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			To Becky and Rachel – we DID go to the spa!

		

	
		
			Early praise for So Thrilled For You

		

		
			‘I raced through So Thrilled For You. I think it’s brilliant: so funny, so sad, so scary. (And oh, dear God, it brought back so many memories!)’
 Jacqueline Wilson

		




		
			‘I loved it. Part whodunnit, part dark take-down of motherhood, and the vast love and limits it imposes on women. It will be huge’ 
Gillian McAllister

		

		
			‘This dark and intoxicating portrayal of female friendship cleverly captures how the choices we make as women threaten to divide us. Compelling, thought provoking and unputdownable – I absolutely loved it’ 
Sarah Turner (@TheUnmumsyMum)

		

		
			Bourne’s propulsive plot pulls her readers through an emotionally charged day whilst exploring the tenderest, most shameful and funny aspects of the divisive experiences of motherhood, almost motherhood and being child-free by choice, culminating in an explosive, but ultimately universally empowering, denouement’ 
Kate Sawyer

		

		
			‘Reading So Thrilled For You I found myself pulled into an all too familiar landscape where the pressures on women – mothers and non-mothers like – were so visceral and acute I had to close the book to gasp at times. A hearty congratulations and a high five to Holly!’ 
Emily Edwards

		

		
			‘I enjoyed it so, SO MUCH. I was utterly GRIPPED. So many unexpected but wholly believable twists and turns. I think it will resonate for all women. Yet it’s so much fun’ 
Marian Keyes
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			Prologue

			The flames take the vulva piñata immediately. The crepe paper ripples in the magenta smoke, the sweets inside popping like corn kernels as they explode inside their wiry cage. The piñata falls onto the decking, and there’s a moment of stillness in me. The first time I’ve felt calm in so long, as I take in the view, thinking, Wow, I’ve never seen pink smoke before. 

			Soon the flames will claim the pile of duck-patterned wrapp­ing paper, gorge on the coarse wool of the hand-knitted blankets and turn the fallen wall of peonies into a sweet, toxic, perfume. 

			I can tell already that everything is lost. 

			My life has already burned down metaphorically, so it makes sense I’ve now burned it down literally too. All I wanted to do was torch it all until there was nothing left but sooty soil, rich with nutrients to grow something new. But I never thought I’d actually do it . . .

			I watch the smoke plume out of the canon, dancing as it eclipses the vista and spirals around in the heat, juxtaposed against the bluest sky. The fire around it ignites instantly, the smoke doubling, trebling, as flames catch and dance in the kindling. 

			The heat slaps my face and wakes me up. 

			
			I hear myself screaming at what I’ve done. 

			And I run towards the heat. 

		

	
		
			
			BABY SHOWER STUNT IGNITES 
WILDFIRE INFERNO

			A wildfire started by a gender reveal firework has torn through 35 acres of land in Surrey, destroying local wildlife, and causing millions of pounds worth of damage. 

			The ‘smoke-generating pyrotechnic device’ was set off during a baby shower celebration during the hottest summer on record and quickly started the inferno. The blaze burned down the rural residence then raged across the parched countryside, incinerating a further two properties. Firefighters battled the flames for seven hours before it was extinguished.

			The police have taken in key witnesses for questioning to determine who is responsible for setting off the smoke grenade. [click to read more]

			Story has been shared 45,872 times

			GodAsMyWitness1974 has shared this story

			The ‘smoke-generating pyrotechnic device’ reveals the parents to be narcissistic, idiotic, cunts

			BoomerAndProud3543024 has shared this story

			Millennial parents: ‘My baby can only wear organic bamboo and second-hand clothes because of climate change’

			Also millennial parents: ‘BURN DOWN THE WORLD FOR CONTENT’

			ArthurJJdd has shared this story

			This is why some people shouldn’t be allowed to breed. Castrate everyone who has ever posted a pic of AvoOnToast

			
			FinnJK32d5rd has shared this story

			
			I know this isn’t the point, but, aren’t gender reveal parties and baby showers supposed to be separate events? Why did they ­combine the two?

			GodAsMyWitness1974 replied to this comment: 

			LOL. They could’ve got DOUBLE the content for socials. ­Amateurs. 

			AVoiceOfReason has shared this story

			Everyone is ripping the piss about this, but can I point out three families have lost their homes and everything in them? Not also forgetting the huge destruction of local wildlife. 

			DontKnwAbtUImFeeling22 replied to this comment:

			BORING!

			IHateWomenAndSoDoYou has shared this story

			WOMEN SHOULDN’T BE ALLOWED TO HAVE BABIES

			TheRightSideOfHistory replied to this comment: 

			How are we supposed to address the dwindling birth rate then? 

			FemSocForLife replied to this comment: 

			I bet you’re anti-abortion too.

			IHateWomenAndSoDoYou replied:

			SHUT UP AND DIE YOU FUCKING FEMINIST WHORES

		

	
		
			
			DAY OF THE FIRE

			Transcript: Inspector Simmons 
interviewing Nicole Davies

			Simmons:	Can you talk us through your movements on the day of July 14th please?

			Nicole:	[shuffles] Before we start, can I go to the bathroom, please?

			Simmons:	You just went.

			Nicole:	I’m aware of that. But I’m also eight months pregnant. Is it true what they say? That I can pee in your helmet if I need to?

			Simmons:	There’s no need to pee in my helmet. We’ll get someone to escort you to the bathroom. 

		

	
		
			
			Nicki

			I can’t believe today is my baby shower. My baby shower. It’s surreal but it’s finally happening.

			I’m going to be a mother. I’m going to have a baby.

			Honestly, I feel like the last decade of my life has been low-key obsessed with the question of am I going to have a baby? Can I have a baby? When should I try to have a baby? One of the best things about having a baby seems to be finally knowing, yeah, you did, and being able to let go of all that questioning shit. Letting go of all the anxious energy is way more relaxing than this lukewarm bath at dawn, but my baby will poach in here if I don’t cool down. 

			I stayed at my parents’ house last night, and I was looking forward to the peace of the countryside and having a double bed all to myself. But the birds’ morning chorus here is louder than our dub-step loving neighbours. I’ve been up for an hour already, since 4am, alongside the ferocious sun. I yawn as I attempt to lower myself further into the water in a fruitless attempt to cool down. Comedic squeaks join the birdsong as my puffy flesh chafes against the bath. My bump icebergs out of the thin layer of unscented soap, and I pour water over it – finding relief for three whole minutes, which is good going for eight months pregnant. I close my eyes, cradle my stomach, and practise my hypno-birthing breathing. I feel my baby rustle under my stretched skin. I watched a TikTok video that says our fingerprints are created in the womb by the mother’s amniotic fluid moving  around our hands. Every twist and turn of a pregnancy is etched onto a baby’s skin – a nine month house-share between mother and child turned into a glorious art on your baby’s palms. I cried watching it, and though I’m sure it’s not scientific fact, I need some magical thinking to get me through my third trimester in a hellish heatwave. And today I need to get through my baby shower, in a hellish heatwave, in my parents’ house made entirely of glass. A baby shower I didn’t even particularly want, or ask for, but has nevertheless been bestowed on me by Charlotte. 

			‘It’s going to be a perfect day,’ she keeps telling me over the phone, over messages, over carrier pigeon if she gets the chance. ‘Perfect.’

			‘Honestly, I don’t need any gifts, yeah?’ I’ve tried pleading with her. ‘Will you tell everyone that? This isn’t a baby shower, just an opportunity to see everyone.’

			‘You should still have a registry. People are going to buy you gifts, no matter what you say.’

			‘No registry, Charlotte.’ 

			‘I’ve set up a John Lewis one with a few standard pieces.’

			‘Charlotte!’

			‘It’s going to be perfect. Perfect.’

			‘You really don’t need to do this. I know things have been hard for you . . .’

			‘PERFECT.’

			I’m not sure I know what a perfect baby shower entails. A really short one? That’s what I thought before I got pregnant myself. I used to begrudge baby showers lasting longer than two hours, but now that today’s is mine, I’m worried people will flake or won’t stay til the end.

			
			I bet Steffi stays for ten minutes, max, if that. 

			It doesn’t help that Charlotte insisted my parents’ new home is the ‘perfect’ location despite being in the middle of nowhere. They’ve retired to this converted luxury barn, miles from a train station. Their countryside vista views are less impressive than normal since this heatwave turned every surrounding field into a post-apocalyptic wasteland. I’m worried people won’t be bothered to make the journey. Regardless, Charlotte’s coming over at the crack of dawn to ‘set up’.

			‘8am isn’t too early is it?’ she asked.

			‘It starts at eleven. What are you setting up, Charlotte? A petting zoo? This baby shower, it’s low-key, right?’ 

			Charlotte lives her whole life in Soprano but I don’t want anyone to think I’m going to become one of those mothers. You know. The ones who refer to themselves as ‘mama’. I’ve warned Matt the following words are banned from our baby journey – ‘mama’, ‘baby bubble’, ‘newborn bliss’, and writing Instagram posts TO the baby, even though they’re pre-verbal and can’t legally get a social media account to read it until they’re twelve. Yet, Charlotte, bless her, is determined to turn my baby shower into my worst nightmare. ‘Don’t you worry, mama,’ she’d said. ‘It’s all in hand. Relax.’

			My phone buzzes from where I left it on the bathmat but I ignore it. It can’t be anyone but Charlotte this early. I’m so tired after a sweaty night in this Grand Designs clusterfuck. It was already 25 degrees when I woke up this morning. I’m so huge and uncomfortable and permanently thirsty, and it’s been too goddamn hot for too goddamn long. I can only sleep in two- to four-hour bursts, waking to down pints of cold milk, run my wrists under the cold taps, and, of course,  pee. It’s on my banned phrase list, but I’m now desperate to ‘meet my baby’ just so I can cease being a pregnant narwhale.

			My baby. I still can’t believe it. I got here. Matt and I got here.

			The baby wakes up and my stomach twists. I meet their movements with my hand. 

			‘Good morning,’ I coo. ‘Are you up too? Yes, I know, it’s much too hot.’

			Sweat droplets glisten on my bump and slide down to merge with the bathwater. The back side of this barn conversion is solid glass, and everyone’s going to spend today sodden with sweat. But I push that worry from my mind and focus on connecting with this baby. My baby. On the day of my baby shower. It’s happening. Somehow, Matt and I overcame everything and did it – committed to each other in this huge way. Created life. Entwined our genes and blood and hereditary diseases and squashed them together into a living, breathing, human that we’re going to ‘meet’ in a month. It’s crazy. It’s beautiful. Thank God we made it through the dark times. Thank God we could have a baby, especially with everything Charlotte’s going through. I’m lucky. So lucky.

			I sing gently to my bump and feel nothing but profound bliss – mixed with a pelvic girdle pain – until the heat of my body warms the water and makes it too uncomfortable. 

			I struggle out of the roll-top bath, swearing, and unable to comprehend my ginormous alien bodysuit. I wrap myself in a towel and pad back to the guest bedroom, hearing my dad’s snores muffled through my parents’ bedroom door. I let the air dry my skin, humming to myself, feeling my stomach still as  the baby sleeps again, wondering if I can squeeze a nap in now before Mum wakes up and activates.

			Then I remember my phone buzzing earlier. I heave myself off the bed and waddle back to the bathroom to retrieve it. It must be Charlotte. And yet, I feel a novel chill as I deep squat to get it off the floor, one that dances instinctively down my arm, leaving me to pause before unlocking it.

			Then I see the message and my phone clatters back to the floor, the screen cracking open on the geometric tiling. 

		

	
		
			
			Transcript: Inspector Simmons 
interviewing Lauren Powell

			Simmons: 	Can you talk us through the day of July 14th, please?

			Lauren: 	When was that?

			Simmons: 	The day of the fire

			Lauren: 	Oh, of course. Sorry. All the days blur into one when you have a baby.

			Simmons: 	In your own time, Lauren.

			Lauren: 	Umm, do you know how long this will take? Because my baby’s currently on a wake window of 2.45 hours, and you were late letting me in, so he’s got to go down in only 1.37 hours, and he needs my boob to get to sleep . . . 

		

	
		
			
			Lauren

			It feels like an act of violence when the baby wakes me up again.

			‘No,’ I whisper, as I hear Woody start to howl. ‘Please, no.’ 

			Tristan stirs next to me in the bed. He’s heard it too, but we remain silent, like Woody’s the T-Rex from Jurassic Park, and, if we stay still, he’ll go back to sleep and not eat us whole on a toilet. Does that make sense? I’m not sure. I’m so, so, fucking sleep deprived. Honestly, I could weep. Hang on, my pillow’s wet. I am weeping. Great. We’ll have to start the tally again. Tristan thought it would be ‘funny’ to keep a daily tally of how often I cry. Because, you know, PND is much easier when it’s gamified. 

			Another howl from Woody’s cot. I reach for my phone to check the time and it’s just as bad as it feels. It’s been precisely one hour and fifteen minutes since Woody fell asleep . . . Since Woody fell asleep after us spending one hour and fifty minutes trying to get him back to sleep. And, after he finally went down, I was so full of adrenaline and that crippling feeling that I’m trapped forever in this total nightmare, that I couldn’t get back to sleep for ages. In fact, I only dropped off twenty minutes ago. 

			A more urgent howl. Tristan inches closer to me.

			‘Shall we leave him?’ he whispers, but not quietly enough. Woody lets out a desperate screech. One so shrill that I want to lurch up and tell him to shut up because I’m such a good mother. Make me a mumfluencer. What’s my USP? I tell my  baby to shut up. To its face. Regularly. And I’m still really fat. And I hate every minute. What do you mean I don’t have any followers? No brand deals for #AuthenticMamaBabiesFuckUpYourLife? I really am delirious, aren’t I? Oh my God, why won’t Woody stop crying? Why is he awake again? 

			‘The sleep lady said we need to leave him for fifteen minutes to see if he self-settles,’ I whisper back, just as Woody screams so loud the neighbours will complain again.

			‘He isn’t settling,’ Tristan says, not bothering to whisper now.

			‘I don’t know what you mean, he sounds delighted.’

			A blood curdling scream. 

			‘We have to get him up,’ Tristan says.

			‘No, the sleep lady says . . .’

			‘Lauren, he’s distraught.’

			‘Well, he shouldn’t be. He should be asleep.’

			‘I’m getting him up.’

			‘Don’t you dare.’

			But his screams are so desperate that I give in. Take a deep breath. Push my aching body out of bed, rub my eyes that feel like they’ve been sandpapered. 

			Fuck this. Fuck this. 

			Fuck fucking this. 

			‘Are you OK my darling?’ I say, plucking Woody from the cot, with his angry old man face neon red from the whole thirty seconds of me not responding to his every fucking relentless need. ‘I know, I know. Mummy’s here, it’s alright. I’m here. I love you.’
I shove my nipple into his mouth, and he sucks greedily, even though he shouldn’t be hungry. He can’t possibly be hungry. He sat on my nipple for an hour and fifty minutes  only an hour and fifteen minutes ago. Tristan sighs and turns over in bed, relaxed in the knowledge he can’t do anything to help. I sit in the rising dawn, seething with jealousy as Tristan’s breath steadies, while Woody sucks himself back into sleep too. Once he stills, I wait an extra ten minutes to ensure he’s in deep sleep before I attempt to pop my little finger into his mouth to unlatch him. Slowly, with anxiety rising in my stomach, I peel his suckered lips off my body. Then I hold Woody’s face against my breast for an additional ten minutes to ensure he’s in the deepest part of his sleep cycle, before lowering him back into the cot with more precision than Tom Cruise dangling from a ceiling in Mission Impossible. 

			It works. 

			He’s asleep. 

			Finally, again. For now. 

			But, of course, it’s taken so long, and I’m now so pumped with stress, I won’t be able to get back to sleep myself.

			5:30am, but the sun’s raging behind the curtains like it’s midday and Woody’s body heat is cooking me through my skin. I can smell my pungent armpits without even leaning into them. I’ll need to wash before the baby shower today. Try to not look how I feel – knowing everyone will be subconsciously analysing me to see if I’ve lost the baby weight yet. Of course I’ve not lost it. I hardly have time to wash, let alone exercise, or cook food that isn’t Nutella spooned directly into my mouth. I’m so exhausted there needs to be a different word for it. Something German to describe the tier of exhaustion you feel if you’ve been duped by society into having a baby. I can’t believe I used to complain about tiredness before Woody. I was such an utter twat – declaring  ‘I’m exhausted’ after I’d gone out dancing til 4am, actually HAVING FUN and ENJOYING MY LIFE, and CHOOSING NOT TO SLEEP – knowing I could catch up the next night, and the next. These days, I’m tired in my bone marrow. I feel parts of my brain shrivel and whisper to each other, ‘Shall we develop some Alzheimer’s?’ And I’m this broken without having fun. Just the daily, relentless, grind of keeping Woody alive. Oh, I wish I could go back to sleep, but it’s not going to happen. Not with today looming. 

			Oh God, Nicki’s baby shower. 

			I head downstairs. My eyes hurt each time I blink, but I tell myself at least this is alone time. Time to just be me – ­broken, rotting, shell of Lauren. The kitchen’s full of chores that urgently need doing. Last night’s dinner still needs washing up. We didn’t get a chance to do it as Woody woke, screaming, only 45 minutes after we put him to sleep. Baby paraphernalia scatters most of the floor space – jarringly cheerful hunks of plastic coated with dried baby drool. I collapse onto the sofa and my arse lets out a novelty shriek as I pull out Sophie the Giraffe. 

			My house used to look quite nice. 

			My body used to look quite nice.

			My face. 

			My life.

			It didn’t even just look quite nice. It felt nice. 

			I was happy. On reflection, really quite deliciously happy. 

			And I’ve ruined it. Bulldozed it. Fucked it up forever.

			Nicki’s baby shower today . . . 

			
			Nicki and Matt are happy. So happy. They’ve been together since university and known each other almost as long as the Little Women. Practically childhood sweethearts. And happy. With their nice house, and good jobs, and thriving social circles, and their eight hours a night. Now I have to go to her party, see her swollen bump, and pretend I’m excited for her rather than terrified. 

			I bet she thinks she’s going to have a nice water birth like I thought . . . 

			Memories of screaming. 

			My body making noises I didn’t know it was capable of. 

			A dying animal.

			Breathe, Lauren. Breathe. 

			Just my luck. I get a precious half hour to myself and I waste it with another panic attack. 

			I breathe. I push the memories aside. Push the endless worries into the crammed cupboard in my mind. The worries that the sleep training clearly isn’t working and Woody will therefore never sleep and therefore I’ll never feel sane again. The worries about how to fucking drive Woody to fucking Nicki’s parents’ house in the middle of fucking nowhere, and having to pick up fucking Steffi on the way, on this little sleep, when Woody hates his fucking car seat. The jarring infantilising games, pretending Nicki is about to embark on a good thing, rather than treading on the same snare trap that clamped down on me. Will I crash the car trying to drive on this little sleep? Kill Woody? Kill us both? Horrific visuals play across my mind in high resolution, turning my stomach to acid, and . . . No. Distract yourself,  Lauren. I get my phone out and hold it up in front of my psychological abyss.

			I attempt to keep up with current news and flick through various news stories about the heat wave and how global warming is going to kill us all. There’s an opinion piece about the carbon footprint of children – apparently having Woody is the equivalent of twenty flights to Australia a year in terms of his carbon emissions, and they’ve not smelt his nappies. On a different site, another columnist laments the plummeting birth rates and how women are too selfish to have babies. I sigh and tap into Instagram instead. I scroll mindlessly past the frozen grins of people showing off their best lives. It hurts seeing anyone doing anything nice – looking free and fulfilled and glamourous. I see Steffi was out again last night, at some elaborate-looking dinner with loads of editors, with cocktails afterwards in a hotel bar. The jealousy tastes literally sour on my tongue. No doubt she’ll be hungover later when I pick her up and complain about being tired – and I’ll try not to stab her in the eyeball. It must be something important to do with her new agency, I remind myself, in an effort to be kind rather than jealous. 

			All of this is a delay tactic. I know what I’m really doing online. I’m about to do what I always do when I have a spare second. If I send them enough messages, maybe they’ll say sorry. Maybe they’ll stop playing this dangerous game. The one that almost killed me. I feel myself float away as I log out of my regular account and into my newest burner one. I know their account name by heart and I type it into the search bar. Up comes their smug face – the one I used to love and trust. 

			
			I open a new DM to them and tap out my message. 

			‘You’ve got to stop the lies. Seriously. Stop. Fucking. Lying.’ 
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