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        To my husband, Jeff: Thank you for sticking by me throughout my troublesome pregnancy, my oversensitive nature, and my occasional undercooked chicken.
      

      
        I love you with all my heart.
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      Introduction

      
        by Joanne Kimes
      

      When I found out that I was pregnant I was the happiest woman alive. After years of hoping, my dream had finally come true. But what I thought would be nine months of bliss turned into nine months of blecch. And worse yet, I couldn't utter a single complaint to my friends and family for fear of being perceived as the worst mother-to-be in the world. For complaining when you're pregnant is looked upon by mankind as unwomanly and downright sinful. But instead of keeping quiet like a good little pregnant girl, I wrote a book about what a difficult time reproducing can be and called it Pregnancy Sucks.

      Several months after the book was finished I got a call from Kate, my editor. “We were thinking that you should write a companion book for Pregnancy Sucks,” said Kate. “It would be a book from a man's point of view about all the unpleasant aspects that fathers-to-be have to go through as well.” I thought about it for a second and said, “Yeah, that sounds like a great idea!” Truth be told, it wasn't so much that I thought the idea was so great, but I sure wasn't going to pass up a book deal when one was thrown my way. But after Kate hung up I wondered how I could ever write such a book. How much did pregnancy really suck for men anyway? Sure, they have to live with a cranky wife and have less sex, but does it really suck? I didn't think so.

      So I turned to my husband, Jeff, and told him what Kate had proposed. I told him that a book that lists all the ways pregnancy sucked for men would be shorter than one that listed the Cubs' winning seasons. But then Jeff did something truly surprising. He didn't laugh. (That's not really the surprising part, because Jeff doesn't always get my sense of humor. This is a source of frustration for me, but he knows how to fix things around the house so I forgive him.) What was surprising about that moment was the serious look on his face. “What is it?” I asked in the loving, caring way that I always do. “Is there something you didn't tell me when I was pregnant? Was it really all that hard for you?” Then, after years of keeping quiet, Jeff finally admitted the truth. He poured his heart out and told me about the dozens of reasons why he too found the reproductive process so difficult to handle. The truth poured out of him with the force of Niagara Falls. It was as if the pregnancy floodgate had finally been lifted.

      I asked Jeff why he had never mentioned all this to me when I was pregnant, and he gave me two very good reasons. The first one was, just like with an expectant woman, it was socially incorrect for future fathers to complain about their wives' pregnancy. If he did, he would be seen as the loser of all husbands and not worthy of the blessing that had been bestowed upon him. His second reason was simpler: pure survival instinct. I admit that when I was pregnant, I had a mood swing or two. So Jeff did what every other father-to-be does: He kept his mouth shut.

      Because of Jeff's honesty, I decided that Kate was right. This book should be written. It's a story that must be told so that the truth can finally be revealed. Pregnancy does suck for men as well. But I knew that I couldn't write this book alone. Doing so would go against my cardinal rule of writing: Write what you know. And I know one thing for sure. I am not a man who has lived with a pregnant woman.

      Just then a light bulb went on above my head. (It was only Jeff fixing the overhead light fixture — see, he really is quite handy to have around — but it still gave me the inspiration that I needed.) Jeff should help me write the book. He's the one who can provide the male perspective that it so desperately needs. He's the one who can supply the difficult topics that I'll need to focus on. And by far the most important thing, he can give it a voice. We would work together on the book, and it would be written from Jeff's perspective. We both know that after hearing your wife rant and rave all day, the last thing you want is to listen to another woman telling you what you need to know.

      So Jeff and I worked together and designed Pregnancy Sucks for Men to be the quintessential guide for the father-to-be. It's a book that's geared toward the interests of men and focuses on the problems and issues that they'll be facing during the months ahead. It offers numerous ways in which they can help their wives with their uncomfortable pregnancy ailments. And it also gives expectant fathers the woman's perspective on some hot topics so that they can dodge the inevitable bullets that hormones and mood swings can fire off. And, for no extra cost, you'll also receive a monthly update of your baby's development so that you know what he's been up to while he causes such havoc on your life.

      I sincerely hope this book will give you the tools that you'll need to survive these next nine months. I hope that it enlightens you about the changes that are taking place in you, your wife, and your child. And I hope that by learning a few tricks, you can take away some of your wife's discomfort and in turn make her happy. Because that my friend, is what pregnancy for men is really all about.

    

  
    
      

      
      Introduction

      
        by Jeff Kimes
      

      When my wife asked me to help her write this book, I was hesitant. To be honest, I'm not much of a writer. (I'm not much of a reader either, unless you count the Sunday sports page.) But I did have a thing or two to say about living with an expectant woman.

      When Joanne was pregnant with our daughter, Emily, I had some rough times to deal with, but all in all, I think I did a pretty good job of keeping her happy. I doted on her every need. I rubbed her achy feet until I had achy hands. And I told her that she hardly even looked pregnant even though she resembled someone who'd been stuck with a bicycle pump and inflated too hard.

      But even with all of my tender loving care, my wife saw me as a father-to-be failure. For I had committed the worst offense a man living with a pregnant wife can do: I didn't read a pregnancy book. And for some reason, my wife saw this as the number-one most important thing that I could do to prove my love for my wife and my unborn child. And even with my limited knowledge of the female species, I would bet that your wife has this same odd belief system. That's why, even more important than the things you'll learn in this book, you will be making her happy just by picking it up and reading it.

      I, for one, can understand how hard you've tried to read pregnancy books in the past. I'm sure that you've picked up one of the dozens or so books that are stacked on your wife's nightstand and glanced through it. You've flipped through page after page of technical mumbo-jumbo and the scary prenatal health risks for both your child and your wife, and thrown the book down in disgust. And then came that over-whelming feeling of failure.

      Believe me, I know all about this problem. I too had a nightstand full of pregnancy books and would have given anything if I could have gotten through just one of them, for I knew how much my wife wanted me to. I could have stuck a porn magazine inside the pages for all she'd care. She'd still give me credit for trying. But I couldn't do it. And to this day, years after our daughter was born, she still resents me for it. And believe me, there are so many reasons that your wife will resent you during these next nine months, that you don't want to piss her off so early on in the reproductive process.

      I understand how you feel. You don't have a uterus and don't want to read a book that celebrates them. But who knows, maybe by reading this book, you can help soothe some of your wife's pregnancy aches and pains. You might have a greater understanding about the miraculous process that's taking place inside your wife's belly. You might even have a greater insight to your wife's feelings (yeah, like that'll ever happen). And, for whatever reason, if you still can't manage to read this book, just stick a porn magazine inside of it and pretend to. Maybe she'll give you credit for trying, too.

    

  
    
      Prelude

      
      The Art of Conception

      No doubt the vast majority of the men who are reading this book have already knocked up their wives. But there may be a handful of you out there who are still trying to conceive. Or maybe, like my wife and I, you had a pregnancy before and suffered a miscarriage, and are now back in the reproductive saddle once again. Either way, I hope to offer the advice, sympathy, and compassion you'll need when tackling the sometimes nearly impossible feat of getting that sperm to penetrate that egg. Besides, even if you are pregnant, maybe you'll get a few chuckles looking back at the ordeals you faced in order to get a good tax writeoff.

      You've likely realized by now that conception may not happen right way. More often these days, women have chosen to wait until their careers are established before starting a family. While all of those years may have plumped up her 401(k), it's also shriveled up her eggs like microscopic raisins. Because of this, Mother Nature often needs help with conception that only a trip to the local drugstore can provide.

      Your wife has probably already read up on the various methods to conceive. In fact, you may be trying out these different techniques to speed the process along. But no matter what method you choose, there is one thing that you can count on for sure. Your sex life is going to change. Say goodbye to those days of spontaneous sex. From now on you can expect to abstain from sex for several days or even weeks so that your sperm count has a chance to increase. Then, you can only have intercourse when your wife is ovulating, and she'll expect you to perform on demand. If you can't get it up your wife will put you out, for she knows that if the timing isn't just right, she'll have to endure another month of being slapped in the face by the hands of her biological clock.

      
Not Tonight Honey, Your Basal Thermometer Is Giving Me a Headache

      You've all heard the saying that there's no such thing as bad sex, but any man who is trying to conceive will tell you otherwise. Before trying to conceive, your wife might not have been in the mood for sex because of a headache (or at least that's what she told you); now, the entire process of trying to create a baby can give you one big headache.

      Maybe your headache is due to the fact that you've had to undergo so many lifestyle changes. In order for you to be at your most fertile best, you're forbidden from taking hot showers, relaxing Jacuzzis, or consuming even the tiniest drop of caffeine or alcohol. Your snug and comfy briefs have been replaced by roomy boxers that have the uncomfortable habit of letting the mule out of the barn door.

      Maybe you have a headache because your wife has denied your manly needs for so long. She knows far too well that abstinence plays an important part in beefing up your sperm count. Those important tadpoles are now like little Thanksgiving turkeys that have to plump up for the big day. Sure, you may be so frustrated that you're tempted to take matters into your own hand, but don't even think about it. If your wife sees you wiping those millions of potential offspring away onto a Kleenex, there'll be hell to pay.

      Maybe your head hurts because your formerly sane wife has become completely obsessed with reproducing. I know that my wife searched for her ovulation day with the intensity of an Amber Alert. Instead of spending her time doting on my every need, she spent her days taking her temperature, peeing on ovulation predictor sticks, and searching for her “egg-white” (trust me, if you don't know what that term means, consider yourself lucky).

      Your headache could also be brought on because of the kind of sex that you're now forced to have. Gone is the tenderness that was once shared by husband and wife. Making love has been reduced to “stick it in and get it over with” before your wife's window of opportunity slams shut on your penis. If you're using an ovulation predictor kit, you may have had to endure this pressure-cooker sex for three nights in a row (if you're over forty, that may involve more labor than her delivery). After you perform your stud service, all your wife will want to do is to lie on her back with her legs in the air like a dead cockroach. You never thought it was possible, but you actually miss the days when you were forced to cuddle.

      
        “My wife ovulated the day of my brother's funeral and she was hell-bent on seducing me that night. When I turned her down she became obsessed and tried to sell me on the idea that if we make a baby that night my brother's spirit might reincarnate itself into our child. When I turned her down, I think she was more upset that day than I was.”
      

      
        —Geoff
      

      Maybe your head is throbbing because you're trying for a child of a particular sex. Believe it or not, there are numerous books that teach you the various sexual techniques that could influence your baby's chances of becoming either a boy or a girl. It seems that “male” sperms are better swimmers but there are less of them around. “Girls” are more plentiful, but don't seem to like getting their hair wet in the gene pool. The theory is that if you abstain for a certain amount of time and have sex in a certain position, it could affect the outcome of the baby's gender.

      Yes, conception sex can definitely give you one big pain in the head. But I want to let you in on a little secret that may change the way you think about it. For even if conception sex is a disappointment, even if it doesn't have the excitement and spontaneity it did in the past, you should savor every moment of it. Because if your wife conceives, it just may be the last sex that you're going to have for a very long time.

      
If I'm So Good in Bed, Why Is My Aim So Bad?

      It's downright frustrating. You've been trying to conceive for months, maybe even years, and all your hard work has been unsuccessful. Your wife cries at the end of every month. Your parents and in-laws continue to hound you for grandchildren. Even that monthly egg is pissed off because it's lost its big chance to grow up to be president. And for some reason, it's you that feels the brunt of the guilt. For even though it takes two to conceive, society thinks it's the man's job to impregnate the woman.

      So what's the problem here anyway? Men are supposed to be naturally good with their aim. They're the hunters. They've had millions of years to perfect their skill slaying woolly mammoths. That's why men are drawn to sports. They like to throw a baseball over a plate, and kick a football between two posts. They hit golf balls into tiny holes and slam tennis balls in directly into their opponent's court. So what's wrong with your aiming skills? Were your ancestors some kind of prehistoric vegans?

      What would really be nice is if there were some kind of target practice available to hone up on your reproduction skills. Sort of like a driving range for ejaculation. A place where a man can go with his equipment in hand and practice his stroke. Afterwards he'd be given a scorecard ranking his distance and speed so he can determine where his errors lie. Maybe he isn't driving his shot far enough down the fairway. Maybe his club is crooked so he's hooking to the right.

      I know you're frustrated that it's taking so long for you to sink one into the basket. You feel like a sexual wimp as you watch other fathers push their strollers down the street. It seems that in the game of conception, you're the last one to be picked for the team. But chances are, if you keep practicing your aim, you're sure to make a slam dunk.

      
How to Make Love to a Cup

      After a few months of unsuccessful attempts to conceive, it's time to call in the big guns: the fertility clinic. These modern facilities make use of the latest technology and the sleekest professional decorators. And why shouldn't they? The first thing that you'll notice about these places is that they are frightfully expensive. Your doctor is basically giving you a baby in exchange for a Mercedes-Benz.

      At your first appointment, the doctor will need to figure out where the fault lies. Although you both tell each other that it doesn't matter whose fault it is (and it really shouldn't), deep down, it does. It's not that you want there to be anything wrong with your wife, but I guarantee that you'll breathe a big sigh of relief if your sperm count comes back in the “ha ha, it's not my problem” range.

      Unfortunately, no matter who has the faulty wiring, you'll still be faced with the challenge of having to be intimate with a cup. For some of you this task may not be much of a problem. You've made love to less memorable receptacles after a college kegger. In fact, some of you may even enjoy the process. For it may very well be the only time in your married life that your wife will actually encourage you to watch porn. She may even root you on and tell you to go for the girl-on-girl stuff that she knows you like so well.

      While at the fertility clinic, you'll be brought into a room and left alone to seek inspiration. You'll be like a kid in an X-rated candy shop sampling all the tasty morsels. There will be shelves upon shelves full of porn magazines with hot centerfolds. You'll have at your disposal dozens of erotic videos that may have not been given the critical thumbs-up, but do manage to raise a different part of your anatomy.

      But like every other good thing in life, having sex with a cup has its downside. To begin with, it may freak you out a little knowing what's been going on in your room before you. The floors feel sticky and you might worry that you're sitting in a wet spot. It can give anyone a good case of the heebie-jeebies. At times going in for your monthly deposit can be downright upsetting. Many guys develop a fondness with a certain porn star because of the intimate relationship they've shared, and it's a letdown to find that she's not there for them when they need her. It seems that part of the high price of fertility treatments go toward replacing a large quantity of material that somehow gets “lost.”

      
        “I was at the local farmers market with my pregnant wife and saw Jenny McCarthy at the flower stand. I was tempted to introduce myself and thank her for giving me the inspiration I so desperately needed for our third and final attempt at the fertility clinic.”
      

      
        —Chris
      

      And what if it takes you a long time to satisfy the cup? Going slow can be great when there's actually a woman with you, but not so much when you're alone with a plastic drinking container. What if your volume is low and your nurse is hot? I know of many a man who was tempted to spit into the cup in order to pump up the volume. Worse still, what if you fail to provide a sample at all? If you can't do your manly duty with a room full of porn, there's really no hope for you at all. You'll hand your empty cup to the hot nurse, and she'll give you the same unsatisfied look that your wife does when another pregnancy test stick comes up the wrong color. Everywhere you turn, there's pressure.

      I know that it can be hard seducing a cup month after month. Actually, I don't really know, but I'm trying to appear empathetic. It only took a few months for us to become pregnant, but to tell the truth, I'm a bit jealous of anyone who has to go to a fertility clinic. I could go for a little sanctioned girl-on-girl stuff myself.

      
Whose Wife Is This Anyway?

      If you think that jerking off in a cup is hard, take a look at what your wife has to endure in order for her to go forth and multiply. For if the problem lies with her equipment, she'll have to undergo treatments that are far more invasive and painful than what you had to go through. Whether she has to endure artificial insemination, in vitro fertilization, or simply renew her eggs that have been stewing in their own juices for far too long, she may have to subject herself to daily injections of hormones for several days to several weeks before she ovulates.

      For the price of a small island, her doctor will give her a kit that contains the needles, syringes, and vials she'll need to shoot up for the month. These injections are going to need to be given in either your wife's stomach or her ass, and, unless she's double-jointed (in which case, congratulations), she may find this difficult. She may have trouble reaching the target area or getting the needle in at just the right angle. Or, unless she's been an intravenous drug user in the past, she may be understandably hesitant to stick herself with a needle. Because of this, she's going to turn to you for help.

      You'll probably be a bit nervous at first, as you don't want to hurt her. If you want, you can practice giving injections to an orange first. If the orange doesn't run away screaming in pain, you're good to go.

      The first few injections may take some time, but pretty soon you'll become as good as any Beverly Hills dermatologist dispensing Botox. Within no time you'll be able to inject her with one hand and do the crossword puzzle with the other. Who knows — after all is said and done, it may even be fun. Sure, you may not be a doctor, or even play one on TV, but you can play one near the TV in your own home.

      
        “Whenever it was time for my wife's shots, I'd put on a white coat to get into the mood. She'd put on an old robe and wait outside the room with a magazine. When I was ready I'd call out to her ‘the doctor will see you now.’ Afterward, she'd hand me a twenty and we'd go about our day.”
      

      
        —Andy
      

      But the injections aren't the worst part of the treatment. That will happen next. Not long after being given her shot, your wife will become a crazed lunatic. She'll experience the anger and wrath of PMS, the likes of which you've never seen before. Although the doctor has told you that the shots contain chemicals to increase the quality of her egg production, you're not sure that you believe him. After seeing the effects these drugs have on your wife, you're convinced that they contain the same chemicals that turned Bruce Banner into the Incredible Hulk.

      After a while it may all seem like too much to take. You may be tempted to water down her medication like she does your gin. Or you can make another move altogether … get out of the house! Fake a business trip or a family emergency. God knows she's faked it with you from time to time, so turnabout is fair play. I know that making up lies to avoid your loved one isn't the best thing to do, but it will give you practice for the days ahead. For once those pregnancy hormones set in, they set in hard. And somehow they not only last through the pregnancy, childbirth, and nursing, but they don't go away until … well, I'll have to get back to you on that one.

      
Bull's-Eye!

      You thought the day would never come. Your wife finally conceived! For some of you, this miracle of nature took years of struggle and thousands of dollars in fertility treatments. For others, all that was required was a glass of wine and a night of reruns. But finally, after months or even years of trying, your wife finally utters the words you've been longing to hear: “We can have spontaneous sex again!” Actually, she tells you that she's pregnant, but you only hear what you want to hear. You're shocked, elated, and proud. You finally did what you were put on this earth to do: Get somebody knocked up!

      But although the powers that be have dealt you a wonderful hand, you should play your next card very carefully. You need to realize that after your wife tells you the good news, the next words that come from your mouth will be some of the most important words that you will ever say. They'll be rehashed at family get-togethers and repeated to every one of her girlfriends in the utmost detail. Because of this, the next words that spew from your lips will need to reflect both how ecstatic you are about the baby, and how much you love your wife. Any other type of response — like “Are you sure it's mine?” or “Good, now my kid that I never told you about will have a sibling” — is strictly forbidden.

      Trust me, I know a little bit about this one. On the day my wife found out that she was pregnant, she had woken up early to take her pregnancy test. She was only one day late, but like any woman trying to conceive, she was as neurotic as Woody Allen. She crawled out of bed, peed on the stick, and got back into bed clutching on to it as carefully as if it were a bottle of nitroglycerin. After three minutes, she saw the two lines that she had been praying for and knew that she was pregnant. She woke me expecting a tearful Kodak moment, but instead got my groggy response of, “I'm glad, Hon.” Then I kissed her in the general proximity of her face, rolled over, and went back to sleep.

      You may think I'm a loser, but the truth is, she had had a miscarriage a few months before, and I didn't want to get my hopes up again. But the damage was done and she'll never let me forget it. So learn from my mistake and give her that Kodak moment. Women seem to live for those things. That and finding the perfect bra that both lifts and supports.

      Once you get past that hurdle, the realization will set in. You did it. You finally got your wife pregnant! You can now lift your head higher, broaden your chest, and ruffle your feathers in pride. You now realize that you are indeed capable of creating a new life (with a little help from your wife and God). My heartiest congratulations!

    

  
    
One

The First Month

Now that the arduous task of conception is over, you're about to step into even rougher waters. It's actually more of a tsunami really, and it's called Pregnancy. For those of you who think that your part in the reproductive process is over, you're sorely mistaken. Although it's true that carrying the child is indeed women's work, you, my friend, will be carrying most of the burden. For life with a pregnant woman can be a difficult life indeed.

This fact may come as a surprise to many of you. From what you've seen in movies and television shows, pregnancy is a time for your wife to simply sit back and glow. You'll both fall asleep with your hands on her belly and a smile on your face. Angels will circle above and there'll be soothing Yanni music playing in the background wherever you go. But this little delusion couldn't be further from the truth. Sure, there'll be some men who may indeed have a wonderful time of things over these next nine months. Their wives will love every moment of being pregnant and they will have very few side effects. But, for most of you, the road of pregnancy may be a very rough road indeed, one filled with exhaustion, crankiness, and many aches and pains. And I'm not talking about for your wife.

Pregnancy is indeed a time of change. Some of those changes will be physical, some emotional, and, of course, some will be financial. I've broken down the changes that you may encounter and will go into them in length in the chapters that follow. Not only will you get practical solutions and advice, you'll also get that comforting feeling of knowing that you're not alone. Don't worry: Every man who has sown his seed has gone through the same challenges that will face you. So let's light that torch and wave our flag, because the game of pregnancy is about to begin.


What Goodies Await You This Month

Every month, your wife may experience some of the numerous ill side effects that pregnancy can bring. If you think that her body's only reaction to getting knocked up will be a bloated belly, think again. It may take a village to raise a kid, but it takes the efforts of your wife's entire body to grow one. Because of this, I'll start off each chapter by including a list of possible side effects that each month may bring and offer suggestions on how you can make your wife feel better. Trust me, fellas, when she feels better you'll feel better, too.

During the first month of pregnancy, husbands get off pretty easy. I know it doesn't make much sense, but by the time the first month is over, your wife may not even know that she's pregnant. That's because pregnancy began two weeks before the sperm actually made contact with the egg. Yes, I know that this sounds crazy. It goes against all logic and everything you learned in junior-high health class to think that conception began before you had the sex that caused it. But it's true, at least from a medical standpoint.

How can this be? It's because the standard practice for counting the term of a pregnancy is to start with the day of the woman's last period, which — if your wife has all the charts and graphs for her baby-making project that mine did — will be a specifically known date. By the time you get to the day of your essential role in this procedure, about two weeks will have passed. And it will probably be about another two weeks before your wife wakes you up with her cries of delight after peeing on a stick.

The good news about this confusion is that it makes for one less month of side effects to deal with; it makes the pregnancy last one-ninth less than you expected. And best of all, it allows you to sit on your butt for one extra month.

But don't get too comfortable in your La-Z-Boy just yet. You will have plenty of work ahead of you dealing with your wife's multitude of ailments. These are some of the effects that may come about during your wife's first month of pregnancy:

Her Symptoms, and What You Can Do About Them

Sore Boobs

• Suggest that your wife doesn't wear underwire bras.

• Keep your hands to yourself! There will be no fondling of any kind.

Fatigue

• Make sure that your wife isn't woken up when she sleeps.

• Take the phone off the hook, turn the TV off, and take every barking dog in the neighborhood out to the country.

• Don't wake her under any circumstance, or you'll experience the wrath of the next condition …

Mood Swings

Even at this early stage your wife is capable of having mood swings. You may think that they're the usual PMS before her period, but now it's PMS to the nth degree. You should definitely:

• Be understanding. Don't pick fights. If a fight starts, for heaven's sakes let her win! Give her a hug for no reason and throw in an “I love you” for extra credit.

• Offer her a snack to steady her blood sugar level — that way she's less likely to level you.

• Fix her a cup of chamomile tea. Chamomile is a natural relaxant that might take the edge off. In fact, I'd use it at every meal. Sprinkle it over her morning cereal, and use it as an ice cream topping.


Toodle-oo, Ta-Tas

Sore boobs are the first sign that your wife may be pregnant. It's also the first sign that she may just be having her period. It's a cruel trick Mother Nature likes to play on her innocent daughters desperate to conceive. And Mother Nature has a mean trick up her sleeve for her sons as well.

During the first trimester, your wife's boobs will inflate from the size of a Dixie cup to the size of a beer stein. And they'll also grow very tender. So just when they become the most enticing, they also become the most sensitive. They'll hurt when your wife puts on a bra, lies on her stomach, or even stands in front of a fan. Because of this you're not going to be able to play with your favorite toys for several months. Sure, all the other men will be jealous when you walk into a room with your voluptuous wife, but little do they know that you'd stand a better chance of getting your hands on the Hope diamond.

Come next trimester things might change. By then your wife's breasts won't be so sore and better still, they'll become even more inflated. But you may feel a bit deflated when she pushes you off her time and time again. For some pregnant women not only lose their waistline, but they lose their sex drive as well. But we'll get to that aspect of pregnancy a little bit later in the book.

By the last trimester, you may not even want to get your hands on your wife's breasts. You'll find that if you give them a squeeze, they may leak a few drops of colostrum (practice milk). It's thick and yellow and has the consistency of wood glue. Seeing it may make you lose all desire for sex. But it may inspire you to build that coffee table that you've been putting off for so long.

I know that you don't like having to put your favorite playthings in storage. The only comfort that I can give you is that since some men gain some weight when their wives are pregnant, you may develop a nice pair of knockers to fondle all your own.


What to Expect at the O.B.'s Office

There are two things that you should know right off the bat: O.B. stands for obstetrician, and yes, you do need to go with your wife to her appointments. Not to every visit if you have work obligations, but to as many appointments as possible. If your time is limited, make sure that you go to the third month's appointment to hear the baby's heartbeat, and to any test that involves an ultrasound. Seeing your baby on TV makes for a wonderful lifelong memory. But keep in mind, unlike other TV personalities, yours won't have the benefit of heavy makeup and back lighting and its appearance may just scare you silly.

There are several things to prepare yourself for at the doctor's office. First of all, be prepared to feel uncomfortable. The waiting room will be filled with other pregnant women and a few young children of preschool age. The women in the room will stare at you and make you feel uneasy. But allow me to let you in on a little secret. The reason that these women are staring is that they're thinking what a wonderful husband you are to come with your wife, and why the hell didn't their guy come along with them? So even though you're feeling a bit out of place, rest assured that somewhere out there is a man who'll be sleeping on the couch tonight.

Another thing to be prepared for is that there will be a wall full of pictures of naked women. But unlike the explicit photos that you've seen in magazines in the past, these will excite you about as much as seeing your mother naked. These larger-than-life images of the female anatomy break down the reproductive system in minute detail. You'll see the fallopian tubes, ovaries, labia, vulva, and other parts that you never even knew existed. You'll stare at them blankly, much as your wife does when looking at the inside of a car engine. Like you, she never much cared about the individual parts just as long as she could get the engine turned on.
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