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INTRODUCTION

I sat upright in my hospital bed. I was in absolute agony and feeling really groggy. Everything around me seemed blurry. As I forced my eyes to focus, I could see Bunny in the nurse’s arms and Kieran standing beside me, dressed in a theatre gown with a surgical mask covering his face.

I was handed Bunny what seemed like immediately, and held her so tight to my chest. ‘Wow, you’re here,’ I whispered, stroking her soft cheek.

It was when I was finally wheeled into the recovery room that things started to go badly wrong.

Bunny had been cleaned and wrapped in a white towel. I cupped her face but I could hear her breathing wasn’t right. It was rapid and shallow and, when I looked down, her cheeks didn’t have the reddish glow of a newborn.

‘There’s something not right,’ I kept saying, as I watched her turn pale and then go a purplish-blue. ‘She’s changing colour. She’s just not right.’

The nurse reached for her and laid her on the sheet.

‘Come on then, sweetie,’ she was repeating, her fingers gently squeezing and patting the baby’s cheeks. ‘She’ll be fine. She’ll be okay in a minute,’ she reassured us. But the room fell silent and then the nurse said the words I’d never wanted to hear. ‘I’m taking her to ICU immediately.’

My whole body tensed with panic and my stomach knotted up. ‘Shit. Is she all right?’ I was terrified. She’s going to stop breathing. She’s going to die, I thought. ‘Please, please, do something to help her right now,’ I kept pleading.

Kieran and I looked at each other. He was desperately trying to be strong but I could see the fear in his eyes. Somewhere at the back of my mind I knew our baby was in the best place and with the best people looking after her, but she was six weeks premature, delivered by emergency C-section, and she looked so tiny and helpless.

After the horrendous year I had had since my fairytale wedding to Kieran at the beginning of 2013, I’d wanted a safe birth for our baby girl more than anything in the world. Deep down, she was my only hope – a way through what had been one of the worst periods of my life. At times I’d hit rock-bottom, but she was the one thing that had stopped me from falling into the abyss. I couldn’t contemplate losing her.

Suddenly waves of nausea hit me. Had the stress of finding out that Kieran, the man of my dreams, had been having an affair with two of my closest friends, Jane Pountney and Chrissy Thomas, harmed my baby? Had the anxiety of being told my pregnancy would not go full-term scared me so much that her health had been affected?

I’d piled the pressure on Kieran, telling him before Bunny’s birth that if anything happened to our baby I would lay the blame firmly at his, Jane’s and Chrissy’s door. They’d put me through so much. Despite everything, I’d been so careful about following doctor’s orders and had rested and tried to stay calm, knowing that in all of this heartbreak, our baby remained my number one priority.

Although I had been warned that initial breathing difficulties are common in premature babies − their underdeveloped lungs can’t make the transition from the womb to the outside world as easily as full-term babies − in the chaos of that moment I felt an overwhelming need to protect her.

‘Mummy loves you so much,’ I whispered as I watched the nurse leave the room with our daughter in her arms. Kieran followed her and looked on as Bunny was rushed upstairs and hooked up to a feeding tube and an oxygen support machine. All I could do was sit there, alone . . . and wait.

Kieran and I now had two children together: Jett, almost a year old and born in even more traumatic circumstances in France, and now this little one, fighting for her life in an incubator. And, all the time, the same confused questions were going round and round in my head. Did I have a future with Kieran? Did we have a future as a family? We’d come so far since he’d shattered my world only four months before. But was it far enough?

I desperately wanted this to work, for the sake of Harvey, Junior and Princess, for our son Jett and now for the sake of our precious baby girl. My children and my family are my life. Everything I do, I do for them, and I want more than anything to give them a happy secure life.

They say some of the most stressful events in life are marriages, births, moving house and divorce, don’t they? Well, I’d done all of them a few times and here I was again, teetering on the verge of a third divorce – and all in the two years since my last book, Love, Lipstick and Lies, had appeared!

People say to me all the time, ‘Kate, I can’t believe you’re not on anti-depressants or that you haven’t hit the booze big time.’ But I haven’t. I’m still here, I’m still me, I’m still trying to be strong, I’m still trying to be the best mum in the world, and I’m still working through it.

Whatever anyone else thinks they know about me and Kieran, they know nothing. However people judge the decisions I’ve made, they haven’t a clue why I’ve made them.

I always said my last book was my most sensational yet and that after it I was looking forward to settling down to a life with less of my usual drama with a capital D. I think I spoke too soon! Back then, I had no idea what was waiting for me just around the corner . . .


CHAPTER 1

WHAT IF?

I’ve always said my life would make a brilliant movie, action-packed with adventure, drama, love, heartbreak and loss, but before I met my husband Kieran Hayler, it was definitely a case of Sliding Doors.

I love that film starring John Hannah and Gwyneth Paltrow. The whole story hangs on whether Gwyneth’s character Helen catches a train or not, and in each of the film’s parallel plots there’s a different outcome. In one scenario she meets James and they fall in love. In the other, their paths never cross.

It’s always got me wondering, what would’ve happened if I hadn’t met Peter André when we both took part in I’m a Celebrity . . . Get Me Out of Here! back in 2004? Would I have fallen for my second husband Alex Reid if Pete and I hadn’t split five years later, when I was still reeling from a miscarriage and completely devastated? Could I have chosen someone other than Kieran Hayler, for better or for worse, third time around?

Of course, there are many things about my life that I wouldn’t change for the world. That includes my family – my mum Amy, stepdad Paul, my brother Danny and his family, my little sister Sophie, and my five amazing children.

I learn from my son Harvey, born in 2002 with severe disabilities, every single day. Princess and Junior, my children with Pete, light up my life. My mischievous little Jett and my baby Bunny, born in the two years since my marriage to Kieran, both saved me from losing my mind after I discovered that their father had cheated on me. All of my kids are beautiful. I love them just as they are and I wouldn’t want them any other way.

But the men in my life? That’s a whole different story. I’m the kind of person who 100 per cent needs to be in a relationship. I’ve got so much love to give, and only being with someone strong and protective makes me feel complete. I crave commitment and security. In truth, that’s all I’ve ever wanted.

I know there are men out there who would treat me like a princess, worship me, love me, and be faithful to me, but somehow I don’t end up with them. I’d love it if some rich man whisked me away and bought me diamonds and designer clothes, but it’s always been the other way around. I joke that my life also mirrors the film Pretty Woman. The problem is, I’m always Richard Gere in the relationship, when I’d really like to be Julia Roberts!

Before I met Kieran there were several roads I could have taken. It’s funny to think that right now I could be in a different place, with a different person, leading a different life, but I chose Kieran – my knight in shining armour. And the rest, as they say, is history. But what would have happened if, like Helen in Sliding Doors, I never got on that train, I never started seeing Kieran and we never fell in love?

If I’m brutally honest, had I not fallen pregnant with Jett before my Caribbean wedding to Kieran in January 2013, and then had our daughter Bunny less than a year after I gave birth to her brother, I don’t think I’d be here today with Kieran by my side. I’m aware that sounds harsh, but it’s true.

I already had two children, Junior and Princess, who split their time between me and their father Pete. Adjusting to having them part-time was painful for me. I still miss them so badly when they’re away; it hurts. Very reluctantly, I’ve had to get used to that. The last thing we as a family needed was another estranged man who saw his kids every other week.

That said, I could never imagine saying to Kieran: ‘Let’s be together for the sake of the children.’ I can’t think of anything worse than staying in an unhappy marriage surrounded by a constant atmosphere. I want my home to be a happy place, and the bottom line is that no matter what Kieran has put me through, we get on brilliantly. I haven’t yet been able to flick the switch that announces ‘I don’t love you any more’.

When Pete and I split in 2009 I changed the locks at our house immediately and boarded a flight to the Maldives. I’d asked him to come with me so we could be on our own, away from the press. But Pete didn’t come. Even though I wanted us to work things out, I knew in my heart there was no going back.

When I had final proof of Kieran’s infidelity, the circumstances were completely different. We were at the start of a two-week holiday in Cape Verde, unable to get a flight home. Although my gut instinct was to escape to another universe and lick my wounds, away from the agonising intensity of the situation, I had to stay. Kieran and I were forced to face each other and start the painful process of repairing my heart and our marriage.

But writing about this now makes me want to turn the clock back to before I met him. I was then newly single, out having fun but always on the look-out for Mr Right. I needed a man who loved me, a man I could feel comfortable around; someone who didn’t want me for the perfect home and the perfect celebrity lifestyle I brought with me but who accepted me for me.

I thought I had found Mr Right in my second husband Alex Reid even though my family and friends disliked him from the start. They had warned me that he had a thirst for celebrity. He was a failed actor, a failed model, by then making a career as a cage-fighter . . . but who would be sad enough to view marriage to me as a pathway to fame? Clearly him! I now bitterly regret that relationship.

Before I married Alex I had known that he had a secret. Initially, I’d been attracted to him because he was rugged and manly, but I soon discovered that in private he liked to dress as a woman. I was intrigued rather than shocked by the revelation. I was in love and accepted him for who he was. To those closest to me and even the press, I defended him. But the more I encouraged Alex to dress up as his alter-ego Roxanne, the more I realised she fuelled a dark and disturbing sexual side to him.

His transformation behind closed doors evolved from a harmless bit of role-play in the bedroom into a process that frightened me, and left me feeling vulnerable. Slowly, Roxanne started taking over our sex life and our marriage and I found myself being sucked into Alex’s sick and sordid world.

When I finally said enough’s enough, it was as if a black cloud had lifted. What a relief when Alex moved out of our home! I hadn’t realised how much he and Roxanne had destroyed me, and it took me a long time to rebuild my self-confidence.

Looking back, I’m sure that’s why I became engaged to the Argentinian model Leandro Penna soon after what turned out to be a long, drawn-out divorce from Alex. Although my head was telling me to wait, be single for a while and not run blindly into another relationship, my heart won out. What can I say? I’m an all-or-nothing person. I always have been and I think I always will be. The truth is I never loved Leo, but after everything I’d been through, I suppose I wanted to believe we had a future together.

Like me, Leo was a real outdoorsy type. A mutual passion for horse-riding drew us together. Some of the best days we spent together were while trekking high in the mountains around Córdoba − the breathtaking region of Argentina 700 kilometres north-west of Buenos Aires that Leo called home. There I felt free, surrounded by the most stunning scenery and with a man I was quickly falling for.

At first, Leo seemed to have all the right ingredients for the perfect boyfriend and being with him felt like a welcome breath of alpine air compared to the suffocating stench of Alex. But, in the end, horse-riding became the only thing we had in common. It didn’t take long for the real Leandro Penna to step forward.

Leo wasn’t the equal I’d first imagined he was. When he eventually moved in with me, he wasn’t getting any modelling work in the UK, which meant he had no money. He was a man – or should I say boy? – with a taste for luxury, but only when I paid for it! See what I mean about Richard Gere? Even Leo’s broken accent, which sounded so exotic at first, ended up grating on me. In fact, everything about Leo ended up grating on me.

When we split, I felt no regrets whatsoever. Deep down I knew it wasn’t to be and I’m not sure what possessed me to give him a second chance when he reappeared in my life a few months later armed with an engagement ring.

My friends kept telling me he’d changed, and for a while I believed he had too. But not only did Leo turn out to be just the same as ever but he began to display a jealous, angry streak that was an unnerving part of his character. No wonder I felt that I could never commit to him.

I wrote at length about our final break-up in my last book, but it was after we split the first time around that my life could have gone in any number of directions. There was one relationship that I’ve never spoken about openly before and I guess I want to talk about it now because there’s a large part of me that needs to understand why, one year later, I ended up choosing to marry Kieran Hayler.

And perhaps it will act as a cautionary tale to all married women out there. After everything that’s gone on between me and Kieran over the past couple of years, I’ve got a very different opinion of men and what they are capable of doing behind their partners’ backs.

* * *

At the end of 2011 I flew to LA for a round of business meetings with managers and film executives. At home, I usually get into a regular fitness routine but when I’m abroad with a hectic schedule to manage it often falls by the wayside. This time I was determined to stay in shape and so I asked my then PA, Catherine, to hook me up with a Stateside trainer.

When she told me who she’d found, I promise you, I nearly died! Mark Smith, AKA Rhino in the ITV series Gladiators, was a real blast from the past. Not only had I been an avid watcher of the early 1990s show where incredibly fit and muscular men and women battled it out with members of the public in front of a live studio audience, but I’d appeared with Mark in a panto production of Robinson Crusoe in Worthing in 1997. Let’s just say acting wasn’t my forte, but I think everyone agreed I had stage presence!

It was great catching up with Mark after all that time. He’s a lovely guy and, several hardcore training sessions later, I certainly felt fitter. During our final workout, the day before I was due to fly home, Mark tweeted a picture of us together in the gym. Not long after that one of his high-profile friends texted Mark, saying he’d seen the snap and was dying to meet me.

‘He’s fancied you for years, Kate, but he’s never been able to contact you,’ Mark said. To be honest, I didn’t know much about the guy, other than that he was a media personality, and asked Mark to bring his picture up on Google so I could see him again.

I recoiled immediately. ‘Ooh,’ I confirmed, ‘he’s definitely not my type!’ He wasn’t exactly the dark, tanned sort I usually fall head over heels for. Still . . . he could be a laugh, and he’s interested in me, I thought. And, remember, I was at a painfully low ebb after splitting from Leo.

I don’t think I realised how much of a child Leo was until he got on a plane back to Argentina. After the way he’d ponced off me, I was on the look-out for someone who didn’t want me for my money. This guy had his own money and his own success. Was he single? I asked. ‘Yes,’ Mark confirmed. ‘Perfect! Give him my number,’ I agreed. Well, there’s no harm in texting . . .

That’s another decision I came to regret, but I can’t deny that his intense interest in me was very flattering. Talk about the floodgates opening! He was on my case from day one. Right up until the time the crew were shutting the aircraft door on my return flight from LA we were messaging each other, so much so that I found myself hopelessly swept up in the moment.

By now you’re probably wondering why I haven’t given this man a name. The truth is, I’ve decided not to. Let’s call him Mr X. After everything that happened later on, he deserves to be exposed. But I’m not a kiss-and-tell person and there’s a family involved. After my own experience of being cheated on I know how devastating it is to discover your partner has been unfaithful, but if this man has any balls he’ll admit the affair.

One thing I did notice was that he was very direct, which I like in a man. We’ve got to meet, we’ve got to meet, he kept texting, and no sooner had one message arrived than it felt like another had landed in my inbox. Somehow, I found myself agreeing to meet him only hours after I was due to land back in the UK. I do remember thinking it was strange, but he insisted on coming to my house. He’s keen! I thought. And sure enough, as I was slapping on the concealer around my jet-lagged eyes, his sports car was pulling up in the driveway.

In the flesh I instinctively knew I wasn’t deeply attracted to Mr X but there was something intriguing about him. And I’m a sucker for a fit pair of legs and a muscular chest, and he had those in spades! Even so, I did catch myself thinking, Kate, what the hell are you doing letting this man through your front door and into your life so quickly?

Leo had not long gone, and I’d also had a very brief and disastrous fling with the rugby player Danny Cipriani, who’d turned out to be a liar and womaniser and who’d also left me a broken woman. I needed someone to want me again, but even though this guy had pursued me from the start, there was a part of me that was determined not to let my barriers down.

I stuck to the age-old tradition of treating them mean, keeping them keen, resisting the urge to sleep with him on that first meeting. Instead we talked and ended up kissing on my silver sofa. I was positive he wanted to take things further because, although he was a smooth- talker, I could sense his underlying impatience. On that occasion he left disappointed, but those texts kept on coming . . . He said everything to make me think he was really into me. His, low, soft voice was hypnotic, and he knew exactly how to make me feel special. But our first kiss? Hmmm . . . the sparks weren’t exactly flying. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but there was something clinical about it. Perhaps he’s a dark horse, I decided.

Sadly, I was soon to discover that he wasn’t hiding anything. That same emotional detachment continued when we eventually ended up falling into bed together. Put it this way: if I’d needed a shelving unit erected, he would have been the perfect man. Instead of handling me gently and passionately like most women want to be handled, he was like a cordless drill on a multi-speed setting! In fact he reminded me of a red Bosch that I have in my garage. Bang . . . bang . . . bang, bang, bang. At one point I panicked, thinking, Shit, if he doesn’t stop soon, I’m going to be permanently attached to the bed!

My heart sank. Mr X wasn’t having sex with me, he was having sex at me. What about my pleasure? I questioned silently, as proceedings came to an abrupt end. We cuddled briefly but I felt totally confused. After all that build up, didn’t he fancy me? Didn’t he want to make me happy? Or did he want the sex to be over and done with as quickly as possible?

Almost straight away, I discovered why he was so . . . how can I describe it? . . . efficient. He couldn’t stay. He had a wife he claimed to be divorcing but they had three kids together. Inside I was squirming. Oh, fucking hell, Kate, what have you got yourself into? I could have kicked myself, and Mark for that matter, for playing up Mr X’s ‘single’ status.

‘Ah . . . so you’ve got a wife. This isn’t for me,’ I said, backing off, but he was very convincing. He was adamant that he and his wife were splitting soon, and the way he described their marriage it certainly didn’t sound like they were getting on. Unsure whether to believe him or not, I ended up giving him the benefit of the doubt – strangely, my instinct was that he was telling the truth.

In fact, that instinct turned out to be bang on. Mr X was in the throes of a divorce, but there was a large part of me that was convinced he would have played away even if he’d been in the perfect relationship. During the four months or so that we saw each other he was friendly and we had fun together, but in the bedroom he was nothing more than businesslike. Unnervingly, he seemed able to separate the physical from the emotional in a single heartbeat.

Still, in between our meetings, his texts to me continued. He would text me from home; before work; after work; but he never stayed overnight at mine. In fact, the only time we ever spent the night together was if we booked into the same hotel in central London. Maybe he’ll loosen up when his divorce comes through and we can see each other more openly, I hoped.

Despite the spontaneity of our meetings, it didn’t take long for them to become predictable. We’d meet; I’d listen patiently while Mr X moaned about his marriage; we’d have detached sex, and then he’d come up with some bullshit excuse that usually involved his family: ‘Oh, baby, you know I don’t want to, but I’ve got to go.’ After a shower and a change of clothes, he’d be off faster than I could say the words ‘love cheat’.

In the beginning, I stupidly excused his disappearing acts as an admirable sign that he was taking responsibility for his children. I know exactly the demands they place on a parent’s time. I can’t pretend that I wasn’t excited by the moments we snatched together, even if they were lacking in the satisfaction department.

Of course, there’s a part of me now that thinks, Why the hell did I accept that crap? I’m so much better than that! In my own defence, I think Alex followed by Leo and the horrendous Danny Cipriani had messed with my head more than I’d realised. I was scared of tumbling into another relationship with someone I really didn’t love, but my self-esteem had also been shattered so I found it hard to end the affair there and then.

Mr X’s game was becoming clearer to me, though. Hang on, I began to realise. I’m basically your fucking agony aunt, helping you through your marriage break-up, giving you all the love and attention you need . . . and what do I get? Screwed! Literally.

It’s probably why, when Leo reappeared in the UK, I took him up on his offer to meet again. Initially I’d been resistant to the idea but, like I said before, he had seemed like a changed man. His English had come on in leaps and bounds and he’d clearly been working out loads. And his money problem appeared to have mysteriously resolved itself.

Just before Christmas that year he came to my house armed with piles of presents bought from Harrods for the kids and Dolce and Gabbana designer clothes for me. And . . . the engagement ring. The last thing I wanted was to get engaged to Leo but my head was spinning. On the one hand, he was proposing. On the other, Mr X was still bombarding me with texts yet acting uber-cool when we were together.

I was caught between two men. A boost for any girl’s ego, sure. But it also turned out to be one big pain in the arse. I didn’t want to commit to Leo because of how he’d behaved before. But I didn’t want to commit to Mr X either. Not only was he still legally married but we’d started seeing each other as a casual fling and I was determined to keep it that way until I felt myself to be on a steadier footing with him. I decided I wouldn’t be hurting anyone if I carried on dating them both, to see what happened.

In the weeks that followed Leo and I started getting closer and spending more time with each other. I fancied him again and liked the way that he seemed more grown-up and independent. Then Mr X did something to make me realise how little he cared about me.

Up until that point, I’d taken him at face value. I’d sat and listened to the epic tale of his divorce and perhaps there was always a part of me that thought we could make a go of it once he’d finally split from his wife.

But one night we stayed with each other at a London hotel. Not long after we’d had breakfast the next morning and said goodbye, I received a text from my manager who was having a meeting in a Mayfair hotel. You’re not going to like this, but guess who I’ve seen walking in? he wrote. It was Mr X, but it turned out he wasn’t there on his own. He’d pulled up in a Limo and sauntered in draped around another woman.

You two-timing bastard, I thought. I was so furious I dialled his number immediately. ‘Oh, yeah,’ I said to him calmly, even though I felt anything but. ‘What are you doing in a hotel with another woman?’

‘What? What? No, I’m not!’ he shot back, but when I described the girl and exactly what she was wearing he knew he’d been caught red-handed.

Suddenly, all of the trust I’d put in Mr X melted away. If he can do that to me, I thought, maybe he isn’t divorcing his wife. Maybe he is just a player. Sex to him seemed like a drug, something he couldn’t get enough of regardless of who he was with. He just loved the chase.

That was the end of me and Mr X, but soon I had another crazy situation on my hands. By then Leo had his suspicions that I’d been seeing someone in his absence but he had no idea who it was or that I’d continued to see Mr X for a short time after Leo returned to the UK. Unfortunately, it all came out one evening in early 2012 when I was preparing for a skiing holiday with my friend Derrick and my now ex-friend Jane Pountney.

Leo was planning on coming too, and we’d realised at the last minute that we were missing loads of ski gear. As we headed into town, I left Jane at home looking at pictures of our accommodation on my computer. (Oh, how I trusted Jane back then!) That evening, Leo asked to see our chalet too. ‘Sure,’ I replied casually. ‘There’s pictures on the laptop in the other room. Bring it through and I’ll find them.’

I was lying in bed when suddenly Leo stormed through the door. ‘Who’s this?’ he was spitting in his broken accent, waving my computer in the air. ‘What the fuck’s he got?’

I panicked. Leo was so worked up, the veins in his neck were pulsating, but I had no idea what he’d seen . . .

‘Oh, shit!’ It suddenly hit me that Jane hadn’t logged out of my email. There were messages there from Mr X and pictures of us together. Leo must have trawled through the whole lot and now he was pacing around like a wild animal. ‘Stop! Stop!’ I screamed as he ripped open my drawers and cupboards, presumably looking for evidence. Before I could stop him, he’d pulled out a couple of men’s shirts that Mr X had left the times he’d come to my house!

Leo turned and flew downstairs. In the kitchen, he yanked open the door to my wood burner which was roaring hot and threw them in. As the flames licked around the material, Leo was snapping away on his mobile like a man possessed. He must have found Mr X’s number from somewhere because later I learned that he sent those pictures to him with a message threatening to break his knees and his neck. Oh, please!

Straight away, I realised I needed help. Leo was kicking off big time and I had no idea how far he was going to go. He was consumed by jealousy and it wasn’t pretty. In the confusion, I ended up ringing my manager who warned Leo that he was calling the police if he didn’t leave my house immediately.

Eventually, Leo did calm down. I explained to him that the relationship with Mr X had fizzled out and that we were no longer seeing each other. However, when we all ended up in Paris together a couple of months later it was a full-time job keeping a lid on Leo’s uncontrollable temper. Paris is supposed to be the city of love, but quite frankly, by the end of that trip, I would have loved it if Leo and Mr X had both stayed there – together!

* * *

I was supposed to be travelling for a mutual friend’s birthday in May but she’d had to cancel last-minute. As the hotels and Eurostar had been booked months before, I decided to take a bunch of friends anyway. Mr X had already reserved his travel and hotel before we’d stopped seeing each other, and I was booked on the same train and in the same hotel as him.

Now, though, I was starting to get worried. Since the Mayfair hotel incident, we were barely on speaking terms and since Leo was back in my life, he naturally wanted to come to Paris too. But Leo had no idea Mr X would be there and, judging by Leo’s past performance, who knew what he’d be capable of if they met?

I ended up booking a separate journey for Leo alongside my friend Derrick. Not that travelling first-class stopped Leo from whinging. ‘Why can’t I go with you?’ he moaned. ‘Because it’s full, that’s why!’ I snapped, but the reality was I had no idea if the carriage was full or not. There was just no way I was being stuck in an enclosed space with him and Leo, waiting for it all to kick off. No way, José.

As it turned out, Mr X boarded the train with a friend, but before we set off he did invite me for a drink at the lounge bar. He was acting all blasé, as if nothing had happened between us. I responded politely, but underneath I still felt angry with him. When we arrived in Paris and finally met up with Derrick and Leo at the hotel, that feeling got even worse.

Leo and I were about to head for a swim when my mobile rang. It was my friend Melodie, who had travelled in my party and was waiting for me by the pool.

‘OMG, who do you think I’ve seen around the corner?’ she whispered.

‘Who?’ I asked, but I already had that sinking feeling it was Mr X.

Sure enough, when Leo and I continued downstairs and got settled on the pool loungers, Mr X strolled past, six-pack out, dressed in nothing but a tight pair of Speedos. Right in front of Leo, he slowly lowered himself into the water. It was so obvious he was parading himself on purpose and it had the desired effect. ‘That’s him,’ Leo hissed through gritted teeth.

‘Where?’ I replied, peering over the top of my sunglasses, totally playing it down. ‘No, it’s not!’

Leo threw his arms in the air and marched inside. He must have googled Mr X to double check because later that day he told me, ‘It was him at the pool. I knew it!’

‘For fuck’s sake, Leo,’ I shouted, ‘I’m here with you! I’m sharing a room with you! And I’m paying for you! What more do you want?’

A couple of nights later Mr X was in the same restaurant as Leo and me. I wasn’t sure if Leo had spotted him, but by then Leo was so obsessed with any man I spoke to it was a case of take your pick.

One highlight of the evening was being invited by a guy I’d been talking to at the bar to join his table. I wasn’t going to be rude and refuse, even though I could see Leo getting jealous. When it was time to say goodbye, I gave this generous gent a peck on the cheek – nothing more, nothing less – but in front of everyone, Leo grabbed me by the neck and slapped me. I was gobsmacked by his aggression. I know Mr X saw the whole drama unfold, too, even though he didn’t rush to help me.

That was the beginning of the end for me and Leo too but I was surprised that when Leo started to sell stories about me to the press some months later, my relationship with Mr X was never exposed. I can only imagine it was because Leo had found out about it by trawling through my computer and so couldn’t use any of his ‘evidence’.

The day after the restaurant incident we were due to travel home, but I wasn’t even sure I’d make the train. I’d had far too much to drink that night and I was ridiculously hungover. But I was also still so shaken by Leo’s behaviour that I felt dangerously close to a full-blown panic attack. I did make it, by a whisker, and Mr X and I ended up sitting next to each other. I’d like to say the conversation was scintillating, but I was so jittery that I was barely able to speak.

Then, before we arrived back in London, Mr X leaned over and said something that completely floored me. ‘I liked you, but I didn’t like you that much,’ he whispered in my ear. I felt so insulted and I wasn’t even sure what he meant: that he didn’t like me enough to defend me in the restaurant? Or he didn’t like me that much because I was with Leo now and his precious ego had been bruised? I said nothing but, seriously, I had to bite my lip. You cocky fucker! I thought. You were quite happy to tell me how much you liked me before you fucked me. How dare you make me feel so shit about myself!

I quietly raged in the queue through Customs and as soon as I got in the taxi with my friends I fired off an angry text to him. You arrogant twat, I called him. Not only had he never bought me anything when we were together, but I also reminded him that he hadn’t made me come once in all the times we’d slept together. And, by the way, did he know I’d shagged one of his mates? To my shame, I can’t remember too much about that one. Admittedly, it wasn’t my finest moment. Mr X and I were seeing each other but it was very early days and Leo hadn’t yet reappeared in my life. One weekend when my kids were away I’d thrown a party and he turned up with a few mates. An hour or so into the evening he had a call from his wife. Apparently one of his kids was sick and he needed to go home immediately. His mates decided to party on and, to be blunt, it got to the point where I was too shit-faced to care where Mr X had got to. Besides, in a certain light one of his friends looked quite fanciable . . . A friend of mine remembers us being wrapped around each other although I don’t remember much at all.

As I dragged myself out of bed the next morning this guy was nowhere to be seen, but I did find his necklace in my spare room. I had to go back through my security cameras to work out the finer details of the night and when I rewound to the part where we were naked in the kitchen, the grim reality came flooding back.

Finding out about his friend must have been the final straw for Mr X. Aha, so there’s one rule for you and one rule for everyone else, I figured. The journey back from Paris was the last I ever heard from him, and I had absolutely no interest in contacting him either.

When I heard he’d finally divorced and remarried, I thought ‘good luck’ but I couldn’t help feeling sorry for his new wife. Not long after, his ex-wife got in touch with me and asked if we’d been seeing each other. I held my hands up. I felt horribly like ‘the other woman’, even though, like his wife, I’d been taken in by Mr X. We actually ended up texting, like some first wives’ club, but unlike her, I thanked my lucky stars I could close the door on Mr X without any deep emotional or family ties.

The whole episode made me want to find someone I truly trusted. I definitely knew that wasn’t Leo; after his behaviour in Paris the writing was on the wall. I felt ready for a relationship with a person I could fall head-over-heels in love with and who felt exactly the same about me.


CHAPTER 2

FOOL IN LOVE

Even though my relationship with Mr X had been casual, I’d felt hurt and messed around the moment I’d heard he’d been seen going into a hotel with another woman – even if it might have been perfectly innocent. Then, there was the insult he had thrown at me on the journey back from Paris. I couldn’t believe someone could stoop so low.

By September 2012 I was convinced Leo had to go too. I’d been patient with him, given him time to get a job and earn some money, but none of that ever happened. The final straw came when he denied selling a story to an Argentinian magazine revealing he had walked out on me. He walked out on me? If only! My manager alerted me to the piece. Not only was it absolute crap, but it was obvious that Leo was behind it. Even so, he stood there lying, lying, lying, and continued to play the innocent after my manager emailed me the entire article and I waved it in front of Leo’s face.

As soon as his bags were packed, I couldn’t wait for Leo to make a sharp exit. At last I could move on! I’ve never been one to let bad experiences stop me from picking myself up and getting on with life, but I admit I felt pretty battered. Over the last months with Leo I had felt myself sinking and, for the first time in three years, I went back on anti-depressants if only for a few months. I was so scared my mood would spiral like it did when I’d suffered post-natal depression after Junior’s birth. There was no way that I wanted to be in that dark place again.

In the weeks that followed, I did start to feel stronger. I always think the measure of true love is how long it takes to miss a person after they’ve gone and I didn’t miss Leo one bit. Maybe it was the medication kicking in but there were even days when I felt ready to get right back on the horse that threw me.

It was around this time that my friend Phil told me about this guy he’d known for three years. According to Phil, he was really nice and had been pestering Phil for my number. Of course, that guy turned out to be Kieran, and boy, was he persistent! I think now that if I’d known what Kieran was really like, I would have run a mile, shouting, ‘Keep that man away from me!’ But at the time I reckoned, why not? I’ve got nothing to lose.

I’d been receiving some flirtatious texts from other guys, and that didn’t stop, but I guess Kieran gradually started taking over. I’d given Phil my BBM pin and allowed Kieran to contact me on that – it’s great because on BBM you never have to reveal your phone number so you can delete someone if you decide you’ve had enough of them. At one point I did delete Kieran. He was messaging me so much it was like, Stop! Please! Take a breath! I liked the attention but he was so full on.

He must have got my number from somewhere because as soon as I pressed delete I got a phone call from him asking me why I’d done that. How the hell can I get rid of this guy? I wondered, but we started chatting and immediately I liked the sound of him. He was quietly spoken and funny – not what I expected at all. After we met for the first time I was in even more of a dilemma. I’d invited him over to watch a marathon thriller session in my cinema room. He certainly made an impression, not least because he was tall and broad-chested and I felt protected by him. That night we didn’t kiss but we did cuddle and I also noticed that he was so shy he was shaking. I could really see myself with this man. Crisis!

However, my experience with Leo and Mr X had left me very weary. I kept thinking, what if Kieran is the same kind of player? What if he just wants me for a meaningless fling and has no intention of committing? I’d kept my guard up with Mr X, which turned out to be a wise move, but I couldn’t help thinking there was more to Kieran, and this was a man I could fall head over heels in love with.

That was it. The more Kieran and I saw of each other, the more I didn’t want to miss out on the opportunity of being with him – he seemed so kind and gentle. Physically, he was just my type, and I noticed that he had a playful side to him too. It was great to connect with someone with my sense of humour. We ended up laughing so much. ‘Pick your tongue up off the floor, Kate,’ I kept reminding myself. And God! He turned out to be such a good kisser. This doesn’t sound very appealing, I know, but the only way I can describe our first kiss is like Andrex toilet tissue – soft, strong and very long!

There was one other happy coincidence that tipped the balance in Kieran’s favour too, although it wasn’t the deal-breaker that the tabloids reported when they got hold of the story. After my relationship with Mr X ended I had a clairvoyant come to my house. God, how I’d like to ring her now and ask for my money back!

Having gazed into her crystal ball she promised that I would find my happy ever after in a man whose first initial was ‘K’. ‘Ooh, I think his name’s Kevin,’ she said, winking at me. I’m not being funny, I couldn’t see myself with a ‘Kevin’, but apparently if we met, we’d fall in love in an instant and spend a lifetime together. Kevin – Kieran: it wasn’t too much of a leap. After Kieran and I got married I named our new puppy Kevin. He’s a beautiful fox-red Labrador that I bought Kieran for his birthday. The funny thing is that dog’s turned out to be the most loyal and trustworthy companion of the lot, so maybe she wasn’t so wrong after all.

* * *

Knowing now exactly what Kieran ended up doing with two of my best friends, it’s hard to turn the clock back and think about how naive I was when I met him. The truth is, he didn’t seem like all the other men I’d met.

Unlike Alex, I never got the impression Kieran was after fame. He’d been a full-time plasterer by day and a personal trainer in a local gym in the evening. Then, by the time we finally met, he’d gone into stripping for a living, doing the circuit of hen nights and ladies’ nights at weekends. If he wanted attention, he had it after every curtain up, taking his kit off to reveal his super-ripped, waxed body in front of hundreds of screaming women.

Back in 2012 he’d also taken on the role of a male stripper in EastEnders before the wedding of gay couple Christian and Syed. That same year, he appeared as an extra on the panel show Argumental, hosted by the comedian Sean Lock. Kieran strode out on set in a crisp white sailor’s uniform and left with nothing but a sailor hat covering his dick! It was enough to float my boat, but if Kieran’s aim was to gain recognition, he didn’t need me. He was doing fine by himself.

Admittedly, I was in two minds about him being a stripper. I know what strippers are like, I kept reminding myself. They’ll shag anything with a pulse. But Kieran even managed to allay those fears. Now, I realise what a clever manipulator he was, and perhaps there was a hint of his split personality the first time I saw his show. Normally, he was so nervous and quiet, but I can’t pretend I wasn’t taken aback by his ultra-confident act, strutting around the stage like he owned it. I secretly liked it. Fucking hell! Is that Kieran? I thought. So you do have a bit of oomph in you!

Thankfully, offstage he wasn’t arrogant or full of himself at all. From early on, he went out of his way to buy me things. He had a bit of money saved up. He wasn’t loaded, but it didn’t stop him sending me flowers, Louboutin shoes or my favourite Bijan perfume. Finally, I got to be Julia Roberts! When he asked me to marry him only weeks into our whirlwind
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