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Kerry Katona has grown up in the spotlight of celebrity. She was originally a member of the successful girl group Atomic Kitten in 1999 and went on to win I'm a Celebrity, Get Me Out of Here in 2004 as well as being a runner-up in Celebrity Big Brother 2011. Kerry lives with her fiancé and four children and continues to get fit and strong for them. Atomic Kitten reunited in 2013 for The Big Reunion tour.
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For Molly, Lilly, Heidi and Max.


I've done a lot of things wrong in my life
but when I look at you I know I've done some things right!









List of Illustrations


Molly and me – I was still a kid myself at this stage, but the rot was already setting in my brain.


Lilly was the image of me at this age. Her accent is now the opposite of mine, though!


Coleen Nolan and I remain great mates today.


Still upsets me now seeing this. The realisation that my life was falling apart was starting to dawn on me.


Our Lilly Pops’ 9th Birthday. Where does the time go? She's turning into a beautiful young lady.


Me and my mum. We've been through a lot together, but we've come out on the other side, stronger than ever.


Don't they look great? We got a ton of sweets that night . . . even a few quid! But don't tell the kids!


Molly and Lilly dressed up for school. I have no idea where they get it from . . .


Me on Halloween, 2011. But don't be fooled – it's what is under the mask that is scary!


Pete is one of my best mates and always will be. Claire and I had our differences (and still do!), but I have a lot of fond memories from the early part of our relationship.


So giddy with Rod. One of my all time heroes and still looking fit as . . . can't believe I actually got him in a headlock!


The Three Musketeers. Molly, me and Lilly on holiday together in Marbella.


Every year Danielle and me take the kids away and do our best to give them an amazing time. Even without dads around!


Me and the gang strawberry picking. I'm so proud of them.


Look how cool my beautiful babies are!


Max and me in the pool having the best time ever. He's such a mummy's boy, but I wouldn't have it any other way.


The three of us away on holiday together. I could eat them up on a butty!


My babies are my world. We always have so much fun together.


Me at boot camp, which I go to at least twice a year. Boot camp helped change my life. I would even say it saved me.


Getting to grips with what the ice really meant!


On my way . . .


Dancing on Ice was a big step up in me realising I could turn my life around, with the likes of Dan helping me beyond words.


Happy with life and look where I was headed . . . hello Big Brother!


So happy I got as far as I did. I had so much fun in the Big Brother house.


Me and Paddy Doherty. I don't know if I would have survived in the Big Brother house without him!


At Birmingham Pride – my first proper gig in ten years.


Molly as fearless and cool as ever!


Helping the Dreams Come True gang – very inspirational people.


Happy times with the amazing This Morning team. It's crazy how things have come full circle, but I am so happy to be where I am today.


Me and George in September 2012, the night he walked back into my life. I'm so happy we found each other.


Whole Again! Performing with Atomic Kitten at the O2 was a dream come true.









PROLOGUE


So Alone


Islumped back against the bathroom wall and slid to the floor, crying my heart out. I was completely destroyed and heartbroken, and felt like my life was over.


I was only 25 years old, but was sure I'd failed as a woman, as a mother, and as a wife. My husband, the singer Brian McFadden, had left me for another woman. It was now 17 months since he had uttered the words that had ended my world: ‘I don't love you any more’. But I couldn't get over him. Instead, despite sessions in rehab, I was sliding into another downward spiral and I couldn't find a way out. I was also starting to date a guy called Mark Croft, and I knew, deep down, he was bad news.


Why didn't Brian want me? Why couldn't he still love me? I had gone over and over and over those questions so many times in the past months, never finding an answer.


All I had ever wanted was to get married and have a dad for my kids, with us all under the same roof. It was something I never had growing up and was the thing I had always promised myself I would get right with my own family. And the fact that I hadn't, on top of the feelings of rejection, was destroying me.


As I sat on the floor that night, I looked out the bathroom door at the hotel room I was staying in, and cried even harder. Because I was staying in The Conrad Hotel in Chelsea Harbour in London – now called The Wyndham Grand – the same hotel where so much of my life with Brian had been played out.


We had been together from the age of 19 till I was 24 – it was the longest relationship I have ever had – and so many of our nights together happened in that hotel. But in particular, it was where both our babies had been conceived. Our two beautiful girls, Molly and Lilly, both now growing up without their dad around.


And I kept thinking, ‘Who is going to hold me at night for the rest of my life? Who will give me that supportive hug when I need it?’ Not that Brian was there that often in our marriage, between touring and recording commitments, while I was home alone in our house in Ireland with the kids. But at least I had believed he would always come back.


I knew I was getting myself into a mess, and a night spent crying over the state of my life was not helping things. Then a little thought popped up in my mind: ‘What if Brian is thinking the same thing? Maybe a bit of him regrets not giving our marriage and life with the kids another go?’


It had all ended so suddenly, back in 2004. At the time I had known in my heart, whether he would admit it to himself or not, that the main reason he wanted out was how close he was getting to Delta Goodrem. He had been doing a duet with the Australian singer, and I remember him asking if I would go and meet her with him. I was doing the Loose Women TV show that day, so I said I couldn't.


He went on his own, and when he came back he kept saying, ‘She's a massive fan of yours, Kerry. She can't wait to meet you, she's beautiful.’ He just kept going on and on and on about her.


Eventually, I asked straight out, ‘Do you fancy her?’ But he said no.


Well, I've watched documentaries on his life since, which have shown footage of him and Delta in the studio at the time we were still together. She is so tall and slim, and classy, compared to a small, curvy and gobby northern lass like me. No wonder he had fancied her. And the sexual tension between them was right obvious. Even I, who really didn't want to see that, couldn't deny it. I was gobsmacked, but it was obvious there was absolutely nothing I could have done to have stopped the pair of them ending up together.


But that night in the hotel, I kept thinking, ‘What if he had rushed into things with her too quickly? What if the early days of romance and sexual chemistry had worn off and he was sitting there wishing he could get back with me and have our family back together again?’ And although I knew it was only a tiny chance, I decided to ring him.


So I called his mobile, and he answered, and I started crying all over again. I could hardly get myself together enough to get the words out, but finally I did.


‘Brian, we need to get back together.’ I sniffed. ‘Please, can't we have some kind of counselling? We can make this work.’


He sighed. ‘Kerry, it's too late. You'll be alright.’


I was desperate. ‘Please, Brian! The girls need you, I need you! Give us another chance. We have to make this work, we've got kids together. We should be a family.’


‘Kerry, it's too late, I've moved on, I'm with Delta now. I don't love you. Goodbye.’


I slid down onto the bathroom floor crying, broken, and hysterical. I had never felt so alone or so, so low. For me, that had been the last-ditch phone call, my final appeal for help and a chance to get my life back on track – and it had failed. So that was it. Game over.


Me mum Sue was in the next-door room, but I couldn't even turn to her for help. I was down in London because I had interviews to do, and she had come with me and brought a friend. But the three of us had gone out on a bender, and ended up having a huge row when she tried to warn me off dating Mark. So I had booked a separate hotel room from her, and we had gone to bed not talking.


So I sat there for the next few hours sobbing on my own. I don't think I have ever felt so miserable and lost in my life. How had everything, that had seemed so right, gone so horribly wrong?


And I'll admit, as well as my pain over being left by the man I loved, there was an element of ego. No one wants their marriage to be a failure, but I think because of where I had grown up in Warrington in Cheshire, I had an even stronger wish for it to succeed. No one else I had been friends with from the town was going on to do anything. But there was me, off as an international pop star, and with the perfect pop star husband to top it off! With my position in the limelight, it felt like I had more to lose, and even more to prove. So my embarrassment when I failed was worse because of it. I felt myself spiralling back to the old Kerry, away from my glamorous lifestyle, and I was desperate to stop it.


When I had met Brian, I had been in the girl band Atomic Kitten. Getting into the group had been great – it had taken me away from Warrington and from the unsettled, and often traumatic childhood I had gone through. But mentally I had felt like I was still attached to the past, and all the negative thoughts and way of life that come with it – until I met Brian, that is.


He had been in Westlife, a bunch of five Irish lads managed by Louis Walsh, who were on the same TV Hits tour as Atomic Kitten. Brian was just five months older than me, and we instantly got on as friends, but as I got to know him more, I started falling for him and we began dating. It wasn't easy for us – band members at that time were always supposed to be single, as fans didn't like to see you paired up.


But I couldn't help myself. He was like my knight in shining armour. He understood me. He listened when I told him about my childhood – my lack of a father, my difficult relationship with me mum, and my years spent in care homes and with foster parents. So when he proposed to me on my first trip to Ireland with him, he gave me a new hope of creating a real family unit. One that would make my dysfunctional upbringing a thing of the past.


But my dream of creating a life together had failed. And now I knew that what I was getting into with my new boyfriend Mark was bad. It felt like we were on a destructive spiral and the ending was not going to be good news. But I didn't know how to stop it, and I wanted someone else to take responsibility and stop me. I wanted Brian to stop me. I thought being back with him could fix things, and I wanted him to be my knight in shining armour all over again. But he had knocked back the role and that destroyed me.


I knew Brian could be cold – he didn't seem to think about it twice when he split with his last girlfriend, S Club 7’s Hannah Spearritt, after meeting me – but I didn't feel like I knew the new Brian. How could he cut me, his wife, not to mention his daughters, out of his life in the way he had done?


I thought of my babies, tucked up in bed, back home in Warrington with the nanny, and it broke my heart to think of them growing up without their dad around. Molly was four at the time, and Lilly was two, and I tried to protect them from our split, by pretending that Brian and I were still the best of friends. They were so young I think they just accepted that, but it was hard. I had never imagined I would be bringing them up alone, I had always thought it was something Brian and I would be doing together. The four of us there for each other, a proper family.


I cried through the night, as I tortured myself going over and over everything that had gone wrong in my life. Finally at one point I made my way to the bed. There I fell in and out of sleep, waking up to think it had all been a bad dream – before I found out life really was as bad as I remembered, and crying until I drifted off again.


The next day, Mark came down to London on the train. He had actually been due to drive us all down the day before, but I hadn't seen him for the two days before because he had gone on a drinking binge. So when he turned up that morning all ready to drive, I was furious and upset. He had known I was relying on him, so I felt really let down by him – there was no way he was in any fit state to drive. And I wasn't sure I wanted to be with someone who would just disappear like that for a couple of days, without getting in touch. So we had rowed, I got a different driver and paid for him, and Mark had stayed behind.


He wasn't happy about it, and he'd been kicking off and screaming down the phone all day. But I was just ignoring him and trying to get on with the day.


It had been our first serious argument, but I felt damn sure I had been in the right.


The next day, maybe he felt bad over his behaviour, maybe he thought he was missing out, or maybe he already had his mind on a bigger master plan that I was oblivious to. Whatever it was, while I was still lying in bed, he turned up at the hotel.


I wasn't in any mood to see him – I was still upset from the night before and knew my eyes were swollen and my head hurt. I'd pretty much cried all night, and I hadn't really forgiven Mark for his behaviour. When he came in, I told him I wasn't feeling very well to explain my appearance and he was being extra nice to me, giving me cuddles and looking after me.


But I kept looking at him and going over my thoughts from the night before, and I just knew he wasn't Brian. While I didn't mind dating him to distract myself, I definitely didn't see a future with him. We had fun and that, but he was hardly husband material.


But even as all these thoughts were going through my head, he pulled out a ring and went,


‘Do you want this, then?’


I stared at it, not understanding. Then I realised it was a big diamond on a gold band – this was no apology present. It could only be an engagement ring.


Suddenly it was like a light bulb pinged in my head, and I thought, ‘I need to fill this hole in my life that Brian has left. This could work.’ And for some stupid, stupid reason, that I will never be able to explain, in that instant I thought I could I replace the relationship I had with Brian, with Mark. Despite all the doubts about Mark and about our relationship, which I had been going over literally seconds before, and despite the fact he had been my boyfriend for only six weeks, I just thought, ‘Sod it, I have nothing to lose.’


So I made one of the biggest mistakes of my life, and took the ring.









Life After Rehab


I remember clearly when I first met Mark. It was September 2005, and I was back home in Warrington after a six-week stay in rehab in Arizona. I had gone there to be treated for depression, as well as for drug- and alcohol-related problems. The drug bit related to cocaine, which was a drug I had dabbled in over the years, but since my split from Brian I had felt myself starting to rely on it too heavily and wanted to stop. I had been taking it back in Warrington with me mum and friends, and it was becoming too regular. Add that to the epic drinking benders I had been going on, and bouts of depression where I felt like I couldn't cope with life, and it had definitely seemed like something needed to be done. So off to the Cottonwood de Tucson rehab centre in America I had gone.


It felt like it had done me the world of good, and I had come back to the UK with a positive attitude and clean of drugs. But I was very nervous of being back in my hometown, and especially near my friends and Mum.


Walking off the aeroplane, making the journey back to Warrington, I felt tense and twisted up inside. I really, really wanted to stay clean, and I thought I could do it. I knew it wasn't going to be easy, though, and as I got closer and closer to home, the more nervous I got. I was dying to see my children, but I was scared too.


When you are in that rehab centre, it is basically like you are in a cage, but one that makes you feel protected and really safe. Then, when you come out of rehab, it is like you are coming into a world that's unsafe. All the temptations from your old way of life are suddenly in front of you, and you can't be sure you won't give in to them, so yes, coming home was scary.


And once I was back at my house in Winwick Park, I didn't know what to do with myself. I really wanted to stay clean, and the day I left rehab I was determined I was going to stick to it. But back home in Warrington, it was so hard because I felt so alone. It didn't help that my house, which I had moved into after splitting from Brian, had five bedrooms, so it felt big and empty when I wandered round it on my own.


It was a lovely house, though. It was on a private estate, and had a big garden that backed onto a park with a playground, which was great for the kids. I didn't want to give it up and move away – and I couldn't move house to anywhere else anyway, as I didn't know people elsewhere. Brian had been my escape route, and when we had gone to Ireland I had escaped my old life. But now he was gone, I didn't know where to go except back to Warrington. I had already uprooted the kids from Ireland back to England; I didn't want to do it again to somewhere new.


But a lot of my friends back there, the friends I had had for years before I was even famous, were not the kind that were going to encourage me to escape drugs. Because they had no escape either, so they really didn't know how to get out of that world. You have to remember, I was brought up in a pretty awful area, with some of the worst kinds of people – the cokeheads, the smackheads, the thieves, the backstabbers and the slappers… that was all I knew. Luckily enough I've never been a slapper, I've never been a smackhead, and I've never been a backstabber, so I've avoided three of those pitfalls. But I took coke and that was my life.


So for six lonely weeks back in Warrington, I fought a daily battle to stay away from my old friends and my old life. I would think about giving in, but I would resist, and I tried to keep myself busy by focusing on my future plans.


I had joined the band Atomic Kitten as a founding member when I was 18, alongside Natasha Hamilton and Liz McClarnon. We had four Top 20 singles and toured all over the world, before I left in 2001, when I was pregnant with Molly – ironically, just as the fifth single ‘Whole Again’ hit Number One. Then I had turned my hand to TV presenting, appearing on and presenting a whole host of shows. The most memorable was I'm A Celebrity… Get Me Out of Here! in 2005. That was a crazy few weeks, but I survived life in the jungle and came out as the eventual winner. After surviving a snake under my bed, panic attacks and being trapped in a tank with leeches, eels and spiders – to mention just a few of the nightmares I endured – I was crowned Queen of the Jungle by the public, a real high point for me. After that I had turned my hand to acting – I got a part in an Irish drama called Showbands, and although I was very nervous because acting was new to me, I loved it! It was a big hit in Ireland and kind of cemented the brilliant relationship I have with the people of Ireland to this day.


So it was now a case of trying to focus on what I wanted to do next with my career, and then really going for it, to make that happen.


At the same time, I was also spending as much time with Molly and Lilly as possible. I would take them down to the park, and play on the swings and the slide. Or Lilly would tell me to ‘Play music!’ back in the house, and I'd put on a CD and we'd dance around like crazy girls! Even back when they were so young, those two loved performing, and at the first sound of music, they would be wiggling around and getting me to spin them round and round. Other times we would just curl up in bed, the three of us together, and watch cartoons, or sometimes I even showed them old videos of me from my days back in Atomic Kitten. Obviously they didn't understand what job I had done, they just about realised it was ‘Mummy’ on the screen, but they found that funny enough in itself!


I was also kept busy for a few days with my new job. While I had been in Arizona, I had received a call from my management: ‘Supermarket chain Iceland want you to be their “Face of Iceland”.’


I was over the moon about that, and it had given my confidence a real lift – people still had faith in me, and wanted to see me on their television screens! I was worried that Brian leaving me, and then ending up in rehab, might have made people turn on me, so my confidence in myself and my career was very low, but this was a proper boost. I felt real hope again.


Going to film the first advert, I was so excited! I have always really enjoyed acting, and found that it comes quite naturally to me. So that day I went to Manchester, where Iceland had a shop in their headquarters, which we used for filming. They had rented out a house to be my house for the purposes of the advert. From the minute I walked on set, I loved it. Sitting having my makeup done, and talking with the crew, we were making each other laugh. They were great fun. I also had my stylist Lorraine McCullough on set with me, which was brilliant. She's a great friend, who has always been there for me. She knows what I'm going through on quite a few levels, having divorced a very famous pop star herself.


The idea for the advert was that I was a celeb mum getting food delivered, and it was cheap, great food. And of course I had to say at the end, ‘That's why mums go to Iceland!’ Ah, that famous saying. I love it! Ever since it was first aired, people have said it to me in the street, and I have never got tired of it.


It was an exhausting first day – I think we were there filming for about 14 hours in the end, and the next couple of days were about the same. But then it was all done and wrapped up, which was a satisfying feeling.


Then there was a big gap until I would be filming again. Iceland said they would bring me in to record adverts a couple of times a year, depending on promotions and things, and then I would do voiceovers and radio chats for them too as needed.


Once this first lot of filming was done, it was back to Warrington life again. Obviously I was still a working mum and I wanted to give the girls the best support I could, so I had a wonderful live-in nanny called Cheryl, an older American woman. Having her there gave me freedom to work, without worrying about childcare, and she was really good with them in day-to-day life as well. I couldn't make up for the fact their daddy wasn't there, but she was great at helping me bring the girls up in the best way possible. Not that her being there could fill the loneliness of being a single mum.


My best friend at this time was a girl called Lisa Rhodes, who was living with her boyfriend David and son Callum, and they moved in with me temporarily to give me support, which was great of them.


Lisa's mum and my mum lived together as roommates when Lisa and I were babies, so I literally have known her my whole life. She was only six months older than me, and was in the year above me at school, but that didn't stop us hanging out together all the time. We were especially close during our teen years, and she taught me things most girls learn from their mums. But my Mum wasn't a normal mum, which is where Lisa had come in. She taught me plenty of life basics – even things like how to put in a tampon! She was always very protective of me, and as I got famous she was proud of me and would come to photo shoots and every TV show with me – we had so many great times together. So it was typical of her that she moved in to help me after rehab.


But obviously I couldn't make her sit home with me and live a healthy lifestyle, just because that is what I was trying to do at the time. And I remember one night there was a whole group going on a night out, and I said I would give it a miss, and stay home and babysit everyone's children. So I stayed home on my own with the kids. But as soon as they were in bed, and I was sat on the sofa on my own, I started thinking. I began wondering what was happening to my life. Here I was, in this lovely house with my two beautiful kids, but there was no man with me, nobody to share it. And being clean didn't seem to help. In fact, being clean seemed to make it worse somehow – it suddenly felt like the reason I was stuck in all alone. All sorts of thoughts were going through my head, and I felt so left out and lonely, that I really started doubting I could keep this up. I was starting to convince myself that maybe the real me was destined to dabble in drink and drugs for the rest of my life, but as long as I kept it under control, it wouldn't be a problem. It is amazing how persuasive your mind can be at times like that.


They all came back to the house at the end of the night, all drunk, and when they woke up hungover the next day, I needed to escape the house.


I'd decided I couldn't isolate myself away from everyone forever. So, since my kids were with the nanny that day, I went round to Mum's house, around the corner from mine, to see her. She lived in a terraced house on Dickinson Street – imagine Coronation Street, and you've got it!


‘Y'alright, our Kez?’ she said, answering the door and giving me a kiss hello. She's a big lady, is Mum: years of an unhealthy lifestyle and medical problems have taken their toll, and she has huge boobs, so a welcome hug from her always kind of buries me in there!


We went through the front room, which takes you straight into the living room, and we sat on the sofa to catch up. It was a familiar place for me, as I'd spent many a day sat in that immaculate room – Mum is pretty OCD when it comes to cleaning – but the link to the past was not at all good. I realised as soon as I sat down that I was daft to go round her house when I was trying to stay clean. One of the things you learn in rehab is about association: who and what do you associate with drugs? Well, me mum and her house are definitely two of the strongest associations I have with cocaine, as soon as I walk through her front door.


We had always comforted each other with it. Mum would regularly ring up, ‘I'm feeling depressed’, and I'd think, ‘Right, I'll take her a bag of coke. That will cheer her up.’ And when I did try and get clean any time, say by going to Arizona, she was never supportive. I remember ringing her from out there to see how she was getting on, and she told me she was doing a line of coke. I know that is her humour, but I was like: ‘Thanks, Mum, very helpful!’


So I hadn't been there long, when I really started itching for that feeling. The last six weeks of being a hermit, feeling like I was missing out on a life everyone else was enjoying, were taking their toll. And after the night before, staying in as babysitter while everyone else partied, I was feeling rebellious. I kept trying to push it to the back of my mind, reminding myself of everything I had gone through in Arizona, and how much I wanted to be clean. But it seemed a distant memory back in Warrington, where the reality of life was right in front of me. And the urge kept getting stronger and stronger until eventually I said, ‘Ugh, I know I'll regret this. But let's order some coke.’


At that moment, despite all the good work I had done in rehab, I just couldn't imagine my life without coke in it. Mum has had various addictions over the years, be it certain bad men, alcohol, coke or whatever, and as a role model she is hardly the best. It was Mum who introduced me to drugs when I tried speed in a pub toilet with her and her then girlfriend Tina. (Yes, she decided she was a lesbian at one point.) I was only 14 years old at the time, and it was like it opened a door to another world for me, which I had never fully managed to shut again.


And nor had Mum, not that I think she had even tried much. It never occurred to me to take her to rehab when I went – I don't think she would have gone anyway, and I always used to think, if I am being brutal, that she was just too far gone to be saved by it.


Our relationship has always been a bit different to the usual mother-daughter relationship. In fact, Mum didn't really take on that role at all. As I grew up, she was too busy to be my role model, lurching from one bad relationship to another, partying, arguing, and taking drugs. Sometimes I was living with her, sometimes with other family or close friends, and at other times in refuges or with different sets of foster parents.


It was hardly traditional, and has caused me a lot of pain and heartache over the years, but Mum and I have got by in our own way. I would be there for her the dozens of times she slit her wrists – whether suffering from depression, and believing she wasn't good enough for this world, or just as a cry for help. We are more like friends – or more often than not, I'm like the mother protecting her, and she is the daughter. We have had incredible falling-outs over the years, but at the end of the day she is my family. Pretty much the only family I have got.


As for my friends, they had all become really close to Mum while I had been living in Ireland. It was like she kind of took everybody off me, which annoyed me, as I thought, ‘Why can't she make her own friends?’ So by the time I was back, my friends were actually spending more time with her than me.


She was putting so much pressure on me to get my career back on track so there was money coming in, it was horrendous. And she had thought I should still be with Brian – the split shocked and upset her almost as much as me – so she was making me feel like without him I wasn't good enough. I remember when it happened, going round her house and just sitting silent and numb in the corner. I was in shock. But Mum was wailing and panicking as though it was her marriage that had ended. She kept saying, ‘Look at all the paps outside. How am I going to cope? My life is totally fucked!’ And everyone was gathering round her, comforting her.


She was playing so many games with my head at that time, and I was not in a good place to handle it. Our relationship was a really hard one. She would sit and have a go at me sometimes, just out of the blue: ‘You're just as bad a mum as I am.’ And I would be like: ‘Look, I know I'm not perfect. But I've never slit my wrists in front of my kids, my kids have never even seen me drunk, let alone touch drugs. I'd never let my kids do it.’


Not that you can ever make the decision for someone, but I will do everything in my power to convince my kids it is the wrong choice. You will certainly never see me giving it to them.


But to be fair, despite the bad stuff, Mum and I had our good times too, we still had a laugh and fun together. I could talk to her about a lot of things, and she knew me inside out.


And on this particular day, she was also my drugs partner.


By this time, none of Mum's usual dealers would go round her house anymore, because of the stories about me in the newspapers. There had been some articles about me doing cocaine, and they didn't want to be caught up in it and found out.


But then Mum said, ‘I've started using this other guy, he'll sort us out.’


I told her, ‘Don't let him see me here. I don't want him thinking I'm doing it. I'm clean now.’


‘Don't worry about it. This guy Mark, he's sound. I can ring him at daft ’o clock and he'll be here, so he's a good ’un.’


So a bit later I was sat in the room in front of the fire and this guy came through Mum's back gate and walked in before I could move. He had a baseball cap on, and these dirty clothes, and was one of the ugliest people I've ever seen in my life. I swear to God, he looked like a proper little scally.


‘Oh God,’ I thought, and just went ‘Hiya’ and tried to keep myself separate from the whole thing.


‘Alright there?’ he nodded, and carried on with this arrogant attitude, as though he reckoned he was the big I Am.


I suddenly realised I knew him – or, at least, knew about him. Everything fell into place. I had a friend called Michelle Hunter and she had a friend called Louise Oortwyn. I had known her since I was about 14, but I wasn't friends with her. She wanted to look like Pamela Anderson and was obsessed by her looks and by boys – she just wasn't my sort of a girl.


While I was expecting our Molly in 2001, she was also pregnant with a daughter, Keeley. Michelle used to complain to me all the time about Louise's boyfriend – Keeley's dad, a cab driver called Mark Croft. I remember I said to her, ‘He sounds like a right knobhead.’ From everything she told me about how he treated Louise, he always sounded like a terrible boyfriend.


Even worse, when I was pregnant, she told me: ‘I had this massive row with Mark and Louise about you. Mark tried to say you are only having this baby because of the money, Brian's money.’ It really upset me at the time, and that night I actually started bleeding and had a scare. I can't say it was all down to those comments at all – I was already under a lot of pressure. I'd just left my band Atomic Kitten, because I wanted to focus on my baby and my family, and since it was my first child I was especially nervous and wanted to do my best. I had also received a nasty anonymous letter through my door giving me all sorts of abuse and telling me that the baby should be aborted. I was really stressed and upset by all that, so Mark and Louise's comments were just adding to it. But I thought, ‘I've never met this guy Mark, who does he think he is? Little piece of shit.’ I really blacklisted him in my mind.


And something in me knew straightaway, when he swaggered into Mum's front room four years later, that this was the same Mark. So as soon as he had dropped the stuff off for me mum, and left, I followed her into the kitchen and said, ‘Mum, I don't like him, I've heard about him. I really can't stand him, so don't have him round this house.’


She shrugged, busy getting a tray out of the oven. This wasn't any old tray, though: it was Mum's coke tray. She always kept her coke on a tray in the oven. It meant it was hidden if people came around unexpectedly, and it was a good surface for chopping up the coke. That day she was dividing two lines out for us with a razor blade. She mostly used a razor blade, or if she couldn't find one, sometimes a credit card.


I looked at the neat white lines, and told myself, ‘This is your last chance to say no.’ But I knew I wouldn't. I had got this far, I was going to go through with it. So I had a line with her. And as soon as the familiar numbness started at the back of my throat, and the kind of bitter taste started in my mouth, I felt as though I could relax and put my problems on hold.


I think my weakness was caused by flashbacks of all the good times I had had on it, and I went for it. I had just been feeling so lonely and isolated that I wanted to join in with the people close to me. And I wanted something that could give me a boost and cheer me up, however temporary.


I wish more than anything I had resisted, I wish I could go back in time and snatch it from under my face, and tell myself to be stronger. Tell myself that a life of drugs is only ever going to lead to bad things. But I didn't, I gave in to the temptation.


I can't blame Mum, ’cause I was an adult, and it was my choice, but Mum definitely didn't help. It did feel like she had got her claws into me now that I was back home in Warrington. I was her partner in crime all over again. And from then onwards, partly ’cause of drugs and partly ’cause of friends, I was round me mum's a lot. I was doing bits of telly work here and there, and I was still spending lots of time with the kids, but outside of that, when I wanted to relax, I didn't know what else to do. I tried to convince myself that I was happy, curled up in bed alone watching television or films, or that Lisa and I sitting in with a take-away was all I needed to unwind. But it never worked, and more often than not I ended up cracking and going to Mum's. I didn't really know where to turn to get out of it. It was like I could see myself spiralling back into my old life, the one I had tried to climb out of with my trip to rehab. But it felt like all I could do was watch as coke started to creep back into my life, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.


And after a while I didn't even try to stay off the drugs. I just accepted my life was going the wrong way, and thought, ‘That's it, I'm back where I was, where I didn't want to be.’









Mark


From this point I began to find myself living almost a double life. A large part of my life was normal – or, at least, as normal as my life ever gets! First and foremost I was a mum, playing with my girls and watching them grow. Then sometimes I would be Kerry Katona the celebrity, filming my adverts and doing photo shoots. It was glamorous and fun and I'd always be the professional, turning up on time and doing my thing, and doing it well. But during the downtime from my kids and my job, there was a whole hidden side, where I'd go to Mum's and things would be very different. It was very separate from the rest of my life, and I wanted to keep it that way. We would be on coke, and sat on the Xbox for hours, gurning and aimlessly chewing the air – a side effect of the drugs. Or we'd be playing solitaire on Sky, and Mark would come round and join us. And for some reason I still don't fully understand, I started to think he wasn't so bad.


As far as I was concerned, I was functioning normally. I guess I fooled myself into thinking it was just like other people having a beer in the evening, and carrying on with everything else as normal. Only, of course, it wasn't.


Then, as my coke use grew, I started taking it when I wasn't just at Mum's house, so Mark basically became my dealer too. Obviously I would never take drugs in front of Molly and Lilly, or any time when I knew I would be looking after them, but sometimes I would leave them with Cheryl, or they would be staying with friends. Or they would be off in Ireland visiting their grandparents – Brian's parents Mairead and Brendan – as they did for Christmas that year.


Christmas was a real tough one because it means so much to me. I have always loved everything about Christmas and always do everything I can to make it really exciting and fun for the kids. The year before, the kids had been in Ireland as well – the first time I had spent Christmas without them since they were born. And it had been awful: I spent the whole day just moping around.


I had got on with Mairead at times when I was with her son, but I thought she was a very overbearing mother, who thought he could do no wrong – and went into denial when he did. So as my relationship soured with Brian, it soured with her and we no longer saw eye to eye. But I could never fault her as a grandmother. She loved Molly and Lilly to bits, and they loved her, and she was still keen to be as involved as ever in their lives. So I was more than happy to keep that going with regular visits for the kids to Ireland.


But I did feel terrible watching them go as they headed off for Christmas. I knew I was going to miss them like mad – their cheeky smiles in the morning, and the unprompted hugs they would run and give me during the day. The only way I could cheer myself up a bit was by focusing on the freedom it gave me for the other side of my life. I could let my hair down a bit, without worrying about it affecting Molly and Lilly. And so I ended up taking more cocaine, and spending more time with Mark.


There were times when I'd go round Mark's flat to buy a bag of coke. It was just around the corner from mine, and I'd end up staying and talking, and he'd give me some more drugs. It was a nice flat and I felt at home there. It was clean and tidy, and had this massive fish tank for which he had paid £8000 – and which was full of fish that were his kids, he said!


He had split from Louise by then, so it would just be him and me, and coke basically makes you chat and chat and chat, without always knowing what you are saying. I'd be sat there talking about my problems, and he'd be sat there listening. And I was thinking it was great, because it seemed like actually I had been wrong about Mark, and this guy really understood me.


The first time I stayed to talk properly, I told him, ‘I don't know what to do about me mum. It's doing my head in that she keeps asking me for money.’


And he said, ‘Yeah, I can see that, that's bang out of order, that.’


It felt like he was on my side and that he got me, so I continued. ‘And she's always nitpicking at me, and having a go when I have done nothing wrong. It's really getting me down.’


He nodded and gave me a sympathetic look, and I ended up telling him all about my past and how years of moving round different foster parents, when Mum had been unable to cope with me, had left me feeling lonely and lost. How I didn't know who my real dad was, and how it had always eaten away at me, and left an empty hole inside me, when I had imagined what life could have been like if he had stayed on the scene.


Other times I told him all about Brian, and what had gone wrong in my marriage. How I had tried my best to be a good wife and mother, but how Brian had slipped away from me, and was now in the arms of a slim beautiful woman, leaving me feeling worthless and fat. I told him the problems I was having with Mum and how I wasn't sure what to do next with my career, and what my hopes and dreams were, as well as my fears and insecurities. How I still didn't feel like I knew who I was, or what my future held.


And I'll be honest, it was all ‘me me me.’ He sat there and listened, rarely giving anything away about himself. He mentioned once that he had been in the navy when he was younger, but I didn't get him to tell me anything more because I wasn't that interested in his life. He was still just my dealer, who happened to be a good listener, and it was nice to spend time with him. I felt better after I had been round to see him – I would joke it was like expensive therapy!


It is only looking back that I see those conversations in a different light. I can see me sitting there lonely and with no one to talk to, offloading to this guy, who knew the more I was there, the more drugs I would buy off him. And when you are on coke you think you are having the best conversations, but often you aren't. So maybe, with the amount I talked, the guy had no choice but to listen! Or maybe – and this possibility really hurts to think about – he was gathering information from me to use in the future. Taking advantage of me at my lowest and most vulnerable to find out my weaknesses. I still feel sick saying that and thinking about it now, but sadly, it really was a possibility.


At the time, it felt like I was starting to get to know him. Bit by bit, my perception of him as this arrogant rude idiot was being replaced by the thought that he was a good listener, a kind person and, most of all, funny. Mark had a witty and quick sense of humour, and that is always the most attractive thing to me in a man.


I don't like to be serious all the time. I need to have some fun and banter. And Mark really was witty and quick. I'm very sharp – a lot sharper than people think – and I enjoy having a laugh with it. Brian is really funny as well, and that was one of the reasons we had clicked. So to be attractive to me, a guy has to be quicker and faster than me with humour, or at least be able to keep up. And Mark could. And I think he liked my humour. When I was joking around, I could see him kind of stop, and think, ‘Ooh, that's different and interesting’.


Slowly it dawned on me that I was starting to think of Mark as more than a friend. I was becoming attracted to him in a fancying kind of way. And that did horrify me, because I knew deep down he would be a bad choice of partner and I still thought he wasn't good-looking. But I couldn't help what I was starting to feel.


I remember saying to Mum, ‘Don't take this the wrong way, but I think I've got a weird crush on Mark.’


She shrieked, ‘You what?!’


And I said, ‘I don't fancy him, but he's funny, he's quick-witted. I don't know, there's just a bit of something.’


And of course, Mum being me mum, she wasn't happy. It didn't help that she had thought Brian was the absolute best catch ever, so no one was ever going to compete. She ended up telling Mark what I had said, but in her true style she added, ‘You fucking touch her, I'll kill you.’


She told me, ‘Mark shows me videos of him shagging girls, I swear it is like a different one every week, and I don't want my daughter to become one of those girls. Stay away from him!’ Surely hearing that should have made every alarm bell ring?


I'm not sure if she was warning us off each other to protect me, or if it was more a case that she just didn't want us together in case we left her out. She would always tell me, ‘Mark was my friend before yours’, and let me know when he would be spending time with her. So say I was out and about, or at home with the kids, she'd let me know:


‘Oh Mark's around, we're just having something to eat.’


It didn't bother me, so I'd say, ‘Alright, then, enjoy it.’


But it soon got that it was Mark and I who were hanging out all the time.


Then, one night in February, I had Mark's daughter Keeley, who was four by then, to stay when he needed someone to look after her at the last minute. The next day he asked, ‘Can I take you out for dinner as a thank you?’


I was surprised, as it was just a favour, but still thought he meant as mates, so I said, ‘Yeah, sure, no worries’.


We went out for a meal and got stuck into the drink, and before I knew it, I ended up back at his and fell into bed with him. I can't even remember the night properly, but I remember waking up the next day naked in his bed, and thinking, ‘Shit.’ My main worry was Mum finding out. I thought, ‘Oh God, she will go absolutely ballistic when she find out about this.’


Mum didn't like me having relationships – she never has done – because she loses me then. She is no longer my priority, which is something she has always hated. So I knew she would put up a fight against Mark and me.


But despite my initial panic the morning after, Mark and I as a couple made sense to me at the time. He had been growing on me more week by week, and although I didn't think we would actually end up as a proper couple, we had a laugh together. It gave me a confidence boost – and, to be honest, he took my mind off Brian. Plus there was a bit of me that liked us having it as a secret. It was a way of getting away from me mum's attempts to control me. I was like a teenager having a rebellious moment. So without discussing it, we kind of fell into a relationship, and I kept it quiet for a few weeks and we were just sneaking around. It was fun, and amusing, and he still kept me laughing. Basically, he laughed the knickers off me!


I liked making him laugh too. I remember at the time I was going to see a psychiatrist once a week, following on from my treatment the year before. And he sent me a text to see how I was going. I texted back, ‘I'm sexy as hell, but off me tree!’, which amused him.


Of course, I did end up telling Mum about Mark and me. ’Cause as frustrated as I got with her, she was still my best friend, and you always end up telling your best friend these things. So, two weeks later, I just blurted out, ‘Mum, I slept with Mark.’


‘You what?!’ As I had expected her to, she went ballistic. ‘What the hell did you do that for? Do you realise you will just be yet another girl to him? God knows, there is probably a video of you going around right now! You stupid idiot!’


But then she calmed down, and even admitted, ‘I've seen you growing closer and I'll give you it, you do seem to have fun together.’ Then she said something really bizarre, ‘You know what, no one will ever look after you better than what he will.’


And she seemed to accept the relationship, so for the next few weeks we all got on well. That was a result!


So well, in fact, that before I knew it, Mark had moved into mine, and went and got my name tattooed on his back! I couldn't believe he had done that. I had had boyfriends’ names tattooed on me before, but not after a few weeks of dating. Things were definitely moving fast. But there was, of course, a dark side to this: drugs. Take drugs out of the equation, and I guarantee 100 per cent Mark and I would never have ended up together. It was definitely the glue that tied us together. But date a dealer, and I guess it is inevitable that you get sucked into their world.


As for Molly and Lilly, they didn't spend that much time with him in the beginning. I liked to keep them for myself, and time with Mark was separate. But once he was living in the house, they got on well. He wasn't the type to actually play games with them, but they would tease each other, and they thought he was funny. Just the fact there was even a dad-type figure in their life was, I thought, a good start. So I was really happy that someone who was good with them had come into their lives, and they liked him. It wasn't just me anymore, and that felt like it might be a good thing for them. Perhaps, looking back, I didn't examine the situation carefully enough about my own motives. Because although my kids have always come first, and always will, I think at the same time there was a bit of me thinking that, because I had married Brian so young, I deserved to be a bit selfish and enjoy my life. I had given up five years of my life to Brian and being a mum, at an age when most other girls were out partying and having fun. I didn't at all regret my marriage – after all, my two baby girls came out of it – but there was a small part of me that felt like I did have some catching up to do, that I was entitled to it.


Then out of the blue, after six weeks, came that proposal in The Conrad, and suddenly our relationship was all about the long term. I mentioned Mark's proposal at the end of my book Too Much Too Young, and I made it sound ever so romantic. But it wasn't. I was just trying to convince myself at the time that I was doing the right thing. Deep down, I was very confused. The first days of being engaged are exciting, and different, and there were loads of ‘up’ moments, but really I had a horrible suspicion I was getting myself into a proper mess, that there was a dark side to our relationship. I kept pushing the feeling aside, telling myself nerves were normal after what had happened with my first marriage. And there were plenty of fun moments to celebrate.


One of the first things we did after we were engaged was a shoot with OK! magazine to discuss our news. I have done a lot of work with the magazine over the years, and love working with them. I have a weekly column with them, in which I get to put forward my views on the world and let people know what I am doing. And I have done literally hundreds of photo shoots with them. The shoots are always a lot of fun, and can happen anywhere in the world, with all sorts of dressing up involved.
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