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For my mum Amy, Paul, Daniel, Sophie; my son Harvey, my nan, my late granddad Harvey and all my friends and fans who have believed in me all the way
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THIS IS WHY …

I’ve been called a slapper, a tart, a man-eater; a woman who is so desperate for male attention she will do anything to get it.

I’ve been told that I’m a freak; that I’m addicted to plastic surgery; that I’ve mutilated my body because I hate how I look.

I’ve been described as unstable, insecure, out of control; a drunk.

It has been claimed that I’m obsessed with fame and will do anything for publicity.

Worst of all, they say I’m an unfit mother.

Journalists write about me as if I’m a dumb bimbo. Yes, I’m famous for my boobs. So what? Modelling is just my job, and there’s more to me than that. There’s a person inside this body.

So who am I? The Jordan of the tabloids who doesn’t seem to give a toss and only cares about fame and partying? Or Katie Price, the successful model and single mum who is trying to make the best of things?

Now you can make up your own minds. This is my story, and I’ve held nothing back: not the parts I’m ashamed of, nor the things I regret. It’s all here. My life is in your hands. Judge for yourself.



PROLOGUE

MAY 2005 – SUSSEX

It was two o’clock in the morning and, as usual, I was having trouble sleeping – a certain person had just woken me up.

‘Hey, Pete.’ I gently shook his arm, wanting him to wake up and share this moment with me, ‘The baby’s moving again!’

I grabbed Pete’s hand and placed it on my bump, right where the baby was wriggling around. Now the baby was getting bigger there was hardly any room for him to move, but he still managed to be extremely busy in there and keep me awake at night.

‘Wow!’ Pete said, as we both felt the baby moving. ‘What was that?’

‘I think it’s our baby, Pete!’ I couldn’t resist teasing him.

‘I meant what part of our baby was it!’

‘His foot, I reckon.’

We looked at each other and grinned. Then Pete said, ‘I still can’t believe that we’re having a baby.’

‘Well you’d better,’ I laughed. ‘There’s only a few weeks to go!’

Pete lay back down next to me, putting his arms around me, enfolding me with his warmth and making me feel so safe and loved. God, I loved this man! Loved him with all my heart. We’ve been together for a year-and-a-half and it has been the most wonderful, magical time of my life. I had dreamed of meeting someone like Pete but I had never thought my dream would come true. I closed my eyes and thought for the millionth time how lucky I was – I was having a baby with the man I loved and we were getting married. And it was going to be the fairy-tale, full-on Disneystyle wedding that I had always fantasised about having. I had found my happy ever after.

I stroked my tummy, whispering to the baby, ‘You’ve got the best daddy in the world and we all love you so much and your brother’s going to love you too.’

Then I felt a sudden, sharp pang of sadness as I remembered how lonely, how desperate and abandoned I had felt when I was pregnant with my first son, Harvey. I remembered what it was like not having a partner to share the excitement of seeing the baby in the scans, not being able to confide my anxieties about the birth to the baby’s father, not having anyone to hold me at night and tell me that they loved me and that everything would be all right. And I remembered what it was like going into labour and not knowing if Dwight, the father, would even bother to turn up to see his newborn son. As if sensing my bad thoughts, Pete kissed me, murmuring, ‘Love you, Katie.’

‘Love you too,’ I whispered back.

All my life I have been looking for love. I longed to meet a man I could fall in love with completely, body, mind and soul. A man I could commit to totally, a man I could respect and trust, a man who would love me for myself, a man I could marry and spend the rest of my life with, a man who would be the father of my children and a father to Harvey. I’d almost given up hope of ever meeting him, resigning myself to getting love where I could, never feeling satisfied, always feeling restless, knowing that I hadn’t yet found ‘the one.’

There has been no shortage of men in my life. Some of them I even thought I was in love with and one I convinced myself that I wanted to marry. Now I look back and realise that it was just infatuation and my own insecurity. I thought I needed them, thought I couldn’t survive without the relationship and I let most of them treat me like shit. I wasn’t even in love with the father of my child but I still hung around long enough for him to walk all over me and treat me like crap, he even failed to support me while I was pregnant with our child … but you’ll read about that later in the book.

I had a couple of relationships after Harvey was born, even though my priorities had shifted completely. By then I had someone in my life who needed me and depended on me more than I needed any man. But I still wanted the reassurance of having a man hold me in his arms and tell me that he loved me, to tell me how much he wanted me, especially when I received the heartbreaking news that my baby was blind. But the men – or rather boys – I had chosen to be with were never going to be anything more than a stopgap, even though I told one of them that I loved them too. Deep down, I didn’t really mean it. The words came easily but I hadn’t given away my heart. I was still waiting for that man who was so special that I would never want anyone else.

Then I met Peter and my life changed forever. I wanted him with an incredible, overwhelming intensity from the moment he walked into the room. The time we spent together in the jungle sealed my fate: I wanted him like I have never wanted anyone else. I was certain that he was ‘the one’, the man I had been searching for all my life. I fell passionately, hopelessly, madly in love with him – a love which has only deepened and grown stronger the more I have got to know Pete and the closer we have become. In the past, I have fallen for men quickly and dramatically and then fallen out with them just as suddenly. But I guarantee that’s not going to happen with Pete.

It’s not just about his looks – though to me he is the best looking man I have ever been with – or have ever seen – with his handsome face and his beautiful hazel eyes. And, of course, he has the most gorgeous body – in all departments! Let’s just say that I’m a very, very lucky girl! Sexually, I have definitely found my match.

I love Pete for himself – his warm, loving personality, his strength of character and his cheeky sense of humour. I love the fact that he’s so passionate and open about his feelings and he makes me feel wanted. I hate being with men who never open up and tell you how they really feel, who are too afraid to show any emotion. Pete knows me better than any other man ever has. He knows how to deal with me and as a result he keeps me on my toes. I could never wrap him around my little finger as I admit that I’ve done to quite a few of the other men I’ve been out with. He’s totally honest and, if I ever lied to him, he’d walk and he’d find someone else in an instant. But I’ve no need to lie to him and I’ve got no secrets from him. For the first time in my relationship history I have met a man who is my equal.

Very fortunately for me, I was ‘the one’ he’d been searching for; otherwise I really don’t know what I would have done. And now we are together, I cannot imagine life without him. He’s my best friend, my lover and my soul mate. And I can’t wait to say that he’s my husband!

But that’s another story … As for what happened in my life before I found Pete, I don’t regret a thing – not the good, the bad or the ugly. I truly believe I had to go through all those highs and lows, all those crazy times, all that heartbreak, pain, rejection and bad sex to recognise the real thing when I found it. Now I’ve found him, I’m never going to let him go …



CHAPTER ONE

MEET THE FAMILY

My family are the most important people in my life. I love them all to bits. Through the bad times and the good times they have always been there for me, especially my mum. It is something the press has managed to twist over the years. The way some journalists have described my background, you would think I had the most miserable and unstable childhood, which couldn’t be further from the truth. Yes, my real dad finally walked out on the family when I was three, but I had hardly seen him anyway so he was no loss to me. After that my mum fell in love with Paul Price and, although I’ve never called him Dad, I definitely see him in that role. He and Mum got married when I was nine and they have the strongest marriage of anyone I know.

My real dad, Ray Infield, met my mum Amy at school. They were childhood sweethearts from the age of fifteen. They had some happy times together and were deeply in love, but Ray couldn’t be relied on. He was a bit of a playboy, incapable of being faithful to one woman, and, after they were married and Mum was pregnant with my brother Daniel, Dad just left, claiming he was depressed and couldn’t handle fatherhood. When Daniel was born he returned for a while, leaving again when his son was nearly a year old. My poor mum, I really feel for her; I know only too well what it’s like to be abandoned by the father of your child. Fortunately she could handle it, and I take after her in that respect: I’m strong and independent and, while I’ve often fallen for the wrong type of man, I can pick myself up again.

Dad claimed to have had a nervous breakdown, and he and Mum ended up seeing a counsellor. The bottom line was that my dad wanted to be with Amy, but he also wanted to be free to do what he wanted, where he wanted, when he wanted – and to see who he wanted. Because my mum loved him so much she put up with all of this, but she wasn’t happy about it. Then one of my dad’s friends told Mum that he’d been seeing a sixteen-year-old girl. Can you imagine how she felt with a young baby, trying to hold together a failing marriage?

She and my nan discovered where the girl lived and met her parents. They were horrified that Ray was seeing their daughter, especially when Mum told them she had a baby. They all agreed to confront the couple. So one night my dad walked into the house with his young girlfriend to be greeted by my mum, my aunt and my nan. ‘Oh,’ he said. ‘I’ve been caught out.’

‘That’s it!’ shouted Mum, and she took the house keys from him.

A couple of months passed and Mum tried to get on with her life, but she was still irresistibly drawn to Ray; even after all he had done, she still loved him. They decided to make a fresh start, to buy a new house and give their marriage another go. I’m pleased they did, because I was the result. Ray stayed until I was three, but I barely saw him. He was an antiques dealer and was away most of the week on buying trips; at the weekend he would be down the pub or playing golf. He wasn’t an important person in my life. I had all the stability and love a child could want from my mum and my grandparents.

By now my mum had met Paul Price, who worked for my dad. Whenever Dad returned from one of his trips, he’d give Paul money to take Mum out for dinner. Ray wanted to do his own thing, play cards and snooker, without having Mum on his case. But he couldn’t have imagined the consequences! Paul fell in love with Amy. Whenever Mum went out with her friends, he would turn up as well and he was forever calling at her house. As she says, he started to grow on her.

As they got closer, Paul told my mum that Ray was seeing other women on his trips away. Mum was horrified. By now she’d had enough. My parents split up, this time for good, but Ray still owned part of the house. One day Paul said to him, ‘What will it take for you to be out of this house and Amy’s life forever?’ Ray named his price, Paul paid him and he left. As Mum says, she was bought and sold in a lounge.

Given her stormy first marriage, it’s not surprising that Mum has been so tolerant of some of my relationships with men. She knows what it’s like to be passionately in love with someone, even if they are treating you badly. Her story turned out happily and she is now with a man who gives her all the love and stability she deserves. Perhaps there is hope for me yet.

I don’t blame my unsuccessful relationships with men on the fact that my dad left when I was three. Yes, I can be insecure in relationships; I do need constant reassurance; I need the man to tell me that he loves me, to give me cuddles, to say I look good; but I don’t think it’s because of my dad. I didn’t feel abandoned when Ray left; in fact, I can honestly say it didn’t affect me. Paul has always been there for me. And, although he and Mum moved house lots of times, she always kept me and my brother at the same schools so we wouldn’t feel disrupted. We had a stable family life. When Mum gave birth to my half-sister Sophie, I was twelve and I couldn’t have been happier. As far as I was concerned my family was complete.

My dad was free to see us whenever he wanted. Usually we’d spend alternate weekends with him. As I got older I started to get the feeling that he favoured my brother over me. The two of them would do father–son things like go fishing together, but he didn’t really make much of an effort with his daughter. When he met another woman, he would often leave me with her and go down the pub. Not exactly an ideal father figure. Gradually our visits grew fewer, and by the time I was a teenager I rarely saw him.

I don’t feel any bitterness – when he remarried in 1988 I was one of the bridesmaids – but I haven’t seen my real dad for two years. We have gone our separate ways now, and we don’t know each other. My brother still sees him, and my mum and Paul are friends with him. I was upset when his second marriage broke up and he went off with another woman. Shay, his wife, sold a hurtful story to the papers saying he’d gone off with a Jordan lookalike who was only two years older than me. It was cheap and nasty, but I just shrugged it off: she became just another in the long line of people who had used their connection to me to make a bit of money.



CHAPTER TWO

A NARROW ESCAPE

I’d always wanted to be a model; either that or a pop star – or both! I can almost hear you thinking, She must think a lot of herself. But I don’t. I’ve just always been a bit of an exhibitionist. I love showing off and being the centre of attention. Modelling gives me the perfect chance to do that. It’s not that I think I’m God’s gift, but I know I’m not half bad looking, and I know how to work it. Mum reckons I get my exhibitionist streak from her mother. One of her many jobs was as a topless mermaid at an exhibition. She had to lie behind a fish tank with only her long red hair to preserve her modesty. She was one of the more popular attractions, but got the sack for smoking – just like me she could never obey rules.

Let’s face it: I was never going to be a brain surgeon. But I’ve probably earned more money than anyone else from my school. I was only eighteen when I bought my first house, and how many people do you know who have done that? Now I own two houses with a fair bit of land, a couple of flats, several very nice cars, including a Range Rover and a Bentley, and three horses. I’m in the position where I can pretty much have what I want. I didn’t get all that by being a dumb bimbo. I’ve done very well out of being a model, but success didn’t just fall into my lap. I’ve worked for everything I’ve got.

I was eleven when I enrolled for a series of modelling lessons, and believe me they were anything but glamorous. For two hours a week I would have to strut my stuff up and down a tiny studio surrounded by mirrors, pretending to be on a catwalk, with Tina Turner’s ‘The Best’ blasting out. The classes were run by a former model. Typically for a child, I remember thinking that she couldn’t really have been a model because she looked so old – in truth she was probably only in her thirties.

I laugh about the experience now, but when you’re young and naïve you really think, Yes! This is it. I’m going to be a model because I’m doing these lessons. I will get spotted. One day I will be famous. In reality, if anyone had videoed these amateurish modelling classes I would have been more likely to appear on You’ve Been Framed. They were well dodgy.

Then, when I was thirteen, a proper job did come up: modelling for Joe Bloggs jeans. I had to go to the shopping centre in Brighton – not a very exotic location, I admit – and pose with a group of girls in jeans and T-shirts. Then we were taken to a local park to do some more shots, this time on horseback. It was a revelation to me, and I absolutely loved the whole experience. It gave me a real taste for modelling and I knew I wanted more. I knew inside that I was good at it, and when everyone saw the pictures they thought the same. It was such a great feeling.

I’d got on really well with the photographer who had done the shoot. He had made the whole session a real laugh, and I felt relaxed posing for him. A few days later he called my mum and said that I should seriously think about modelling, that I had a lot of potential and could go far. He said that he could help because he had an agency in London. He was very convincing. He showed Mum his portfolio and it looked totally legit. He seemed completely trustworthy, and so we trusted him. We thought he was a professional photographer. As it turned out, we couldn’t have been more wrong.

He arranged with Mum to do more pictures of me. He said he could get me into catalogues. Great, I thought. Katie Price, you’re going somewhere!

Every week, Mum would take me to his house and then leave me alone with him. He convinced her that if she was in the same room as me it would put me off, so she’d go and walk the dogs or have a cup of tea with his mum. He still lived with his parents, and his so-called studio was his bedroom. That should have alerted us straight away. But Mum and I had never been to a professional studio before, so to us a couple of lights, a backdrop and a big camera looked like the business. And of course he looked normal and was very charming. But then, paedophiles don’t wear badges advertising who they are. They are clever and manipulative; they know how to make children trust them. When I think of what might have happened, I feel sick.

So I became his model and I really enjoyed it. At first he took pictures of me in my own clothes. He particularly liked me to pose in my black velvet skintight catsuit – no prizes for guessing why. Or he liked me to dress up as a schoolgirl – not that hard, as I was one. Then he started to take pictures of me being cheeky, sticking my tongue out at the camera, or sucking a lollipop and looking saucy. When he showed Mum and me the contacts, we just thought I looked as if I was having fun. We didn’t realise that the whole cheeky schoolgirl look was fuelling his depraved sexual fantasies.

He kept saying that he could get me lots of work, he just needed more pictures for the agency. And I was happy to model for him, as it was a laugh to go to his house after school. I liked him, he let me be as lippy and cheeky as I wanted. There were a few strange things about his behaviour, like the fact he always offered me a milkshake every session, even though I told him I didn’t like them, but I thought nothing of it.

After a while the schoolgirl look wasn’t enough for him and he started to get more extreme. He wanted me to pose in lacy underwear and he got me to wear suspenders and stockings. He didn’t get me to do any explicit poses – everything was covered up even if it was with lacy underwear – but I did have to wear high heels and red lipstick. I must have looked atrocious – a little girl dressed up to look like a woman. It was all done under subdued lighting, me standing with my hand on my hip looking straight at the camera. At the time I thought it was ‘arty’. I didn’t really think anything of it – it’s not as if he had me lying spreadeagled in crotchless knickers with my legs wide open. It all still seemed like a game.

One day I went round as usual to do a shoot and he introduced me to a woman. Like him, she seemed perfectly ordinary, nice even. He said that she was his stylist, there to help him get a new look with me. This time he wanted to try something different: he wanted me to pose wearing a wet shirt with nothing on underneath. Suddenly this didn’t feel like a game any more. I didn’t want to show off my body in front of these people. I felt really uncomfortable with the idea, and for the first time I was quite frightened. I was alone with them – my mum had gone off for a walk with the dogs – and there was no one else in the house.

‘No,’ I said, ‘I don’t want to. It’ll be too cold.’ Well, I had to think of something!

‘Don’t worry,’ he replied, ‘we’ll use warm water.’ It was horrible, both of them standing really close to me trying to get me to do something I didn’t want to do. And they were very persistent, joking at first and then getting cross. The woman was the most persuasive, saying it would make a really good picture, and didn’t I want to be a model? She told me I had to learn to take direction, that they knew what was going to look right, how he had done all these pictures of me, how I owed him one. But thank God I am stubborn and strong-willed because I didn’t give in; the more they tried to talk me into it, the more I refused. After a while they gave up.

I couldn’t face doing any pictures with them. I felt really freaked out, so I said I would wait outside for my mum to come. Typically she was late – she always was – so I had to sit outside in the freezing cold for what seemed like hours, willing her to come and rescue me. Suddenly he came outside. My heart started pounding – I didn’t want to be with him. He apologised and said could we just forget about what had happened and pick up next week where we left off. I nodded without saying anything. I’d already decided I wanted nothing more to do with him. Then he leaned towards me and said, ‘Don’t I get a kiss goodbye then?’

I could smell the coffee and stale cigarettes on his breath, and could see where the saliva had dried at the corners of his mouth. My skin crawled at the thought of having any contact with his lips. I took a step backwards. ‘No way,’ I said. All I wanted was for my mum to come and take me away; all I could think of was that I was alone with him, and he was bigger than me.

Fortunately for me, at that moment a group of school kids went by. He gave up and went back into the house. At the doorway he called out, ‘See you next week then.’ I didn’t answer.

My mum finally turned up and I ran and got in the car. ‘You look terrible,’ she said. ‘What’s the matter? Why are you outside?’

‘I don’t feel very well.’ I couldn’t bear to talk about what had happened until we were back home safely. But when I recounted what had happened to my mum, she told me not to be so silly. She shrugged off the whole incident saying that I was being oversensitive.

I always, always say that parents should believe their kids when they say an adult has tried to make them do something they don’t want to. I know I will always believe what my son tells me, however unlikely it seems. Perhaps this stems from an incident which is one of my earliest memories: me and two of my friends were sexually assaulted when we were six years old in a local park. My mum was sitting with her friend close by while we played hide and seek in the bushes. Suddenly a man appeared and promised to buy us an ice cream if we let him touch us. He lined us all up, exposed himself and bizarrely began his assault by licking each of us. Then he touched us. I think we all knew it was wrong, but we were paralysed with fear. When you’re that young you tend to go along with what an adult says. Thank God some older children saw what he was doing, because I don’t think he would have stopped otherwise. I rushed to tell my mum, but by the time she ran to where we were he had disappeared. She called the police but I don’t think they ever caught him. It makes me shudder to think how vulnerable children are.

Mum was totally taken in by the photographer. He seemed so plausible that she was convinced I was being an over imaginative teenager. She changed her mind a few days later, however. He rang to ask me to do more work, but I refused to speak to him and said I never wanted to see him again. He kept on calling. Every day he would ring and I think my mum started to feel unsettled, thinking that it wasn’t normal for a grown man to be pestering a thirteen-year-old in this way. Eventually she told him that she wanted to go and see his agency and pick up some pictures of me. He gave her an address in London; we went up at the weekend and couldn’t find it anywhere. When he rang again and she challenged him about it, he just said that she must have got the wrong street. That’s when she told him in no uncertain terms to stop ringing us.

And that was it, or so we thought.

It was a couple of years later that we heard a knock on our door one evening. On the doorstep were two female child-protection officers who wanted to talk to us about the photographer. They came and sat down in the lounge with my mum, Paul and me. They looked very serious, and told us that he was in prison for indecent assaults on young girls and for taking pornographic pictures of them. Apparently he’d been doing it for years. He was a known paedophile who had been operating under fourteen different aliases. They asked if he had been in contact with me. He hadn’t, thank God. They said he was going to be released in the next couple of weeks and that they had wanted to see me because his prison cell was plastered with pictures of me. I felt frightened then – I was older and I now knew all about men like him who preyed on young girls. They told me that if he tried to contact me I must call them straight away.

Then they told us all about him. He had been taking pictures of young girls just like me but he had been drugging them. Then, when they were unconscious or too out of it to know what was happening, he had been putting them in pornographic poses. He had hundreds of pictures. He had been putting the drugs into milkshakes. I hated those drinks, and every time he had offered me one – and he did at every session – I had said no. That is what had saved me: if I had accepted those drinks, I would have ended up like all the other young girls. I felt so sorry for them, but also relieved that it hadn’t been me. I had had a lucky escape – that experience has probably scarred the other girls for life. I was shaken up, but also angry. How dare this pervert think he could get away with ruining young girls’ lives? What a sick bastard.



CHAPTER THREE

FIRST LOVE

You might imagine that my experience with the paedophile photographer would have put me off modelling for life, but I wasn’t going to let a pathetic pervert stand in the way of me and my dreams. If I had done that, he would have won and I wasn’t going to let that happen. I knew that modelling was something I could succeed in.

So my granddad, who was a keen amateur photographer, took a series of pictures of me which I put together in a portfolio. Looking back through those pictures makes me cringe. I was going through a phase when I always wore my hair scraped back in a bun, with one long strand hanging down. So not a good look. In some of the pictures, I’m posing in a swimming costume and flesh-coloured tights; in others I am wearing some of my nan’s glittery tops. No wonder I looked so stiff and uncomfortable – as if I had a poker stuck up my arse! I don’t think I would have made it on to the front cover of Loaded. But at the time I thought I looked pretty good.

I kept pestering my mum to take me to London to see some modelling agencies. Finally she gave in. We traipsed round to all the big names like Models 1, Elite and Storm with my portfolio. God, they must have wanted to laugh when they saw the pictures. I felt very self-conscious when I saw all the other wannabes – they looked so sophisticated and glamorous, and they all towered over me. There I was, fourteen years old, sat next to my mum and my brother, feeling like some kid from the sticks. The answer from all the agencies was the same: I was too short, and should wait until I’d grown some more. One even said my legs were too bandy! In other words, I was being rejected. I felt crushed.

But I had pinned all my hopes on modelling, and hadn’t given much thought to what I would do if it didn’t work out. Up until the age of fifteen I’d been a fairly good student who always did her work and always obeyed her teachers. I was bright, so there were any number of possibilities open to me. I probably could have done quite well academically – my brother Daniel certainly did – but when I met my first boyfriend I went off the rails completely, and my school work went out the window. I stopped being the sweet naive Katie who loved spending time with her family, and turned into the teenager from hell.

It was all the more upsetting for my mum because I had never been difficult before. I never went out without telling her where I was going, and I never went out clubbing. I wasn’t even allowed to go to the local youth club because my brother got fed up of some of the lads trying to chat me up. I was a bit of a tomboy and I spent all my free time swimming, doing gymnastics or up at the stables riding. I’d been horse-mad since the age of seven. My bedroom wall was plastered with pictures of ponies and every single pencil case, rubber and pen I bought before I discovered pop music and boys had to have a picture of a horse on it. A friend of my mum’s taught me to ride when I was seven and from then I dreamed of owning a horse of my own. However, back then it seemed impossible, something way out of my league because we weren’t a particularly well-off family. Mum and Paul worked hard to bring us up and riding is an expensive hobby.

Then, when I was eleven, I found out that you could get horses on loan – you don’t own them, you just pay for their keep. Straight away I was on at my mum and Paul and I begged them to get me a pony. When I saw Star advertised in the local paper I convinced them to get him for me on loan. He was a New Forest pony and eighteen years old. He was the shabbiest, scruffiest little beast you could imagine but I absolutely loved him. I spent all my free time looking after him, going for rides and entering him in shows. I wasn’t one of those stuck-up horsey types, though – I never had the right kit and, whereas all the other little girls’ ponies were clipped and groomed to perfection, Star looked a bit ropey. But I didn’t care.

By the time I was fourteen I was keen to get another horse. By, then and I’m not being arrogant, I was a very good rider and I needed a horse that could offer me more of a challenge. I had a Saturday job working in a fabric shop and was able to save up a little bit of money myself. Once again Mum and Paul came up trumps and this time I got an ex-racehorse on loan.

Then, when I was fifteen, an ex-racehorse was advertised for sale for £500 – his name was also Star. To my delight Mum agreed to buy him for me. It wasn’t the best purchase – he was lame more times than I could ride him and he ran up a fortune in vets’ bills but I adored him. If you’d asked me to choose between a boyfriend and a horse back then I’d definitely have gone for the horse!

Even now riding is one of my passions. When I was young, I could only afford the Only Fools and Horses type of horses; now I buy the Mercedes of the horse world. I’ve got three gorgeous animals and they are the business. Riding gives me space to think. I love being on my own with my horse, surrounded by fields. I sing to myself and talk away to the horse – about my dreams, and my problems. It sounds completely mad but galloping wildly is a great escape when things are getting you down. And, as you’ll find out, there have been lots of times in my life when I’ve needed to escape.

But back to fifteen-year-old Katie … I fancied one or two boys at school but I’d only ever gone as far as kissing. I was pretty innocent. I was, however, starting to get interested in clothes and was developing my own unique style. Even at that age I loved outrageous outfits – the tighter and more revealing the better. In fact, when I was given some money to buy some clothes for a family party, I shocked my mum completely by getting a tight leather skirt and matching leather top. I started wanting to look different. I had my eyebrows dyed jet black and wore bright red lipstick. Well, I certainly stood out then! My mum could cope with my weird dress sense; it was my first boyfriend she couldn’t be doing with.

I met Jeff up at the stables where I kept my horse. I was just fifteen and he was ten years older than me. In fact, it was his horse that caught my eye first. She was gorgeous – a magnificent black mare called Greta – but her owner was certainly no looker. His face looked as if he’d been around the block a few times. He looked hard with his deep-set eyes and a thick nose. I was impressed by his size: he was well over six foot, with good biceps. But he had no six pack, I’m afraid – just a bit of a beer gut. All in all, not a catch in the looks department. It certainly wasn’t love at first sight.

But we got talking because of the horses, and I found I liked him. At first he came across as being quite shy, and he wasn’t very good at dealing with people. Later I was to find out just how bad he actually was with people, but I was young and I enjoyed having an older man to flirt with, even one that did seem a bit odd. He had this horse that I loved, and a car. I suppose he seemed quite flash to me – a proper man compared to all the boys I knew from school.

When my mum met Jeff she took an instant dislike to him. She thought there was something very strange about him, and she certainly didn’t think he was someone I should get involved with, especially given the age gap. But it was partly down to her that we became so close. She used to take me to the stables and wait while I fed and mucked out my horse, but she was always telling me to hurry up. So after a while Jeff offered to pick me up from school and take me to the stables and then Mum could collect me. Typically, though, she was always late picking me up, so in the end Jeff started taking me home as well. But he started dropping me off later and later, and during those car journeys and the hours spent at the stable we began to get closer.

We would go off driving around Brighton in his turquoise XR2 just listening to music, sharing a drink and a bar of chocolate. Pretty sad, I know, but when you’re fifteen just being in a car with a man can seem quite adventurous. I remember one track that we played over and over again: ‘Stay’ by Eternal. Even now when I hear that song it makes me shudder, and not because it triggers happy memories. Similarly, whenever I meet someone who is wearing Obsession by Calvin Klein, I get a wave of nausea: that’s what Jeff wore, and what started out as a casual flirtation with an older man nearly destroyed me.

I soon discovered that Jeff had plenty of time on his hands as he didn’t have a job. He always seemed to have money, although I never knew where it came from. I gradually discovered that he was a bit of a dodgy character and I wondered just what he was capable of.

But I knew nothing of his dark side when we met and after a couple of weeks flirting at the stables he became my first serious boyfriend. Your first love is something you should be able to look back on and feel a bit misty eyed and nostalgic over. I remember how Jeff treated me and feel physically sick. My friends at school were all giggling about the boys they fancied; I was about to get involved with a man who would abuse and batter me.

It all started off so innocently. We would spend our time together either riding or sorting out the horses at the stables. The fact that my mum didn’t approve somehow gave our relationship an added thrill. Even Jeff’s mum took against us, after initially letting us stay at her house together. In fact, she threatened to throw battery acid in my face if she caught me round her house again. But I think she was seriously disturbed. Like mother, like son – as I was about to find out. I felt as though everyone was against us because they didn’t understand true love. I was only fifteen, what did I know? I soon fell in love with Jeff. He was like a drug and I had to be with him all the time. I didn’t care about anything or anyone else. My school work started to suffer; I switched off and answered the teachers back. I earned a reputation as a naughty girl and would regularly be sent out of the classroom for bad behaviour. The head teacher called my mum and Paul in to see him because he was so concerned. But it had no effect on me: all I could think about was Jeff.

Even so it was three months before we shared a proper kiss. One night we were playing cards and I decided to go for it. So I jumped on him in a flirty play-fight way. As we lay struggling on the floor, we started to kiss passionately for the first time. I did find it a real turn-on. I liked the feel of the stubble on his face, and he kissed me like a man who knew what he wanted.

Two months later I was ready to go further. I wanted to prove how much I loved him, so I decided I would sleep with him on my sixteenth birthday. I had gone to see E17 in concert with my best friend Claire, and after the gig I phoned my mum and pretended I was spending the night at her house. Instead Jeff picked me up and took me back to his flat. He had obviously guessed what was on my mind because as soon as we walked into the flat he started kissing me and caressing me all over. Then he pulled off my jeans and led me to the mattress on the floor. No man had ever seen me naked before and I’d never seen a man naked before, so I felt quite shy and self-conscious and, in spite of his efforts, I kept my top on. I knew I was about to lose my virginity and was half excited, half petrified. I was so innocent that I didn’t know what to expect: girls at school who had lost theirs always made out it was some great experience without exactly going into details.

My first time was painful, short and not particularly pleasurable, which isn’t unusual. I enjoyed the kissing and the caresses but when Jeff entered me it really hurt. The act itself didn’t last long, and when he finished he just rolled off me. He didn’t say anything tender or loving. There was no ‘How was it for you?’ I just lay there and thought, Is that it? The earth definitely hadn’t moved. I felt dirty, impure and sore and I wished I had waited until we got married.

But the next day I was back in my school uniform, sitting in class and convinced that I must be in love. I felt like a woman now, surrounded by little girls.

Some time after that Jeff ended up in prison for nonpayment of fines. When I went to court to see him being tried, his probation officer took me to one side and advised me not to have anything to do with him, that he was no good. But I’ve always been terrible at taking advice: if someone tells me not to do something, nine times out of ten I’ll do it. So I told him that I loved Jeff and I wanted to stand by him. The probation officer just shrugged his shoulders and walked off. I could tell that he thought I was mad. Even though I was only sixteen Jeff had taught me to drive and that day, when Jeff was led down to prison, I drove home on my own without a licence in a car that wasn’t insured. I was paranoid that the police would pull me over. Jeff was dragging me into his world and I was powerless to prevent him.

Mum couldn’t bear the fact that I was seeing him. She tried everything to stop me. She banned him from coming to our house and we had endless bitter rows about him. Usually I’m very close to my mum and would never do anything to hurt her, but I refused to listen. Like a typical stroppy teenager, I couldn’t see why she didn’t like him. At her wits’ end she even phoned social services to see if they could give her some help in dealing with me. But as I had just turned sixteen I wasn’t exactly high priority and they were unable to help.

Jeff wasn’t inside for long – just a few weeks. One day I drove to visit him at Lewes prison only to discover they’d moved him to the Isle of Sheppey. I was in such a rush to get inside that I’d left the dog in the car, with the keys in the ignition. To my horror the dog managed to lock the door. At any other time it would have been funny; as it was I nearly burst into tears. I was stranded in the prison car park in the pouring rain with a car I shouldn’t be driving anyway. In desperation I trudged up the road to a garage and luckily one of the lads came back and opened the door for me.

Visiting your boyfriend in prison isn’t really what you expect to be doing when you fall in love, is it? We should have been going clubbing or taking romantic walks along the beach, hanging out with friends – anything but this. But we were in our own closed world. I never saw any of my friends. I was cutting myself off from my family and I thought this was what I wanted. By the time Jeff came out of prison I had left school and we ended up moving in together. My mum was devastated, but there was nothing she could do.

I thought I was so grown up keeping house for my boyfriend. I tried to convince Mum that I was doing the right thing and that the flat was great but, when she came round to see me, she was shocked at how seedy the place was. And it was – I just refused to see it. There was no sofa, just a single bed, and my clothes were all in a suitcase as there was no wardrobe to put them in. The contrast with my mum’s house could not have been greater. She is the most house-proud person I know and has always created a wonderful home for her family. Looking back, I realise that Mum was in torment: one part of her was desperate to get me out of this situation and back home safe; the other knew it wouldn’t do any good. She couldn’t force me. I had to discover for myself that my relationship with this man was wrong.

As soon as I moved in the rows started. Shy Jeff turned out to be a violent, possessive bully. He was eaten up with jealousy, convinced that I fancied other men. There was one time when we were at a petrol station and some guys drove up and were staring at me. Jeff jumped out of the car and screamed, ‘Who are you looking at? Do you want a fight?’ It was terrifying to watch. Another time some bloke gave me a lift back from the stables, where his wife kept a horse. When Jeff found out he went ballistic. He stormed up to the woman claiming that her husband was having an affair with me.

Although his moods scared me, I thought he was just being manly and protective and that because he got so wound up he must really love me. But soon he started to become violent towards me. It was mainly after he had had a few drinks that the arguments would kick off, and after that it wouldn’t be long before he would push me around. It was always over the same thing: that I fancied other men, that I looked at other men, that I wanted to sleep with other men. I’d be pleading with him to calm down, that it wasn’t true, that I only fancied him – anything to stop him hurting me. But it made no difference. He’d grip my arms so tightly I’d be covered in bruises; he would slap my face; then he’d go into a frenzy and start ripping up my clothes, saying that I was a tart and that I dressed provocatively to attract other men. It was crap – I was just a typical sixteen-year-old in jeans and a T-shirt. I hardly ever wore make-up because he made such a fuss when I did. He especially hated my white swimming costume. He said it made me look too virginal and he was obsessed that it might be see-through. He told me he would spy on me when I went swimming to check that I wasn’t wearing it. He didn’t, and so I got a brief moment of power over him when I wore it to go swimming. I was glad that it did go see-through.

He wanted to keep me all to himself, locked away from everyone. He even threatened to scar my face so that no other man would ever find me attractive again. Then he tried a different tactic. He told me that I had caught VD from him, and that if I slept with another man I would give it to him. Worse than that, if I didn’t tell the man I had this disease and he got it, I could be done for murder. Oh, and I could die as well. I was so innocent that half of me believed him. I was terrified, which is of course exactly what he wanted. He had me completely in his power.

The arguments always ended the same way: us having sex to make up. Often it was quite violent sex, but he was my first lover and I didn’t know any different. The only thing Jeff ever seemed to worry about when we had sex was that I didn’t see or touch his bum, as it was covered in pimples. I was so into him that I just thought it was sweet, that he was self-conscious. Now I’d run a mile if someone showed me an arse like that!

Then Jeff insisted that we have sex in all sorts of places, even up at the stables. I think he enjoyed the idea that someone might see us. I just thought that this was what happened in a relationship, and gradually I started to enjoy taking risks too. Having sex with him also made me feel like I had power over him for a change. Sometimes I’d even dare to wind him up, saying that I was going to leave him. He would be on his knees begging me not to go. Then I’d let him have sex with me. It wasn’t healthy, but I was powerless to stop it. I couldn’t imagine what I would do without him.

Even so there were many times I’d have to phone my mum after a row and beg her to come and rescue me. Often I’d be standing at the bottom of the road waiting for her wrapped in just a towel because Jeff had ripped up all my other clothes in a fit of jealousy. It was always such a relief to get into her car and feel safe and normal again. She would drive me home, I’d get some fresh clothes and we’d talk. She would tell me that I couldn’t carry on like this. I knew my mum was going through hell, but I still couldn’t leave him.

After I left school I didn’t do much for a couple of months, so I was with Jeff all the time, except when I had my Saturday job working in a fabric shop. We would look after the horses, go riding and generally doss around together. Sometimes we’d call on some of his mates he knew from prison, but we never saw any of my friends. My best friend Claire had met him, but just like my mum she took an instant dislike to him. So it was just me and Jeff.

I was so caught up with him I couldn’t think about my dreams of becoming a model. I left school with a few GCSEs and no real idea about what I wanted to do. Nursing was the first thing that came into my head. It was either that or be an air hostess or a policewoman. It might sound a bit mad but I think it was the uniforms that attracted me – well, it definitely wasn’t the money! Also I am quite practical and good at dealing with people. I got a job working in a home for old people. All I can say is that people who nurse full-time deserve a medal. It is such incredibly hard work and so badly paid. I had to do everything for the patients: feed them, wash them, take them to the toilet, clean up after any accidents. I’d have to sit with them when they were dying, which really upset me, and I even had to lay out dead bodies. When I look back I think it was too much for someone of my age to deal with. The only good thing about the job was that it got me away from Jeff.

I was growing to hate his jealousy and cruelty. One day my horse Star became lame – as an ex-racehorse he was more prone to injuries. Jeff told me that I would have to have him put down, that there was nothing that could be done to save him. Miserably I agreed. The day the vet came to put him down was one of the worst of my life. Jeff told me to brush him to make him look as if he was worth more. He was going to be sold for dog meat. I was crying as I groomed him for the last time. I could tell that Star knew where he was going, because it was really difficult to get him into the horsebox. I felt as if I was betraying him and I was heartbroken. Jeff showed no emotion.

I had to drive us everywhere even though I didn’t even have a licence because he was nearly always drunk. I used to hate him drinking because, even though he was jealous when he was sober, when he was drunk all the arguments would start. He would also spend a lot of time at Moulsecoomb, a big council estate in Brighton, and I’m sure that he was going there to get drugs. I dreaded him coming home after a visit there because he’d be up all night, and quite manic.

After a few months in the flat we moved out of Brighton and into a tiny cottage in Hurstpierpoint, a small village near the nursing home where I was working. Again I tried to impress my mum and make out that Jeff was looking after me, that he loved me really. But she was horrified when she saw the state of the place. It was a right tip with hardly any furniture, and was in need of a good clean. Her visit didn’t get off to a good start because she didn’t have the address and had to knock on a neighbour’s door to find out where we lived. The neighbour pointed out our cottage and said she had heard us rowing, a lot. We’d only been there a couple of days. I tried to convince Mum that everything was all right, but my heart wasn’t in it. Increasingly I knew I couldn’t stay with someone who treated me like this. I couldn’t go on living in fear, always wondering what kind of mood he was in, always tiptoeing around him, afraid of triggering off yet another row, yet another slap or punch. But I had one more disturbing experience to go through with Jeff.

My period was late. I told my friend Claire and she said I’d have to take a test, so on my way home from work I called in to a chemist and bought a pregnancy kit. I was praying that it would be negative. I didn’t want to do the test when Jeff was around so I waited until he went out to deal with the horses. It was dark and raining outside. My hands were shaking so much I could hardly open the packet. I think I already knew what the result would be as my stomach and boobs felt unusually bloated and tender. All the same, when the blue line appeared it was a shock. I knew there was no way I wanted to have Jeff’s baby. For a start I was much too young, and God knows what kind of father he would have been if his treatment of me was anything to go by.

When he returned that night, I told him I was pregnant. He was delighted. I suppose he thought it proved what a big stud he was, and he would think that I was well and truly trapped with him now. Little did he know that I had no intention of going through with the pregnancy.

I told him I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do, and that I really didn’t want my mum to know as I knew she would be really upset. But when she came to pick me up after yet another argument, he said to me, ‘I hope you’re going to tell your mum the good news.’

I felt sick. I turned round to him and said, ‘If you tell my mum, that’s it forever for us.’

He didn’t like me threatening him, so he replied, ‘If you go with your mum now, I’ll tell her.’ But there was no way I was staying with him, so I left the house. He followed me out to where Mum’s car was, opened the passenger door and said to her, ‘Amy, Kate’s got something to tell you.’ I told Mum to ignore him, that he didn’t know what he was talking about. But he went ahead and told her. I screamed at him, telling him I hated him and that we were finished. Then I pushed past him, got in the car and slammed the door shut. Mum asked me if it was true. I tried to deny it but I was too upset and burst into tears.

‘There’s no way you can keep the baby, Kate,’ she told me, totally shocked by what she had heard. Sobbing, I agreed. All I wanted to do was get away from Jeff and have my life back. I decided then and there I was going to leave him.

A few days later, back home with my family, I started bleeding and having stomach cramps. Mum took me to the hospital where they scanned me. I was having a miscarriage. I didn’t say anything to Mum but I suspected Jeff had caused it. A few days before I told him I was pregnant he had punched me in the stomach after one of our rows. By then I was feeling so numb I was glad it had happened. For once, his violence had done me a favour.

Jeff couldn’t accept it was the end and bombarded the house with phone calls and letters begging me to come back. But now I was safe with my family I had no intention of going back into his world. My stepdad went round to the cottage with a mate to pick up my stuff – well, anything that hadn’t been ripped up by Jeff. He even managed to get some money out of him to pay for the operation I needed after the miscarriage.

Unfortunately that wasn’t the last of Jeff. One day he went round to where I worked and tried to see me. He was screaming and threatening; everyone was terrified. We called 999. It took eight policemen to restrain him. I looked on in horror as he battled with the officers, shouting abuse and ranting. He looked like a madman, a monster. I couldn’t believe I had ever loved him. All I cared about now was that he was out of my life. My six-month nightmare was over. I was going to make the most of my freedom.

It was all so sad. In spite of how he treated me, I had loved him completely. But it wasn’t a good introduction to having relationships with men. Though the physical scars were quick to heal, my time with Jeff had damaged me emotionally and left me feeling vulnerable. Worst of all, he has not been the only man to treat me badly. He started a pattern which has been hard to break.

For a while I thought the only good thing about Jeff was that he hadn’t sold a kiss-and-tell story when I became famous. But a couple of years ago he gave in to the money. Ironically it showed him up more than me and by then it was too late to hurt me. It just confirmed what I had always thought of him: he was a sad, pathetic loser.
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