. Stephen had composed a whole soundtrack of soothing music for the birth, so we put that on, and since nipple stimulation is supposed to help with labor, Alfie cuddled into bed with me and breastfed. It was a magical time with the people I loved most. I had heard that second-time moms go faster when they deliver, so when my (not painful) contractions got closer together, I called my doula to see if we should head to the hospital.


“You don’t need to go yet,” she said. “Why don’t I come over and we can go on a long walk and…”


“AHHHHHHHHH!!!” As she was talking, I had another contraction, and this one actually hurt. Then I had a second, more painful contraction. “AHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!”


“Oh, never mind,” the doula said. “Let’s meet at the hospital.”


We left Alfie with our amazing nanny Carla, and my mama was on her way to L.A. from Chicago to help. I’d spoken to her earlier in the day, when she informed me that her “goddamn flight was delayed.” She was in the air by this point, but Stephen and I were off to the races.


We checked into the hospital around 5:30 p.m. Unlike when I had checked in for Alfie’s birth, the person at the front desk did not recognize us or ask us for a selfie. Rude! Later on, a few of the nurses whom we’d never met would say things like “Hey, girl, how’s Alfie?” or “How’s the house renovation going? Did you decide on the light or dark oak?” Even though I’d posted online about choosing light or dark wood, it’s sometimes startling to run into total strangers who know details about your home flooring. Yes, the nurses were peering at my pelvic floor, but somehow knowing about my wood choices felt way more personal. I just didn’t anticipate talking about my caulking while being fingered in the cervix.


Like I said, I had a whole plan for how this birth would go down. It would happen quickly, since this wasn’t my first rodeo. I would do it without medication and it would be Zen as fuck. When I checked in, I was four centimeters dilated and still feeling no pain. I was weirdly enjoying labor and without pain meds. The doula arrived and immediately dimmed the fluorescent lights, lit candles all over the room, and used several dozen essential oils to soothe me. She even gave me a massage, and it was the most chill shit you’ve ever seen. It really put the “spa” in hospital. This birth was going to be EASY.


It may have been a relaxing vibe, but it wasn’t fast like I’d planned. I’d been on intermittent fetal monitoring, which meant I could move around freely every twenty minutes. Sometimes I’d walk the halls and play ding-dong-ditch by knocking on random doors and waddling away (until I got in trouble). As the hours went by, wandering around the labor room was getting old. At 10 p.m. they checked me and I was only at 4.5 centimeters. I remember thinking, Am I an idiot for not getting the Pitocin? At midnight I hadn’t progressed at all. The nurses were basically like, “You’re an idiot for not getting the Pitocin!” Not in so many words; they said it in their TONE.


I was then told that only the top part of the amniotic sac had ruptured, so there was more breaking to be done (I TOLD YOU THERE WAS NUANCE!). The nurses said they could either break my water to speed things up with an instrument that, to me, looked like my Aunt Denise’s crochet needle on steroids, or I could start the Pitocin.


“Does breaking my water hurt?” I asked meekly.


With a kind smile, one of the nurses said, “YES!”


So the crochet needle was a hard no. I agreed to start a light dose of the Pitocin to speed things up. What I didn’t realize was that they administer the Pitocin through an IV. I don’t know why I had it in my head that it was like a flu shot or something. Instead I was enduring contractions with a painful IV in my wrist—connected to a large BAG of Pitocin that was connected to an entire wheeled table. The bag of devil juice wasn’t duffel bag–sized, but it wasn’t clutch-sized either. I felt chained to this stupid table and bag full of a drug that I knew was going to bring me PAIN. I kind of yearned for the crochet needle in my hoo-ha, which I had perhaps too haughtily rejected.


A few hours after the IV, my contractions were still manageable. I was still dilating very slowly, which was frustrating since the drug is supposed to move things along. If I was going to walk around uncomfortably attached to a coffee table with no coffee, I needed it to ACTUALLY FUCKING WORK. Here’s the thing with Pitocin. It starts off innocently, like your love-bombing narcissistic ex-boyfriend, but then after you’ve spent some time together, it quickly and cruelly turns into THE DEVIL on a BAD DAY. By 6 a.m., it was becoming harder to talk. But I still felt like, unless I couldn’t get a single syllable out of my mouth, I could have this baby without an epidural. I was getting plenty of syllables out: AHHHH and UGHHHH and FUUUUUUU were not a problem to say, at all. I tried some HypnoBirthing breathing techniques, and then the doula piped up and suggested we do some nipple stimulation.


“Okay, I’ll take the left one,” she called out, “Stephen, you take the right!” They were both twisting my nipples simultaneously when the nurse walked in.


“Oh, sorry! Am I interrupting something?” Did she think I’d thrown an impromptu orgy… in labor? That I’d worked out an ethical adult arrangement between myself, my doula, and my husband under the fluorescent hospital lights while hooked up to an IV?


“No,” I demurred, “you’re not interrupting.”


My plan of having a snappy two-hour labor was long gone. I was pissed. If I’d stayed and labored at home I could have at least done this part in my bedroom, with my on-screen besties Romy and Michele. Then again, the doctor wanted to monitor me, so arguing with a professional, especially when it concerned my baby, seemed foolish. That’s the thing—you can make a plan, but the universe might have another one. You can prep, visualize all you want, but sometimes an easy, two-hour delivery is not in the cards—no matter how many perineal massages you endure, how much primrose oil you shove up your cooter, or how much clary sage oil you aggressively snort out of the bottle.


They’d been upping my dose of devil juice over time, and things had been pretty smooth and tolerable.


Until they fucking weren’t.


When the pain intensified (and by “intensified” I mean it was a 7,000 out of 10) the sounds coming out of my throat were so primal, I actually thought they were coming from outside my body. Like, were there wild hyenas or hippos loose in the hospital, because that can’t be me, can it? It could be and was. I never knew I had these noises in me to make. It was actually kinda awesome, in an excruciating kind of way.


I was shaking and crying from the intense waves, and my contractions were getting closer together. It was NOT fun anymore. There was no more spa in hospital, the orgy was definitely a bust, and I just wanted the pain to stop. But my baby said, “Nope, Mama. We’re only just getting started.”


A few months earlier, my doula had suggested that we pick a “safe word” to indicate the difference between pain and actual suffering when I was in labor. When I felt like I was suffering, I was supposed to use this word to let them know that maybe I actually did need an epidural. So Stephen and I put a lot of serious thought into what this word would be. It couldn’t just be “ouch” or “uncle.” It needed some je ne sais quoi. I decided that it should be a word I’d be embarrassed to scream in front of the nurses, since then I’d be less likely to give in and get the epidural. So after much meditation and serious contemplation, I decided the safe word should be… BALLSACK.


“But you definitely would want to scream that word in front of the nurses,” Stephen puzzled.


“You’re right, I would,” I conceded. Still, ballsack it would be. My doula was thrilled.


And then, after around ten hours of being physically and emotionally assaulted by Pitocin-induced contractions, I finally knew what she meant by “actual suffering.” I happily caved:


“BALLSACK! BAAAAAALLLLSAAAACK!!!!! BAAAAAAAAAALLLLLLLLLSACK!!!!!!”


Because I was in my own world of pain—my own planet of agony and physical torture—I have no recollection of how the nurses or anyone else reacted. The hyenas and hippos, c’est moi.


“BALLSACK! Why does anyone give birth?! BALLSACK! Why do women go through this?! BALLSACK!! BALLSAAAAAAACK!!”


In between screaming BALLSACK and primal grunting, I was weeping. The pain was now excruciating and I wanted that fucking epidural. Or to be back at the ethical adult party with the essential oils and soft music and dual-induction nipple twisting. I kept secretly hoping that the overly empathetic nurse from my first birth would come to my rescue. She would glide in with her sweet sorrowful eyes asking me, did I want to stop the pain once and for all? But… she never came.


This time, I screamed loud enough to rattle the windows:


“DICK PILLOW-ASS CURTAIN-SCROTES!!! CHANGEPURSE-CHIN-SLAPPING GRANDMA-FUCKER!!! BALLLLLLLLSAAAAACKKKKKKKKKK!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”


Stephen got the memo. He ran out to find the anesthesiologist faster than a swift antelope being chased by a famished cheetah. He was told that the anesthesiologist was assisting with a C-section and it would be TWO HOURS before I could get relief. When he returned with the bad news, looking like the defeated cheetah that did NOT catch the antelope, I braced myself for more suffering. I writhed, moaned, titty-twisted myself, and screamed BALLSACK, with no end in sight.


My doctor walked in on me nearly convulsing on the bed, making noises like I was expelling an evil spirit from my body. (Check it out on YouTube, smash that “like” button!) She looked at me with equal parts pity and terror and said we could take out the Pitocin so I could at least convulse around freely. My IV was out and the table was detached. I was free to move, so the doula dragged me to the bathroom, telling me that warm shower water was like a natural epidural. And guess what?


IT FUCKING IS NOT!


It wasn’t a natural epidural in any way, BUT it did help bring my pain from a 7,000 to a 6,999. I actually felt safe in that little dark bathroom shower, and I was able to relax a little. If by relax you mean nearly passed out, unable to respond to anyone no matter how much I tried, curled over on the hospital shower floor, in absolute anguish. Growing up, we had two Siamese cats named Katie and Michael, and we had absolutely no reason for naming them that. Anyway, Katie was always having kittens because Michael kept knocking her up, and whenever she went into cat labor she’d always go hide in a dark corner or under my parents’ bed. She did this because it felt safe. What I’m saying is that in that moment, I TOTALLY UNDERSTOOD KATIE. I wasn’t in a fluorescent-lit hospital room with strange nurses walking in and out—I was in a small dark shower with hot water beating on me. It felt natural. Primal. It felt safe. I had finally stopped fighting the pain, and made the decision to let go and surrender to the pain and just accept exactly where I was at. Then, what do you know, it became slightly more manageable. I surrendered to the moment in that dark steamy shower, consciously relaxing my body and just letting it work for me. And then suddenly, I felt an intense urge to push. I started moaning, less of a scream… more a deep guttural groan. I would actually say this was my favorite moment. It was the most intense feeling in the world. Stephen popped his head in as I was mid-moan.


“Laura? Are you alright?”


I wasn’t capable of using language at that moment. My contractions were longer and stronger and I had gone totally inward. The rest of the world didn’t exist. It was getting really hot and steamy in there and I became nauseated, so I pushed the shower door open to let in some fresh air, which unfortunately let a shit-ton of water out. Water overflowed and FLOODED into the hospital room. The nurses came slipping and sliding in, because seriously, the hospital room was COVERED with water. It was absolute chaos. They frantically started drying the floors with towels, and by my specific deep groans it became very obvious that I was now in transition. I was in full squatting position and my body began pushing without me. I couldn’t control it. I was grunting, moaning, and wailing with this undeniable urge to push. My sweet baby was finally ready to meet us and she was making it VERY clear. The nurses and doula took notice and hurried for the doctor. Within minutes, my doctor came sliding in across the flooded floor and nearly broke her damn neck.


“We are NOT about to have this baby on the bathroom floor!” my doctor yelled. “GET HER ON THE BED NOW!!”


So it turns out when I started screaming BALLSACK I was transitioning to the push phase, which explains the intense pain I was experiencing. From the countless birth stories I had watched on YouTube, it was ALWAYS the same thing: the very moment the women think they can’t do it anymore, the moment they completely lose control and confidence in their ability to birth their baby, is right when their baby is ready to enter the world. I should have known I was so close. The nurses dragged me onto the delivery table. I was still naked, drenched, and on all fours, groaning, and the doctor said she could see the baby’s head. But then, all of a sudden, I lost the urge to push. I tensed up because instead of being in the dark private shower, I was now in a bright room with a bunch of strangers looking at my privates. I had stage fright, or rather my butthole did, but the doctor said it was time to push.


“Push like you have to poo!” she said.


You know I’m a pleaser. I followed her directions and shat everywhere. I was briefly humiliated, but I was so in the flow-state the embarrassment went away and I just kept pooing. I was not in the headspace to distinguish between pushing a baby out and shitting. “Push like you have to poo!” she kept saying. I bet that after my delivery, the doctor changed up her instructions because I really went there. I was the valedictorian of shitting myself.


“Stop screaming! Push with your mouth closed!” she said. Why was the doctor so mad at me? Was it because I shat on her? Fair enough. All I wanted to do was moan it out, since it was very effective pain management for me, but she wanted me to use that screaming energy to push. So I shut my mouth, and then I pissed everywhere.


“You can do this, Laura!” Stephen said, helping me remember how to breathe.


The doctor stuck her fingers in my vagina and said, “Push where you feel my fingers.” Considering I had just pissed and shat everywhere, it was an extremely bold move on her part. It actually did help me understand how to push, so I started pushing, and groaning, and breathing through the pain. With Alfie, I’d had the epidural, so I didn’t feel the pushing in this way, and I suddenly understood why they called the feeling of the baby crowning and then finally emerging the “ring of fire.” It really was a ring—of fucking fire! And there is no way to put it out! I strangely didn’t mind the sensation, though, because I just wanted it over with, and the fire meant we were close to done. It hurt so good.


I could feel her head emerging, and then before we knew it, in two more pushes, there she was. The nurses gave her to me immediately, as we let the umbilical cord blood drain. I wish I could say it was a magical moment and I fell instantly in love. But it wasn’t and I didn’t. I was too shaken from the pain. I could barely hold her, let alone enjoy the moment. It was so wildly different from Alfie’s birth. When they put Alfie on my chest, I had that feeling of pure blissful bonding that you hear about and see in movies, but with my baby girl, it didn’t happen right away. I was so shaken up from hours of torment, and I just could not stop shivering and whimpering no matter how hard I tried. I cried and had an ever-so-quick moment of joy when I locked eyes with my beautiful Penelope, but it gave way to physical shock. I remember thinking that it was too intense and wondering why anyone ever does this without drugs. I felt so completely out of control and wondered when the shaking would finally stop. WOULD IT STOP?! I just wanted to marvel at my baby, but I could not. I kept letting out these involuntary, high-pitched moans that sounded like a dying bird. It was not picture-perfect, at all. I asked Stephen to take off his shirt and cuddle our baby, so I could (hopefully) calm down.


I remember feeling enraged. I was infuriated that it wasn’t the euphoric moment I had been promised, or that I’d hoped for. The high wasn’t there, just the pain. I was so angry in that moment that I had done this to myself, glaring at the doula and silently screaming, You fucking liar, you’re the reason I didn’t get the epidural! You promised me a blissful birth. You lied to me. There is nothing blissful about this moment, I’m fucking covered in my own shit and piss, and I can’t stop shaking and moaning, let alone hold my baby. I kept that to myself, though. Classic pleaser.


For the first hour after Alfie’s birth, I felt fantastic. It was the most magical time ever; then, about an hour later, I felt like I’d been run over by a freight train once the drugs wore off. This time, without the epidural, was another experience entirely. It was the exact opposite.


Turns out I just needed a little time to come back into this reality—my body needed time. Before the birth, I weirdly had been more scared of delivering the placenta than my actual baby. In one of the 25,000 birth vlogs I’d seen, a woman wasn’t able to push her placenta out and so the doctor just shoved her hand inside and yanked it out. I think that story scarred me permanently. The mom said it was the worst pain of her life. I think I told my doctor like thirty times that I wanted to deliver my placenta naturally and to not put her hands inside me. I was also terrified of being stitched up without pain meds. That thought literally kept me up on multiple nights, but when it came time to actually do it, I was fine. I told her to use a lot of numbing Novocain and BOOM, it was done. NO BIGGIE!!! Why did I spend all that time during pregnancy worrying about those two things that ended up being NO BIG DEAL? I got through it, and all that worry was a waste of precious time. My whole philosophy is to focus on what I DO want rather than what I DON’T want, but sometimes that’s easier said than done. (It’s least easy when someone is stitching up your freshly torn front-butt while you’re lying there covered in your own piss, shit, and blood, in full view of seven strangers.)
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