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About the Book

You’ve heard about The Secret Footballer. Now welcome to the life of The Secret WAG.


I’m married to an England international. We have a big house, drive top of the range cars, go on luxury holidays. I have my pick of the best jewellery, shoes, clothes – everything a woman could possibly want.


But that’s just the public perception of a WAG. What is it really like to be a footballer’s wife? Beyond the glitz and glamour, how do we cope with the stresses and strains of daily life? What do we get up to behind closed doors?



Read my story. Discover my world.
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I AM THE
SECRET WAG


Foreword

MY WIFE WILL no doubt take great pleasure in my stating that behind every good footballer is an even better woman. I can safely say that I would not be the player I have become if it wasn’t for her being in my life. A footballer can only be happy on the pitch if he’s happy off it, and that’s me down to a ‘T’.

I knew from the moment I saw her that she was the one for me. I liked her a long time before I was even on her radar. When we finally got together, I couldn’t have anticipated how much she would grow as a person. She is today unrecognizable from the over-sensitive, naive and sheltered young girl I first met in a club many years ago.

She has become wise and worldly, in no small part because of the trials and tribulations she has experienced as a result of being married to me. She came from such a privileged and carefree upbringing that our relationship would have nose-dived in the early days if she hadn’t shown such resilience to the pressures of football. At times, she probably wanted to run a mile from me, but she didn’t: she became my rock; the love of my life.

I remember breaking the news to her about a move that meant we’d have to relocate hundreds of miles away from her home, her friends and her family, who have always meant so much to her. I literally turned her life upside down. After that first move she had many down days when she felt incredibly homesick. I felt terrible that my decision had made her unhappy. I sometimes wondered whether she would be happier if she moved back home, and I constantly asked her if she wanted to, but she was always adamant that she wanted to live with me.

Sometimes I feared she’d resent me for living a life that she didn’t have much control over. I was all she had for a while; the only person she trusted and the only person she could turn to. I felt that all I could do was to reassure her, make her feel secure that I was there for her, and keep her motivated about the future. Thankfully, with time, I saw her form friendships and take up hobbies, and eventually she found her feet. She adapted to our new life and became happy again. In fact, she became a strong and independent woman and that is how she has remained.

From a footballer’s point of view, because of all that goes with the job, there are many things that we look for in a potential partner. Discretion and trustworthiness top the list. I can safely say that I trust my wife one hundred per cent. I trust her with even my deepest, darkest secrets. She knows too much and she has witnessed things that, if I had my way, she would never have seen, things that could quite easily cause a lot of trouble for me and my team-mates. However, she has remained tight-lipped. She keeps everyone’s secrets.

If a girl is married to a footballer, she’s also got to have an understanding of the game itself. It was a real bonus for me that my girl knew the game inside out. She watched matches as a kid with her dad and, while she can’t quite articulate the offside rule, she gets the dynamics, the demands and the lifestyle that accompany football, all its evils and all its blessings.

My wife is the type of person to count her every blessing. She is very gracious and humble, traits that, too often, people I come across forget to show. After all these years she still thanks me for taking her for a meal, to the cinema, and even for the lattes that I buy her in our local coffee shop. My wife doesn’t take anything for granted and she has never asked me to buy her anything extravagant.

I see many of my team-mates constantly spending on their partners to keep them happy – or quiet. Some guys I know wouldn’t dare arrive home after a stint away with the team without an expensive present in hand for their ‘missus’. The birthday presents they ‘have’ to buy their women are often pretty outrageous too: tens of thousands of pounds on diamond jewellery, cars and trips abroad for her and her girlfriends. When I ask my wife what she wants for her birthday, I always get the same response: ‘Just a card will do.’ Even though I would give her the world if I could, she would never expect it, or take it, and that is rare behaviour in the circles we mix in.

My wife is also fiercely loyal. Just as I am often overwhelmed by the constant support and loyalty that fans show towards me, my wife wows me in how she stands by me. She has watched me play matches in the most horrendous conditions and in locations that have meant her having to travel hundreds of miles. I’ve never asked or expected her to do that, but knowing she’s watching in the stand fills me with pride and great peace of mind.

My wife has looked after me when I’ve been ill or injured, boosted my morale if ever the game has got to me, dealt with press intrusion and scandals with dignity and decorum, and given my home life an order and calmness that it never had before. Additionally, I could not have wished for a better mother to my children; she has shown me great forgiveness in that I’ve not always been able to be the most hands-on father.

I feel such guilt that my wife’s loyalty to me has prevented her fulfilling her own dreams. She’s not been able to pursue her own full-time career, despite the years of studying she did in preparation, and she has had to relocate all over the country, often at the drop of a hat, because of my job as a footballer.

I appreciate how hard it has been for her to live in my shadow. Maybe after I retire, when I’m around more consistently, it will be her turn to pursue her career dreams. Perhaps the tables will turn and it will be my chance to support her and follow her in whatever decision she chooses to make. Until then, I thank God that she is right beside me wherever my footballing career takes me, and that she will withstand whatever life throws at us.

The Secret WAG’s husband

March 2014


Chapter One

LIKE MOST HUMAN beings, WAGs occasionally tell lies. I particularly enjoy listening to their ‘How I met my man’ fables. Perhaps the most amusing I’ve heard thus far is: ‘He picked me out of the thirty-thousand-capacity stadium one Saturday afternoon and asked one of the stewards to pass me a handwritten note, on paper scented with his aftershave.’ I’ve also told a few whoppers on this front, mainly to fellow WAGs. ‘I met him before he was famous’ and ‘I didn’t know who he was’ have both featured in my bullshitted ‘memories’ of our first meeting.

The truth is that my relationship with my husband began where many relationships begin: in a nightclub – when we were both wasted. The saying ‘No great story begins with a salad’ is true: our great love story began with copious amounts of Budweiser and a line of tequila slammers.

Many WAGs seem to be in denial about how they got together with their man. I imagine such myth-making is an attempt to elevate themselves above other women, a signal for potential temptresses to back off since ‘Only a goddess like moi could win his affections.’ However, denial is not just a river in Egypt.

The fact is that most WAGs met their footballing fellas when they were drunk as skunks and hanging around the VIP areas in a nightclub. I’d even go as far as to say that many a WAG probably had her sights fixed on her man way before he’d registered her bumping and grinding in her skimpy dress and stilettos. There’s no shame in that either. I can’t see anything wrong with women being the hunters, identifying their target, covertly stalking them and then pouncing. Usually the guy doesn’t even realize he’s prey. More often than not, he thinks he’s made the kill in the form of the pretty lady he just kissed. Us women are good.

I predict that ninety-nine per cent of WAGs meet their footballers out on the piss. If a footballer isn’t at the training ground, or at home playing Xbox, then he’ll be painting the town red. The remaining one per cent probably met their footballers at school, were childhood sweethearts who grew up together, if it can be said that footballers do grow up.

I wasn’t much of a grown-up when I meet my man. I was eighteen years old and had just started university . . . and binge drinking.

Unlike most of my girlfriends, who would spend their weekends drinking cheap cider on recreation grounds, I spent most of my teenage mornings playing sports and my evenings relaxing with my boyfriend. I had two serious boyfriends. When, at eighteen, I realized that my current beau wasn’t ‘the one’, I broke up with him and unfortunately broke his heart in the process. I also realized that I’d been missing out on a lot of fun. My friends had been partying throughout their college years while I’d been far too healthy, sensible and settled for a normal teenager.

So, as summer was beginning, I found myself single and very much ready to mingle. I was determined not to waste any more of my youth on a boyfriend and was desperately excited at the prospect of going to university. I’d studied conscientiously for my A levels. I had been accepted by a nearby university, one of the top-rated in the country, and the course I had applied for was one that could lead me into my dream job. I’d also still be close to many of my best friends.

I’d had an older sibling go through the higher education system so I had an inkling of the hard work and hard partying that was involved in full-time student life. So I was a girl with a plan. I also made it my mission to have a good time and use my university years as the last blow-out before real adult life began.

‘Two serious boyfriends’ translates as: ‘I’d only ever had sex with two men’, so I figured that I needed some more experience of the male kind. I wanted to kiss as many boys as I possibly could and play the field without tying myself into a serious relationship. I felt that I’d been a devoted girlfriend for far too many of my youthful years.

Home became a tiny room that I rented for fifty-five pounds a week in one of the university’s halls of residence. The move from my parents’ sprawling five-bedroomed house in the countryside, complete with indoor swimming pool, was a culture shock to say the least. The room was dire. I made a note to self: regardless of the mission, no bloke would be visiting me within these walls. It’d be far too shameful.

Unlike my friends and hall-mates, I didn’t pull anyone during my first weeks at university. There were hardly any guys on my course and none of them were hot – in fact most of them were gay, or as immature and annoying as the ones I’d left behind at college. In the evenings when we were out drinking, I was approached by lots of sweaty students and lechy locals, but regardless of how drunk I became, I didn’t feel attracted to anyone I met. The man mission was failing at the first hurdle.

However, I did make a lot of acquaintances with the bar staff and doormen at the clubs. I’d often find myself drunkenly chatting to them instead of my friends, who’d be playing tonsil tennis on the dance-floor with random guys they’d ensnared. On a few occasions kindly door staff rescued me from obnoxious men who’d been hassling me for a dance or kiss, although I’m sure their kindness was partly to do with how I used to dress. My choice of evening attire didn’t leave much to the imagination – and men will be men.

Soon my friends and I were regulars at a few choice venues in the city where we were let in for free. The city we lived in was relatively small and there was a familiar night-time community. It was easy to predict who would be where. We went to student bars that played cheesy music and had a ‘Pound a Pint Night’. Once the DJ ordered ‘lights up’, we’d walk half a mile to the biggest nightclub in the city where, on a Saturday night, the Premiership footballers could always be found.

Footballers attract pretty girls, pretty girls attract single men and single men attract single women, so the club was always packed to the rafters. It had a huge dance-floor, flanked by long, neon-lit bars and a few sofas and tables. There were several rooms off the main area, all accessed by mirror-lined corridors, that played different types of music. The venue could hold thousands and it was one of the few places in the city where all cliques of night-clubbers partied together.

There was no VIP area, and that was probably why I failed to notice the group of footballers who frequented the club. Neither could they be identified from their choice of tipple – this was a place for drinks that cost a pound not Cristal champagne. I imagined that the footballers relished the fact that they could blend in with the crowd and get away with acting like morons. The irony was that people went to the club in the knowledge that the footballers were there, but unless you were a hardened fan, it would have been difficult to pick them out of a line-up.

On a few occasions, gaggles of girls would nudge and whisper to each other and gesticulate in the direction of a group of men who could’ve been the footballers, but because I didn’t know or care who they were or what they looked like, I didn’t register their presence. So the footballers were inconspicuous, and that was how they remained to me, until my cousin started dating one. She was at a university eighty miles away, but we took turns in visiting each other whenever a free weekend surfaced.

One such weekend when she was visiting me, we were ending the Saturday evening in the same way we usually did, in our girl pack on the dance-floor, when an inebriated guy slapped her hard on her backside. She swung round and slapped him hard on the face. The guy put his hand on his smarting cheek and said, ‘I think I’m in love.’ He then grabbed her hand and bent down on one knee in the middle of the packed dance-floor, looked up at her, with a puppy-dog expression on his face, and said, ‘Please forgive me? Then come on a date?’

On their first outing together she discovered that he was one of the rising stars of the local team. She reported that he showed enough charm to warrant a second date. In the weeks to follow, they went on a handful of dates but their relationship would be short-lived. According to her, the footballer would boast about how much money he earned yet would accept her offer to split the bill whenever they ate out . . . and she was the broke student! She said his conversation was infantile and that he couldn’t even name the prime minister – ‘thick as shit’ was how she actually referred to him.

The final nail in the dating coffin was that, despite his boasts about his sexual prowess, he had a small penis and no idea of how to get a woman in the mood. She found this out not from having sex with him – my family and I have been better brought up than to sleep with a man after a few dates – but from the one occasion that she visited him in his lodgings to watch a film. Halfway through the movie she made a trip to the bathroom and on her return found that he had stripped naked and was lying on the sofa. She said that he rocked his hips backwards and forwards, with his tiny erection on full show, and said, ‘You’re a good-looking girl, darlin’, but you’d look a lot better with my balls on your chin . . .’

She didn’t return his calls after that.

Unbeknown to my cousin, the footballer had simultaneously been dating other girls too, and was the worst ‘cheater’ on the team. We found this out a few weeks later on another Saturday night out together in the same nightclub. Ladies’ toilets are often the places where the juiciest gossip can be overheard and we happened to eavesdrop on an argument between two girls – about him and which of them was his girlfriend.

My cousin and I are not people to suffer fools gladly, so we made it our mission to find the philandering footballer before his warring lovers confronted him. It was a fateful decision to make since this was the spark that led to the chain of events that resulted in me meeting my man.

We found my cousin’s ex-date standing with a huddle of other footballers at one of the bars. Apart from the freakishly tall goalkeeper, they all looked super-hot and were dressed to kill, but as we were introduced to them, I began to feel very intimidated. I managed to stutter a weak ‘Hi’ to the handsome faces that surrounded me but then grabbed my cousin by the arm and walked her back to our group of girlfriends.

I didn’t want to be seen talking to the footballers. I thought ill of girls who hovered around rich and famous men, and I didn’t want to be judged by my own standards. Moreover, going by my cousin’s experiences, I had no interest in gaining a footballer’s affections. I certainly wasn’t interested in sharing a prospective boyfriend with other girls, and I was definitely not in the game for having any testicles on my chin.

However, I did look out for the footballers whenever I returned to that club. I felt a little intrigued and, if I’m honest, it did feel quite cool to know that they knew me. When I saw them I’d give them a friendly nod or say a meek ‘hello’, but that was where the familiarity ended.

Despite their good looks, they often behaved obnoxiously – they were rowdy, boozy and leery. They acted as if they were invincible: they would grind their bodies against girls on the dance-floor, knock back shots at the bar and lord it over any fans who dared approach them.

I also noticed that every time they left the club it’d be with a different girl, or different group of girls, and I soon homed in on the rumours about them circulating among my student friends. Their reputation was not good. I learned that they were renowned for sleeping around and often swapped ‘girlfriends’ in the process. As much as I was on a mission to ‘snog about’, I certainly wasn’t a one-night-stand kind of girl and was not willing to become a used piece of footballers’ meat.

However, a few weeks later I found myself at the club for an eighteenth birthday party. I was dressed in tartan hot pants and a lace backless top with no bra. I teamed my outfit with black pointy stilettos and a black leather bag covered with metal studs. I can only recall this because recently my husband and I were reminiscing about our fateful meeting and he described in detail my ensemble. Apparently it had made a lasting impression on him and helped me to stand out from the crowd, who were mostly in ra-ra skirts and boob tubes, probably straight off the rails of Bay Trading. I’ve never followed fashion, and on that occasion at least my rebellion against current trends served a purpose.

The footballers were surrounded by a group of scantily clad girls, otherwise known as ‘hang-ons’, who were bumping and grinding with each other in a sorry attempt to get their attention. I presumed that they would be the footballers’ last-resort-shag if they hadn’t bagged anything better before two a.m.

Over the years since, I’ve learned that many girls want to have one night of sex with a footballer to tell their friends about or to sell the story to a tabloid. I’m sure the reality is that such women would have liked a one-night stand to amount to much more, that they hoped to become a WAG and live a stereotypical life of luxury. But such dreams aren’t reality, and even if they were they certainly wouldn’t become so via a quick fuck.

When it was my turn to buy a round of drinks, the bar was at its busiest and the tunes were pumping. I was in my own world and bounced to the beat. When I finally made it to the front of the queue, one of the footballers got there at exactly the same moment. It was the team’s star player, no less. His face was always splashed over the press and even my father had talked at the dinner table of his prowess.

At that moment we were shoulder to shoulder, so close that we almost rubbed noses when we turned to look at each other. He was absolutely gorgeous, a fact that the media regularly exploited. He was wearing a light-weight casual jacket over a T-shirt, dark-blue denim jeans, bright-white trainers, and his hair was spiked-up. Every item of his clothing sported a designer label and his look was streets ahead of how most of the chavvy blokes in the club chose to dress. I thought he looked cool, a bit preppy for my usual type, but most definitely sexy.

It would have been impossible not to speak to each other while we were being served; in fact, it would have seemed rude if we hadn’t, given our proximity. I wish I could recite the exact words we exchanged but they’ve been lost somewhere in time. I know we didn’t discuss anything intellectual since he was a footballer and I already had a negative impression of his kind, and more to the point, I was trolleyed, thus not at my smartest.

As we bought our respective rounds of drinks, we engaged in light pleasantries. Then, to my surprise, he invited me to do a tequila slammer with him. It wasn’t a romantic gesture, but I appreciated the sentiment; I’m not sure I turned down any free drinks in my student days. So he ordered two shots of tequila, we clinked them together, banged them in unison on the bar, then threw them down our throats. Then we had another, and another.

Breathless at the strength of the alcohol, after the ‘third-time lucky’ shot, I thanked him and moved to walk away. Before I could, he asked me for my phone number and I gave it to him. It was rare for me to give out my phone number, the correct one, but he caught me off guard and the tequila might have weakened my feminine defences.

As I returned to my friends, I felt flattered at what had just happened, but I didn’t feel excited at the prospect of his phone call. I didn’t think it would actually materialize, given the reputation those boys had for taking girls’ numbers and not calling. I forgot about the incident quite quickly and I didn’t even tell my friends that I’d given my number to the local football team’s star player.

The remainder of that evening passed in an alcohol-infused haze and I barely remember returning to my student accommodation. Although I do remember that after I flopped onto my tiny single bed, my thick Nokia mobile phone beeped to signal that a text message had arrived. It was the footballer.

The message read: ‘So glad you gave me your number. When can I take you out?’

I remember that I closed one eye to read and re-read the message. I drunkenly squinted at it and swayed from side to side. The shock of receiving the text must have given me momentary clarity as I recall concluding that the text signalled that, first, he couldn’t have gone home with another girl, and second, he must be alone and thinking of me. I smirked but decided to play it cool. I wouldn’t text back until the morning. In all honesty, if I had texted back immediately, the message would probably have been incomprehensible and thus made me look like a drunken twat.

The next day I had an awful hangover, but I also felt the giddy excitement that can only be brought on by new romance. I re-read his text countless times. I felt unsure when or how to respond to it because, although I’ve always been a firm believer in ‘Treat him mean to keep him keen’, I also didn’t want him to lose interest in me. That itself made me realize that I liked him. I remember thinking, Shit. I like a bloody footballer. This is not good.

Throughout that day I agonized about when and what to text back; whether to wait another day; whether to phrase the response as funny, serious, sexy or nonchalant; whether to ask a question or, so I wouldn’t be disappointed if an answer didn’t come, whether to make it cool and indifferent. Even when the evening arrived and I sat on my bed with my phone in my hand, I wrote and rewrote at least ten different messages until I arrived at the one I was content to send.

It read something along the lines of, ‘Nice to speak to you last night. I’m really busy this week. How about next Tuesday?’ As I pressed ‘send’, my inner goddess high-fived herself. Approximately one minute after the little envelope icon had appeared on the phone’s small screen to indicate the message had been delivered, my phone beeped. It was his reply. ‘You’re going to make me wait that long?’ Seconds later another text arrived: ‘Send me your address and I’ll pick you up next Tuesday at 7 p.m.’


Chapter Two

WHEN DATE NIGHT Tuesday arrived, I felt nervous, not because I was due to go out with a footballer but because my first date for months was with a guy who was probably a Lothario, a philanderer and a dating pro. I anticipated that he would be rehearsing the lines that would sweep a girl off her feet . . . and into bed. With that in mind I resolved that I would not fall for any of his potential faux charms or clichéd conversations. I was not prepared to take shit from any man, sexy footballer or not.

I spent the day in lectures although my mind was not focused on anything academic. As our seven o’clock date approached, I began to worry about potential situations, and questions raced through my mind. What should I do if he tries to kiss me? Shall I eat in front of him? Shall I keep my compact mirror in my pocket for covert bogey and make-up checks? What will we talk about if he’s thick?

In search of reassurance, I called my parents. They are the only people in the world to whom I tell everything, even now. This time their advice was limited. My mother’s response was, ‘Ooh, be careful, darling. I remember what footballers were like when I was younger. I wouldn’t have touched them with a barge pole,’ while my dad said, ‘Great! Can you get me his autograph?’ I had hoped for some comments along the lines of ‘He’s just a normal person, stop fretting’, but their replies brought me no peace of mind.

I showered in record time, straightened my hair and applied light make-up so as to appear as near to my natural self as possible. Then I had to choose my outfit. Tiny as my wardrobe was, I packed a lot of clothes into it. I couldn’t decide whether to dress sexy, sophisticated, sassy or sweet for my date. I wanted to make a lasting impression on him and I thought that, regardless of how I might feel at the end of the evening, I wanted him to want me. Since I believe men are visual creatures, I wanted to wear an outfit that he’d feast his eyes on and not forget in a hurry.

Eventually I decided on dark-denim flared jeans, high black ankle boots, and a black, shimmery, high-necked sleeveless top. For quirkiness, I completed the ensemble with a black bowler hat. I must have been the only person in the city in that era to own one. I love hats: they hide a multitude of sins and in my opinion add a little glamour and mystique to any outfit.

At seven on the dot the front-door buzzer sounded loudly in my room. It was him! I swiftly applied another layer of lip gloss, then grabbed my handbag and leather jacket. When I opened the front door he was standing confidently, legs astride, with a wide smile on his face. He wore jeans, a matching denim jacket, and a pair of ridiculously white trainers. Double-denim cannot be worn well by many but he made it work. His eyes sparkled. He held out his hand to me – I didn’t take it – and said, ‘Shall we go?’

My date led me to his black Porsche and opened the passenger door for me; a gentlemanly gesture I duly noted. I tried my best to manoeuvre myself gracefully onto the cold, hard cream leather of the front passenger seat, but failed miserably when I hit my head on the low door frame. ‘Idiot!’ I whispered to myself.

His expensive sports car didn’t impress me at all. I was brought up in a well-off family and my parents have always owned ‘posh’ cars. At the time of the date, my father drove a Mercedes and my mother a brand-new Range Rover. I remember musing, If you think I’m turned on by being sat in your fancy car then you’re very much mistaken!

As we drove out of the halls of residence car park, with a rip-roaring rev of the Porsche’s engine, he announced that we were headed to the cinema. I was relieved at our destination as it meant there wouldn’t be the pressure to make idle chit-chat. I dreaded awkward silences or shallow conversation. However, as we drove there, I discovered that my fears had been misconceived: conversation flowed. He asked me about my university course, my friends and my hobbies, which I decided was a good sign of his interest and respect.

We also spoke about our upbringing. I found out that he’d been raised in a traditional working-class family by hard-working and loving parents, who had done everything they could to ensure he had a good education and access to all he needed in order to follow his footballing dreams. He said he’d had a happy childhood, and there were no proverbial skeletons in his family’s closet. I was a little taken aback at his educational achievements: he’d got better results than I had at school – and I’d been considered clever!

We also found that we had additional common ground in our musical tastes and social interests: Pound a Pint student nights and dancing to Bon Jovi. I felt at ease in his company almost immediately and most of my dating worries disappeared, although I allowed my doubt about his intentions to remain.

After he’d parked at the cinema, he darted out of his door and over to mine to open it. It was another small, chivalrous, gesture and I was impressed. He didn’t attempt to hold my hand while walking in: my frostiness at his first hand-holding invitation must have put him off, but I probably would have taken it had he made a second attempt.

He told me that he hadn’t booked seats because he wanted us to watch a film of my choosing. I feigned indifference and passed the decision back to him. It was a test, and he passed it with flying colours. The romantic comedy was precisely the movie that I would have chosen, although I did wonder if he’d picked it based on what he thought a girl would like to watch.

After he had gorged himself on a man mountain of snacks – not behaviour that endeared him to me – I waited for him to make some sort of move. I waited . . . and waited. I completely lost track of the film, as I questioned why my date hadn’t tried to hold my hand again, put his arm around me or kiss me. I began to conclude that he could not be interested in me, or that perhaps the cinema was simply a precursor to ‘Let’s go back to mine.’

I began to feel a little disappointed. Even with food and drink falling out of his mouth, I found him immensely attractive. Also, he was interesting to talk to and not stupid in the slightest, so I began to think of him as a real catch. Not because he was a footballer, but because he seemed like a decent human being.

After the film, as we drove through the city centre and passed the bars and clubs that we both frequented, I watched people turning their heads to look at his car, or to wave at him. I remember thinking it was incredible that so many people knew him.

When we eventually returned to my halls of residence, my inner goddess silently screamed, ‘Say thank you and get out of the car! Go on! Just get out of the car,’ but I couldn’t bring myself to do that. Instead, I remained in the passenger seat and we chatted for what seemed like an age. He was not sleazy or arrogant, but normal, polite, articulate and interesting. I liked him, I realized that much, and the more I looked into his eyes, the more I wanted him to kiss him. His eyes were kind and alive; they were inviting, mysterious and, I thought, promised much excitement.

When I noticed the Porsche’s clock flicker to two a.m., I decided to return to my room. I had lectures the next morning and I couldn’t allow my adrenalin to pump any longer in the hope of a goodnight kiss. As I began to say goodbye, he asked quickly, ‘Would you like to go for a bite to eat tomorrow night?’

His invite took me by surprise and gave me a buzz. However, I kept my cool and, in an attempt to play hard to get, I answered, ‘I’ll think about it.’ Then he leaned over to the passenger seat, drew my face to his and kissed me, gently yet firmly. His lips were noticeably soft and we lingered in that kiss for slightly longer than would have been normal.

As I walked away from his car, I had to stop myself skipping. Despite the late hour, I felt the excitement that can only come from romance, attraction, love, or whatever ‘it’ begins as. But a barrage of questions still raced through my mind. What would I be letting myself in for if I dated him? Would I be seen as one of those detestable girls who were desperate to bag a footballer? Would my friends have less respect for me? Would he prove the rumours right and just want me for sex?

Thankfully, the human brain is the greatest and fastest computer in the known universe and mine came to my rescue. It drew a quick conclusion to my rising doubts. ‘Just say yes!’ it told me. ‘After all, part of your mission is to date boys . . . and he’s a gorgeous specimen.’

I had difficulty sleeping that night and the next day dragged. Lectures felt long and tedious, and I couldn’t concentrate on anything aside from planning what I would wear in the evening. I opted for my trustworthy little black dress; trustworthy because it had never failed to make a good impression on those who had seen me in it. I still have that LBD in the attic in a box marked ‘Special Memories’. I had also decided to wear stockings and suspenders; less for him since he wouldn’t see them, but more for me. If my underwear is sexy, then I feel sexy.

My date picked me up on time and looked as handsome as he had the night before. We chatted in the car like excited teenagers and the chemistry between us became even more apparent. He took me to a family-run Chinese restaurant in the city, where we were treated like royalty and he was on first-name terms with the waiting staff.

The restaurant was busy for a week night and it was obvious that we were the centre of many of our fellow diners’ attention. During our meal two people tentatively approached our table and asked for my date’s autograph, and a photo, which he duly and happily agreed to. Thankfully, such adoration did not seem to go to his head. He obliged his fans immediately but quickly excused himself from them so as to not neglect ‘his beautiful date’ – his words. His words! The LBD had not let me down.

The food was delicious and my date’s manners throughout the meal were impeccable: he pulled the chair out for me to sit on, poured my wine before his and complimented me whenever the opportunity arose. We remained at our table, conversing over candlelight, until the waiting staff locked the doors. The night had passed quickly and I was disappointed that the time had arrived for me to return to my student digs.

As we walked back to the car, my date gently clasped my hand in his and adrenalin surged through my body. It was the most innocent form of physical contact but the feeling it produced in me was far from innocent. It was electrifying. As he drove me home, he held my hand whenever the journey allowed and only released it when he had to change gear. My heart pounded in my chest whenever his skin met mine. I’m sure the blood rushed around his body a lot faster when he rested his hand on my thigh, over my suspender clips – he looked at me with a shocked yet mischievous grin when he realized what he had found.

Once we had arrived back at the halls of residence, he turned to look at me intensely. For the first time that evening we were in silence, although it spoke a thousand words. I returned his gaze and for a few moments we just sat looking at each other, our faces illuminated in the moonlight. If eyes are windows to the soul, then at that moment we saw the essence of each other – at least, that was how it felt to me.

He raised his hand to the back of my neck and tenderly caressed the nape, then gently eased my head towards his. Then he kissed me. First he let his lips softly press into mine, and then he kissed my top lip and bottom lip separately in what felt like an exploratory tease. Our breathing quickened and it was erotic to feel his warm breath on my face. Then our mouths locked together and our tongues met in what I still define as the best kiss I have ever had in my life.

We kissed passionately. He caressed the back of my hair and the sides of my face and brought me closer into him until we were locked in a tight embrace. I ran my hands along the muscular outline of his back and clasped his face as our heads moved from side to side, held together by our frantic tongues and lips. It was a breathtaking experience, one that I will never forget.

It seemed that the kiss had sealed our affections, for we saw each other every night for one month. It was intense and obsessive behaviour, but we could not stay away from each other. Even if we had to go out independently, we’d ensure that we spent the end of the evening together; he would arrive at my room in the early hours of the morning after a night out with his friends or I would drive to his apartment after I’d been out with my girlfriends. We were spending whole nights together but just to kiss and cuddle. It was blissfully innocent.

He passed many ‘boyfriend tests’ during that period of time. He had met my friends and impressed them with his bad jokes, with his normality and his generosity. He even slept on the disgusting scratchy carpet of my room with no complaint. I broke my rule about having boys back to my room: I’d realized that they just don’t care, especially when the scantily clad girl they fancy is in it.

Staying over at his place was a treat for me. He lived in a gated apartment complex, complete with its own exclusive shopping parade, private gym and indoor swimming pool, which had the best changing-room power-showers I’d ever experienced.

The apartment my footballer rented was modest for the wage he commanded. It was on the second floor, with two bedrooms, a living room and a small galley kitchen. The bedrooms and living room opened onto a balcony with beautiful views of the city. He furnished his home minimally: there were the stereotypical framed pictures of him with various super-famous footballers and managers of the past fifty years perched wherever would be most obvious for people to view them, and there were a few more personal family and friends’ photographs.

Aside from expensive electronic equipment, such as the television and stereo system, and the wine rack full of fine wines and vintage champagnes, his furnishing and decor were basic: cream walls, cream curtains and cream leather sofas. The place desperately needed a woman’s touch! Each visit I made, I subtly added a little femininity to his surroundings, and he didn’t object – a vase of flowers on the windowsill, a framed piece of colourful artwork produced by my university friend. It all made a difference, and the fact he kept them in place was a signal that he wanted me around.

I didn’t have sex with my footballer until five and a half weeks into our relationship, which he later confessed felt like three years in comparison to what he was accustomed to with girls. I’m proud that we waited. Although I wanted to have sex with him, especially when we were in bed together and our spectacular kissing reached fever-point, it felt like we were both waiting for the right time. It was as if we were teenagers secretly planning to lose our virginity to each other: we knew it would happen eventually so there was no haste or pressure.

I think the waiting was at times frustrating for him, for I did notice that when things got heated between the sheets, while I could cool down relatively quickly and go to sleep, he would always have to go to the bathroom for a significant amount of time before he could drop off. There must have been a lot of tension in his boxer shorts.

That tension spilled over once, literally. We were out with my friends from university in a late-night cafe bar, when we both felt a little amorous. I had been perched on my man’s knee on a comfy sofa-chair, and on the occasions when I slipped into his lap I could tell that he was turned on. The knowledge of him being aroused had a knock-on effect and I suggested that we venture outside for ‘a little air’. We headed to the terrace at the back of the cafe, sneaked into
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