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Vicky Pattison’s autobiography, Nothing but the Truth, was a Number One Sunday Times bestseller in hardback and remained in the Top Ten for seven weeks. Vicky’s first novel, All that Glitters, received rave reviews from her fans who fell in love with the witty one-liners and snappy comebacks Vicky is renowned for. She also has her own clothing range, jewellery collection and weekly column in New magazine. She is one of the original Geordie Shore cast and appeared in nine series of the hit MTV show, and is now the star of her own MTV show, Judge Geordie. In 2015, Vicky won the nation’s hearts and was crowned Queen of the Jungle in I’m a Celebrity . . . Get Me Out of Here. Vicky is a genuine Geordie Girl, born and bred in Newcastle.
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To my friends and family, especially my wonderful parents, Caroll and John, and my sister, Laura




Nothing
But the Truth




Prologue


I’ve made a mistake. And it’s a big one. I’m sat in a police cell wearing my pyjamas. It’s freezing cold and I’m sobbing uncontrollably. This is not how my life was supposed to turn out. I’m miserable, alone, overweight, anxious and terrified I’ve just totally messed up my career and my life. How the hell can I come back from this?




Chapter One


A Wey-Aye Welcome!


I was born on 16 November 1987 in Rake Lane Hospital, North Shields, weighing-in at 5lbs 11oz. Both my parents, Caroll and John, were twenty-nine and I was their first baby. Dad said I looked like a skinned rabbit, all long and thin and wiry. To be honest, that was probably the last time I was thin until now!


My sister, Laura Jane, arrived three-and-a-half years later, in August 1991. To this day she likes to stay close to my mam – she’s much more of a home girl whereas I’ve always been really independent and done my own thing. I adore my parents – I’m a real family person, but I stood on my own two feet from a really young age. I’ve always forged my own way, I think I get that from my mam. She’s a very strong, independent woman and has always been inspirational to me. We’re all feisty women in my family to be fair, and I wouldn’t be surprised if we’re descended from Boudica!


I’m like my mam in many ways, but in others I really take after my dad. Some people you can look and instantly see that they’re a total amalgamation of their parents, and that’s me. My mam is petite with blondey-brown hair, and I definitely look more like her; she’s also stubborn and outspoken and those are traits that she’s passed on to me. My dad loves a drink and going out and being around people so that’s where I get my really sociable side. I’ve also got his temper. My dad is a right grumpy bastard when he wants to be and there’s no point in denying it, I can be too.


The story of how my parents met is so romantic. They’re both from Wallsend, which is where I live now. Their parents, my grandparents, were all from there too so it will always be my home. It’s four miles from Newcastle city centre and four miles from the coast and is made up of lovely little families, there’s a real community feel. Back in the day all the dads worked down the mines or at Swan Hunters, the big shipyard on the River Tyne. Everyone knew each other and looked out for everyone else, and it’s still the same today.


My mam and dad went to the same school, The Buddle, when they were eleven years old; which still stands today. My mam said she knew she fancied my dad straight away but he tried to play it cool. He says he didn’t fall for her until later on, but I don’t believe a word of it. It’s impossible not fall in love with my mam.


They had their first kiss when they were fourteen and my mam was the one who kissed him apparently. She’s a woman after my own heart! You can see where I get it from now, the saucy little minx. My dad is shyer than she is, so I think he was a bit intimidated by her at first, but he soon fell head over heels. My maternal grandparents had turned their garage into a little youth club so all the kids could listen to music and hang out, and that’s where my parents cemented their relationship. It’s lovely to be able to go back to those places and see where it all began.


Once they got together that was it forever. They got engaged, got married and then along came me and then my sister. My parents are the main reason I want to get married, if it wasn’t for them I reckon I would have given up on men by now. Whenever I think: ‘I’m happy being single. Do I ever really want to settle down?’ I look at them and realise ‘that’s what life is about’. My grandparents on my mam’s side, Mavis and David – or Mave and Dave as we like to call them – celebrated their Blue Sapphire sixty-fifth wedding anniversary last year and they inspire me as well. I’m so lucky to have such amazing role models. There’s never been a divorce in my family, ever.


Everything I am today, and everything I’ve achieved, is because of my family and I couldn’t be happier. I couldn’t have done half of it without their constant support of me and belief in me. They’re the most amazing family anyone could ask for – they make me so proud and I don’t know what I’d do without them. There are so many shit people in this world and so many bad things that can happen – you’re really tested at times, and you need those people you can hold up as a beacon of hope.


My grandparents have always loved a party. We’ll go round to their house, have a coffee and pretend we’re being good, but it’s about five minutes before my granddad is dusting off a bottle of Pernod or whatever weird drink people bought him the previous Christmas or holiday abroad. It only takes one person to go into their house for him to see it as a party and, like my dad and I, he loves talking to people: he views all strangers as friends he hasn’t met yet. Even though he’s in his mid-eighties, granddad still loves being surrounded by people having fun; he’ll always have that massive party mentality in him. I think that’s filtered through the generations; when I was a teenager our house was always packed to the rafters with mine and Laura’s mates and my parents were always so welcoming to them.


My grandparents are quite old-fashioned and I would never swear in front of them or be as opinionated as I usually am, just out of respect to them. My granddad is the sweetest man; he still gives me a fiver every Sunday as he’s done since I was a kid. He’ll slide it across the table and say: ‘You’re still not too big to take some money from your granddad.’ I’ll always be their little granddaughter. I don’t think he really understands what I do for a living; I assume he thinks I’m an actress, and I’m happy with that. I’m going to allow him to believe it. Why not? It’s not hurting anyone.


My grandma is more savvy, though. She waits for granddad to go to bed and then watches Geordie Shore. I know she does, because she drops herself in it by mentioning things that have happened on the show. When Ricci and I were having problems and she saw Charlotte gossiping about me in an episode, she took me aside and said: ‘Don’t you let that little madam say anything else bad about you.’ My grandma Maeve will always want me to go in there and give as good as I get. I get some of my fiery personality from her as well as from my mam, she would never want me to be a doormat. She’s always on my side and always has an opinion, but I’m horrified when I know she’s been watching the show because it’s not for her eyes and ears!


My grandma has also passed down a real sense of pride in looking good just to me. She’s just turned eighty-four and is immaculate, she’s so well turned out and always has a new blouse or skirt she wants to show me. My cousin got married last year and grandma had been planning her outfits for about six months in advance – she looked amazing on the day. I really love my fashion and dressing smart and I totally get that from her.


My sister Laura is my best friend in the world. On paper she’s younger but in every other way she’s more mature. She left school at sixteen because, although she’s as sharp as a tack, she didn’t enjoy the academic side of things. She’s got a problem with authority, funnily enough – we’re definitely alike in that way! Laura didn’t like the idea of college or university, so she went straight into the workplace and worked her way up in HR and finance departments. She has done so well and is an accountant for Fenwicks in Newcastle now. She’s got a really old head on her shoulders and is so wise. Laura’s level-headed; we’ll go to each other for advice and are so protective of each other. There’s not a lot I wouldn’t do for her. Of course, that’s not to say we didn’t fight like cat and dog when we were growing up. We had our moments, like all siblings. She’s a real softie in some ways, so I’d often win arguments because I don’t like backing down. There’s not a lot you can do or say to upset me, but because Laura is more sensitive she would often run off to her room while I would be ready for round two.


Though Laura never enjoyed the academic side of school, I loved it. I was confident and a bit of a show off. I was always in the school plays and took any opportunity to be in the spotlight. I played Marty in Grease and Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz, and every time there were any kind of class performances I’d be right there in the middle of them.


I hung around with a really great group of girls who came from nice families and we all wanted to go to university and do well. I’m competitive and whatever I was doing I had to be the best at, whereas Laura was more laid back and had a group of mates who thought it was cool to be naughty. I just couldn’t get my head around that. I saw it as wasting their opportunities – they weren’t bothered about getting good marks or ever thinking about life after school.


I wasn’t a geek, but I was intelligent to the point where I struggled to pick my options because I liked so many subjects. I loved English literature and really fancied myself as a writer. I also liked Sociology because I’m interested in people, as well as Drama, French and History. However, I couldn’t get on with Maths and Sciences, mostly because I can’t talk my way out of those subjects. There is only one right answer with them, and if you can’t pinpoint that you can’t do well. Give me a four-hundred-page script for a play on a Monday and I could learn it by Wednes day, but I find working out an equation a thankless task. I liked essay questions where you could put your opinion across and try and get people on your side. I like people to see what I see and believe what I believe. There’s no room for manoeuvre in Maths.


I’m not kidding when I say that I’ve always wanted to be famous. I knew that I didn’t want a nine-to-five job because I would be bored. I loved the Spice Girls as soon as they came out, and I wanted to be like them. Victoria Beckham was my favourite, and I still love her now. I wanted to be fashionable like Posh and cute like Baby. The whole Girl Power message really resonated with me. I adored the idea of five girls being best friends and taking on the world. Even now, every time I go out with my mates for a night out I think we’re the Spice Girls and that we deserve loads of attention! We don’t by the way – we act like drunken wankers!


I come from a family of attention seekers. When we get the karaoke system out on Christmas day it’s like The Hunger Games. That mic comes out and the women are almost fighting to the death over it. Not one of us can sing, but you’d think we were Adele the way we act. Give my family a couple of sherries and all of us ladies want to warble while the men sit around shaking their heads and trying to avoid being dragged up for a duet. The exception is my granddad. He’s got a lovely little voice, bless him, and I could sit and listen to him all day.


I’ve always been really driven and ambitious; I think that ambition comes from my mam. My dad always worked hard in the civil service, but as soon as he got the opportunity to retire he took it, whereas my mam is still climbing the ladder. She never wanted to settle for anything and was always looking to find a job that was right for her. Even when my sister and I were young she had three jobs. Not because my parents struggled for money, but because she’s so determined and strong. She used to run a slimming club on a Wednesday and my dad would have to look after us. I remember those evenings so well. We’d walk around to the local Somerfield and were all allowed one bottle of pop, one bag of crisps and one bar of chocolate each. Dad would buy us a new Disney film on VHS each week, we’d all sit on the floor together and would have eaten our food and drunk our pop before the credits even started. I was a chubby kid!


Mam also ran a book fair during the day and worked for the RNIB, which is where she got the start in the career she’s doing now. She began on the lowest rung possible: putting envelopes through people’s letterboxes asking for donations. From there she got into being a telephone canvasser, and then she was promoted to team leader. Before she knew it, mam was their corporate fundraising manager and was planning massive RNIB events at the Dorchester Hotel in London, which people like Rod Stewart and even the Queen attended. She was this little lass from Wallsend and would go and stay up in London for three days a week and deal with all these amazing VIPs. She was so passionate about it.


Mam never wanted to leave Newcastle completely for the bright lights of London. Geordies are very proud of the region, and very loyal, and her plan was always to find a local charity where she could really help to make a difference in the place where she grew up. These days she’s the managing fund director for The Chronicle Sunshine Fund. The Chronicle is our local paper and the charity raises money for disabled and disadvantaged kids in the North East. She’s continuing to make massive changes to people’s lives. I wish mam woke up each morning and knew what a difference she was making, but rivers run deep with her and she always thinks she can do more.


Watching her work so hard and do so well has kept me focused. I love strong women generally. I am so pro-women and I see no reason at all that we can’t do anything a man can do. I like it when I look at a woman and think ‘you do not give a fuck’. My mam has instilled in me that if you work hard you can achieve anything and I’ll always be grateful for that.


I had such a lovely upbringing and I know how lucky I am to be able to say that. The only times I ever cried was when I was about eight or nine and the boys at school teased me for being a bit chubby, but it wasn’t the end of the world. I realised quite young that we have a fat gene in my family and all of the women struggle a little bit to stay in shape. We’re like The Klumps. We’re all quite short, so an extra stone shows up on us really easily, whereas someone taller could get away with it. Unfortunately all of the Pattison women also seem to fall for skinny men, which doesn’t help.


Growing up I was very tall for my age, and bigger than the other girls. I’ve always had a real sense of self-awareness, even when I was a kid, so I knew I looked a bit different to them. I was just a bit sturdier and more robust! We’re a proper Northern family and we used to sit down to have big meals together. You had to finish what was on your plate, even if you weren’t that hungry, because there were ‘starving kids in Africa’. As a result I probably overate quite a lot as a kid so I was always on the chubby–fat border.


It was never a problem that I was a bit rounder than my mates until I went to middle school, because then I wanted the boys to fancy me. I didn’t want to be the chubby one anymore and it was when I got into sport that things started to change for me. The weight didn’t suddenly drop off, but it definitely helped. I initially started being sporty because of my competitive nature, but I was very happy that one of the side effects of that was slimming down a bit.


When you’re really young PE just involves running around and having fun, but once I was in middle school I got more into team sports like netball, hockey and even women’s rugby for a while, and I pushed myself because, as ever, I wanted to be the best. I felt like there was no point in playing unless you could either win yourself or be on the winning team. I still feel the same way now.


I’ve never been a lazy person or one to rest on my laurels so if there was a lunchtime netball practice, I’d be there. After school rehearsals for the play? Count me in. Extra French tuition? Definitely. I was constantly busy. Believe it or not there was a time when my mam was worried about me being too academic. In retrospect this was a bit embarrassing – what a helmet! I always had my head in a book and she thought I should be outside having fun. Of course, all of that did come later.


I flourished in my first year of high school. I lost a few pounds and I got a huge fringe, which was the height of sophistication at the time. I used to brush it over a can of hairspray to get the right shape, and then I’d use another can of hairspray to practically glue it in place. Then I’d get my curly brush and roll it around and around underneath it and spray it all over again. Everyone had fringes like that, honestly. The bigger your fringe, the hotter you were. Clothes-wise, I used to wear a lot of hand-me-downs from my older cousin Louise, and I had this pair of gold Dr Martens that I thought were the absolute business, though looking back they were properly disgusting. They even came with a spare can of gold paint in case you scuffed them – those shoes were my pride and joy for a long time. I also tried to dress like my favourite celebrities, so for instance I’d team high-waisted jeans with cropped tops so I looked like a cross between Posh Spice and Kelly Kapowski from Saved by the Bell. I see girls wearing similar things nowadays so they can’t have been too hideous, can they?!


Because I was always on the go and had my fingers in so many pies I knew loads of different people and was well-liked. It may sound a bit knobby, but I never struggled with anything at school. I didn’t get bullied and I was never a bully. I think picking on someone you know is weak or vulnerable is sick. If I’m going to disagree with someone, I would rather disagree with someone bigger and harder than me because they can take it. When people target others because they’re smaller or weaker it’s horrible.


I often found myself standing up for people who couldn’t stand up for themselves. You have to be pretty tough in Newcastle and I always was; I could take care of myself. There were kids at my school from some of the hardest families in the North East, and they could literally smell fear. I knew from the moment I started high school I couldn’t let anyone sense any weakness in me because they would go in for the kill, so I was always on alert.


I had a really big group of friends throughout middle school and that carried on into high school. In the beginning we were all really close and we stuck together, but then some people started to splinter off and things changed. When I got to be about thirteen it suddenly became cool to go out and smoke, standing on street corners with your mates, and because I didn’t want to do those things, I lost my popular edge a bit. I’d have friends round to mine to watch a DVD instead of going to the park to get drunk and that affected my popularity. The really cool kids were the ones who were a bit rough and I didn’t want to be the kind of person who didn’t try. I ended up having quite a few run-ins with some of my mates because I didn’t want to sneak out of school for a fag or get sent out of class for being an idiot. I didn’t think it was cool then and I don’t think it’s cool now. To this day it really irks me that there are people that thing being cheeky or disrespectful makes you look clever or funny. It just makes you look immature.


It’s funny because people often say to me: ‘I bet you were a right chav at school’ or ‘I bet you were well rough’, but I was the opposite. I walked my own path and I always looked up to my elders. I still do. I used to cringe when people would answer the teachers back or be rude. It just didn’t do it for me – I was never the one throwing chairs about. I got my head down, I did my work and I did well. You’re meant to do the best you can with your life and I wanted to make my family proud. For a long time I was one of what we used to call ‘flyers’; kids who would do extra classes. So instead of doing one foreign language, I did do two. As a result I was friends with the geeks as well as the trendy girls and boys. My friendship group was far-reaching and I liked that.


When I think back to my school days, though I may not have run with the really so called ‘cool’ kids, I’m the one having the last laugh now. I bump into some of those people who were too busy acting the idiot to do any work, and they’re my age with four kids. Maybe that’s what they wanted from life, but it was never going to be enough for me. Fair play to anyone who does what they want to do and is happy – I wouldn’t want to judge someone for their decisions, but I know there were girls at my school who had so much more potential – they could have done amazing things and they threw it away for boys and booze.


That’s not to say I didn’t still have my moments of rebellion. When I got to about fourteen or fifteen my mates and I started experimenting with drinking. We used to go this place called ‘the rocks’, which wasn’t a cool bar or anything; it was literally a collection of rocks that was hidden away from the bizzies. I would manage to get six alcopops, and there would also be Lambrini passed around for us to share. Some utter idiot always bought some 20/20 along, which is like lighter fuel, but only the bravest (and stupidest) amongst us would touch that.


That was around the time I started kissing boys too, usually after a few drinks. My first ever official kiss was with a boy called Stuart when I was away in Fuerteventura on holiday with my family when I was thirteen. It was an all-inclusive resort and the entertainment crew used to come round during the day and ask if you wanted to play games. Of course, competitive Vicky was right in there, so it would end up being just me and all the dads taking part. Then one day there was this young lad who joined in and our eyes met across the water polo court. I was in love. He was fifteen, so a much older man and, in my eyes, well sophisticated.


We started flirting with each other a bit (at least I think I was flirting. I hadn’t done much of it before) and then one evening, while all of the parents were watching some terrible band perform in the bar, we sneaked out and sat on a sun lounger outside. I knew he was going to try and kiss me and I remember being so excited but completely mortified because I didn’t have a clue what to do. He held my hand and I had the sweatiest palm in the world. I was going through puberty so I was a sweaty mess anyway, and when you heap a load of nerves on top of that I was like a swimming pool. He asked me if I’d kissed anyone before and I was like ‘yeah, of course!’ but inside I was thinking: ‘I’m going to be shit and he’s going to know this is my first time. He’s going to think I’m a freak.’


He went in for the kill, so I cast my mind back to all of the kissing scenes I’d watched in countless episodes of Sweet Valley High over the past few years and hoped for the best. I don’t think it was what you’d call a good kiss. I thought you just moved your head around a lot so looking back I was probably like a limp noodle darting all over the place. My cousin Louise had told me that the technique was that he sucked your top lip and you sucked his bottom one, so I tried to do that initially but it wasn’t the best advice I’ve ever had. Then, all of a sudden, I felt his tongue in my mouth and I was like ‘woah, Louise didn’t tell me about this’. I don’t think she was as experienced as she made out. Thankfully Stuart was nice enough not to point out that I was absolutely dreadful at kissing.


Stuart was from Coventry so when we got home we spoke on the phone every night for about two weeks and I was smitten. Sadly things soon fizzled out and it wasn’t to be. But part of me is hoping that he reads this and gets in touch because I remember him being very cute, like some kind of Ryan Gosling type. Then again, for all I know he’s more like Mr Bean these days.


I felt like I returned from Fuerteventura a new, more experienced woman. I had a tan and I was the proud owner of my first tash-on. Now I was ready for more! My first UK-based snog will have happened in a nightclub called Ikon, at an under-eighteens night. When I was that age, under-eighteens nights were the best things that ever happened to me. I used to put my glad-rags on and go along and dance to happy hardcore music like Scooter. Some of the clubs had foam parties so you’d leave looking like a drowned rat, feeling like you’d just had it large in Ibiza.


The most fun we had was doing deliberate laps around the club with your mates all huddled in a little pack, where you would try and catch the eye of a young gentleman. If you made eye-contact they would come over with the very creative line ‘do you want to score with my mate?’ You’d check out the mate and if you didn’t fancy them you’d say ‘no’, and then their answer would always be: ‘well, do you want to score with me then?’ It was normally a ‘yes’ because the better-looking one always did the asking.


This will sound terrible but we used to have a points system so that the more people you could neck-on with the more points you got. It sounds a bit slaggy, but we were only young and it was all very innocent. To be brutally honest, I can’t actually tell you the name of the first lad I kissed back in the UK because it was definitely a total random in a dark corner. I would love to say he was really attractive but he was probably a bit of a troll.


I don’t think I got really good at kissing until I was about fifteen and I started to go into actual town. Going to the Bigg Market for the first time felt like all of my dreams had come true. It’s this area in Newcastle, full of clubs and bars and it’s always bouncing. During the day it looks horrendous. It’s like a war zone with kebabs thrown everywhere and random stilettoes lying on the floor, but at night it’s the place where dreams are made.


When my mates and I were fifteen we couldn’t afford to be choosy about where we went out. We couldn’t go drinking on the Quayside with all of the footballers because none of us looked old enough – also we couldn’t afford to – so we went to the couple of places we knew we would probably get into. They’re where I spent some of the best years of my life until I was about seventeen and could get hold of some fake ID and get into the posher places. But I still go back to the Bigg Market now for the nostalgia of it. It also holds a special place in my heart because it was where I met my first proper boyfriend.




Chapter Two


Dean-age Dreams


Every year without fail, we’d have a family summer holiday where my mam, dad, Laura and I would go to Greece, Tenerife or Ibiza and have the best time. But each summer we also used to go to a caravan park called Haggerston Castle near Berwick-upon-Tweed. It was a family tradition and it was like going to a Haven Holiday Park. It had a pool and a bowling alley and a big nightclub where they’d have Diana Ross impersonators and discos for the kids. It was horrific – and I loved it!


When I got to about fifteen I was allowed to take a mate along with me, so my friend Sarah came and we Dean-age Dreams went off on our own; horse riding and sunbathing. There were loads of lads there and we felt properly grown-up. One day we were hanging out in the clubhouse and we met these two lads, Dean and Dennis. I fancied Dean straight away, I thought he was so beautiful: he was 6' 3" and tanned with dark hair and the bluest eyes you’ve ever seen in your life. I loved him instantly, but I didn’t think he would be interested because he was seventeen, which made him virtually an adult. He seemed like a proper grown-up and I felt really intimidated because he was so much more worldly than I was. He had a job as an apprentice joiner and everything, whereas I was only gearing up to sit my GCSEs.


We all spent a bit of time together over the next few days but no matter how much I tried to use my new and improved flirting skills on Dean, nothing happened between us. I thought he probably saw me as massively young and a bit of a tit. When the holiday came to an end I decided to forget about the summer romance that never was and told myself that the guy of my dreams was probably just around the corner. I wasn’t exactly desperate for a boyfriend but my mates were starting to get together with people and it felt like the right time for me to meet someone. I saw a few guys here and there and did a bit of tashing-on, but there was no one I liked as much as I had liked Dean, and I began to wonder if I would be single forever.


One night, just before my sixteenth birthday, about nine months after I’d met Dean, I was out in town with a big group of girls. We were all dancing like nutters when all of a sudden my mates Nicola and Emma started staring at someone over my shoulder. I turned around and was faced with the most gorgeous man I had ever seen in my life – again. Guess who? I went bounding up to him like a lunatic and shouted ‘Dean!’ really loudly at him. He stared at me like I was crazy and seemed to have no idea who I was. I was so breathless and excited I burst out: ‘It’s me! Vicky! From Haggerston Castle! Do you not remember me? You’re Dean, from Dean and Dennis!’ He looked really confused and replied: ‘I know who I am, but I have absolutely no clue who you are?’ I was gutted. Talk about awkward.


I was totally mugging myself off and my mates were all looking at me as if to say, ‘What the hell are you doing? Walk away you utter dick!’ But I wasn’t about to let him slip away from me again. I was older and wiser now. However, instead of rolling out some smooth chat-up lines, I started digging myself deeper and deeper into a massive hole of shame. ‘Don’t you remember me? You walked me to my caravan one night? We didn’t really speak much?’ I bellowed over the strains of Beyoncé’s ‘Crazy in Love’. Dean stood there with his mouth open with a mixture of abject terror and embarrassment on his face. But he was so gorgeous it was like I’d been hypnotised into being an utter arse. Despite feeling like I wanted the dance floor to turn into a massive sinkhole and swallow me up and transport me back to the non-humiliating safety of my mates, I had this feeling that I never wanted to leave him. It was one of those feelings that you only really get a couple of times in your life, and they’re so much more intense when you’re younger. I felt like I was in a film. Ok, looking back it was more Bridget Jones than The Notebook, but at the time I didn’t think I’d ever feel like that again. To this day I don’t really think I have.


Thankfully, my persistence eventually paid off, and after another agonizing ten minutes of talking he finally admitted that he remembered who I was. That has to be the worst (and cruelest) case of playing it cool I’ve ever come across. Dean told me he and a couple of his mates were going on to Baha Beach Club, which was a pretty grown-up place to go in those days and you couldn’t get in if you were underage. He asked where my mates and I were heading and I had to think on my feet because we were planning on staying where we were, for the simple reason that they’d actually let us in. I said as casually as possible that we hadn’t decided yet (like we had options) and he invited us to go with him. I said yes instantly, but inside I was thinking, ‘Shit, what if I get knocked back?’


After much persuasion my mates agreed to come along with me and – it was a miracle! – they let us all in. To me that was a sign that the rest of the night was going to be amazing as well, and I was right. After a few cheeky shots Dean and I had our first kiss – it was everything you want a first kiss to be . . . and more. There were fireworks going off all over the place and pandas playing violins. I was smitten.


I went back into school on the Monday and I told everyone about this amazing guy I’d met. I was so proud. It didn’t ever cross my mind that I might never see him again. I just knew there was something between us and everything was going to be fine. I just knew.


I was right. From that night on Dean and I were inseparable. We used to meet up in town each week with our mates and we’d spend the whole night tashing-on with each other all over Newcastle like no one was watching. For my sixteenth birthday he bought me an imitation diamond bracelet from Beaverbrooks jewellers, which back then was the height of luxury. I felt like I was Posh Spice and he was my very own David Beckham. His family were great and he got on really well with mine, and we hated being apart. I think my mam and dad thought I was going to marry him. And back then I think I did as well. We would walk each other to bus stops just so we could spend those extra few minutes together waiting for the bus to come, and we’d be on the phone to each other seconds after we’d said goodbye. He was the sweetest guy you could ever meet and was so nice to me. I felt like life couldn’t get any better, even if we were both a bit skint.


I’d always wanted to work and as soon as I could go out and get a job, I did. I wanted my own money that I’d earned. My first job was in Shelley’s shoes in the Metro Centre, which was a dream come true for me because I got a good discount. I gathered such a brilliant shoe collection. My mates would come in and chat on a Saturday and I used to get told off by the manager constantly, but I felt like I was really grown-up because I was getting wages each week. Dean was still doing his apprenticeship and was paid a pittance so we had virtually no money between us, but we made the best of things. We always managed to have a good time even if we were broke. We loved each other’s company so much that we didn’t need tons of cash to have fun.


Dean was the first lad I ever had sex with and I didn’t sleep with him until I was sixteen-and-a-half, which was a lot later than some of my mates, though a lot earlier than others. I wanted to make sure I was totally ready before I jumped into anything and we’d been going out together for about eight or nine months at that point so he was very patient with me, especially considering he was older. I was so lucky to find someone so lovely. Our relationship reminded me of my parents’ in a way. It was very uncomplicated and genuine and we had such a fondness for each other.


I remember trying to set up some of my mates with some of Dean’s mates and a few of them had a bit of a tash-on but it wasn’t very successful. What I really wanted was one of my friends to get together with his pal Ricky because he had a car and I thought it would make things so much easier, but sadly none of my attempts ever stuck.


This may be a good time to address the whole ‘tash-on’ thing. Loads of my mates are up in arms about it. Everyone assumes it’s a Geordie thing but actually it’s my mates and I who made it up years ago. A lot of people in Newcastle say ‘neck-on’, which never made sense to us because kissing is nothing to do with your neck, it’s all about your tash area. I can’t even remember where it came from. I think maybe one of our dads said ‘aye, have you been out on the razz tashing-on?’ so we just rolled with it and have said it ever since. I took it into Geordie Shore and used it and all of a sudden everyone assumed it’s what Geordies say. We should have got it copyrighted!


When the time came for me to move from high school to sixth form I grew up a lot, quite quickly. I stayed on at the same school and though I still performed well in lessons and joined every club I could, I also started going out more and seeing Dean whenever I got the chance. I guess I got a bit more reckless in some ways and I started challenging authority because I was older and I wanted to have even more of a voice than I’d had before. I was getting bored of education and I was ready for new things. I felt like I’d done Newcastle: I’d been at the same school since I was thirteen; I’d been going out in town since I was fifteen; I’d had the same friends for years. As far as I was concerned I’d seen it all and done it all. I was a big fish in a small pond and I couldn’t wait to get my teeth into something new.


When I was seventeen I left Shelley’s and got a part time job working at Kookai, which at the time was the place to work. In fact, while I was working there I met Cheryl Cole. She came up and asked for a top in another size and I didn’t realise it was her until someone pointed it out afterwards. I remember her being tiny and polite, and I wish I’d had more of a chat with her because I’m a typical Geordie girl in that I think she’s amazing. Everyone in Newcastle does. Charlotte and Sophie were lucky enough to go to her concert last year and meet her, but I couldn’t go and I’m still gutted. Cheryl if you’re reading this, I love you!


Kookai was so cool and grown-up, and I was hanging out with all of these fabulously cosmopolitan girls. One had done a season in Zante and was studying fashion at university, and another girl had done a season in Malia and was doing a Chemistry degree. Working with those girls opened new doors for me. I started going to better clubs because all of the bar and club promoters would come in and offer us guest lists for all of the best places in town. We would all get really dressed up and go out together which made me feel more mature and also made me hanker after bigger and better things. Once you have a taste of the glamorous life you want more of it, and I wanted as much as I could get.


I felt like I was juggling two lives between sixth form and Kookai and I started to let my standards slip a bit education wise. I was taking A-levels in Sociology, Performing Arts, English Literature, French and General Studies, but my heart wasn’t really in it. I know that some of this will come as a shock to people but I’d left high school with really good grades. I got As and A*s in my GCSEs, but A-levels were so much harder because I had a job and boyfriend and an amazing social life. I was flitting about in my gorgeous Kookai clothes with my fabulous new friends and in my head I was already at university. I felt like there was nothing my teachers could tell me because I already knew it all. I got a real teenage godlike complex around that time. Most people get theirs when they’re a bit younger but for some reason mine kicked in at seventeen and that feeling hung around for quite a while.


I started to really get into a lot of trouble when I stopped going to my classes. For the first time, I was rebelling. I think that was the time when I lived my proper teenage years. I was going out five nights a week and selling shots in the evening in a club called Mood. I had a twenty-year-old boyfriend who owned a car who used to pick me up from college – I thought I was the bee’s-knees.


When I turned eighteen I became worse because I was officially an adult. I wanted the independence to be able to do whatever I wanted, when I wanted. I thought it was the coolest thing in the world that I had a thumbprint to get into a club in town called Blue Bambu. It was the height of technology at the time and everyone in Newcastle wanted to be a part of it. The manager of the club’s mam and dad lived on my street so I knew him, which is how I got my ‘in’. I used to rock up and see all of my friends from sixth form standing queuing up, hoping and praying they’d get in, and I’d waltz up to the front, kiss the manager and put my thumb onto this machine so it could read my print. I felt like I was James Bond. I’d be escorted straight through to the VIP area and I’m sure that’s when my ‘VIP edge’ first started. I knew I was destined for better things when I got thumbprint access.


I gave my poor mam a lot of trouble and my sixth form teachers were constantly on the phone saying: ‘Vicky isn’t attending. She’s got a forty-five per cent attendance rate for her classes and if she carries on like this she’ll have to pay for her own exams.’ They weren’t willing to put me up for the exams because they didn’t think I was going to pass. I must have put my mam through hell because she constantly had to answer the phone to these ranting teachers, but she dealt with it brilliantly and even though she gave me a good kick up the backside a few times, she had faith in me.


My sixth form’s lack of belief turned out to be a bit of a blessing in disguise to be honest. It made me determined to prove them wrong – I knew I could do it. So when it came to the exams I managed to convince them to let me sit them, despite having done the minimum amount of work possible. I was a bright girl and knew I could get good grades if I put my mind to it. In the run up to the exams I really focused, and then crossed my fingers that I’d done enough.


Dean and I were both young and a bit daft in some ways, but we ended up staying together on and off for two-and-a-half years. It wasn’t all plain sailing. In 2005 we went on holiday to Malia at the same time with our mates and both ended up kissing someone else, which was a nightmare. One of his friends just happened to see me tashing-on with some lad in a bar, and then another of his friends told me he’d done the same thing. We were both as much to blame, but I was completely inconsolable and our relationship suffered so much as a result that I wondered how we could ever come back from it. We rowed about it for weeks and were on the brink of splitting up so many times. One minute we couldn’t be around each other, the next we couldn’t live without each other. In the end we accepted that we were both on holiday with our friends, we were drunk and it wasn’t the end of the world. But it did change things for both of us, even though we carried on pretending it didn’t.


Looking back now I wasn’t old enough to deal with my feelings and the intensity of the relationship. If I had met Dean when I was twenty-four we would be married now without a doubt. He is that man; he’s that perfect person. I still know him now and I see him around town sometimes. He’s got a new girlfriend who is absolutely beautiful and I’m so glad he’s happy. But to this day he will always be the one that got away.


My problem – if it is a problem – is that whatever I have I’ve always wanted more out of life. I’ve never been content with what I’ve got and always want to do better. I have such a fierce drive that I want it all. At that time, I wanted an amazing career and getting married young wasn’t a part of my plan. I think there have been times in the past where I’ve overlooked guys who may have been right for me because I wonder if there’s something else out there. Not romantically, but professionally.


When I finished my A-level exams I wanted to go and do a season in Magaluf, then after that I had always planned on going to university. Ultimately, that’s what led to Dean and I breaking up. I wanted to do all of those things so I did them without much thought for whether our love could survive it. There was no blazing row or big drama, I just knew that I had plans and those plans wouldn’t have worked if I’d been with someone. I guess looking back I did the breaking-up for those reasons, but I think of it as a mutual decision. We both knew our relationship couldn’t work unless I was content to stay in Newcastle for the rest of my life, get a job locally and settle down. That was never going to happen.


I was eighteen and ready to take on the world, and so I was very matter-of-fact and almost callous about our break-up. Of course within a matter of weeks I regretted my decision and I missed him like crazy. I wanted him back so badly because he was the most decent and gorgeous bloke I’d ever met, but by then he’d already moved on. A lad like him wasn’t going to stay on the market for long. He had been snapped up and I’d missed my chance. Even now I feel bitter towards the girl that ‘stole’ him from me, even though it was my choice to split up and he was a free agent. I know it’s irrational but when I see her in Newcastle I feel angry about it – there is no love lost between me and her. Husband thief! And she was a stripper. And not a very attractive one in my opinion.


I’d well and truly lost Dean and I was heartbroken. It was only when I saw him with someone else that it really hit me how much I loved him, but I had no right to try and get him back. I’d burned that bridge to the ground. But a part of me will always love him. You never forget your first love and I think it’s almost impossible to cut off all of your feelings entirely because you’ll always think ‘what if ?’ Even now when we bump into each other I’m transported back to being sixteen and head over heels in love with him. There’s nothing I can do about that and we’ve tried to be friends, but can you ever really be friends with an ex? We’ll get to that later!


Having said all of that, I genuinely hope that Dean and his current girlfriend have loads of happy years ahead of them. I had my chance and I walked away and hopefully there is someone else incredible out there for me. When I look back it’s hard to imagine how different my life would have been if we’d never broken up. I could be married with kids now, living in a semi-detached in Newcastle and working in M&S. I’d probably be really settled and fat!


The lovely thing about my relationship with Dean is that he gave me such a great attitude towards men and because of him I really trusted them for a long time after we split up. Even though I’d been hurt by our relationship ending I wasn’t afraid of falling in love again. Back then I believed that any person I bumped into could have been the love of my life and I always kept that hope alive. I didn’t think there were bad lads. I felt like I was Superwoman and that any man could be my Superman. That’s what your first love should do for you. Sadly, I’m more distrustful of men now, but I will never stop wanting to fall in love and find the right person.


Thankfully I had Magaluf to focus my energies on after Dean and I broke up. As soon as my exams were done I fucked off without a second thought, and I ended up having one of the best summers of my life. Magaluf was like Newcastle with sun and the best laugh ever. I went away to try and forget about home for a while, but of course my A-level results were always in the back of my mind. If I didn’t get the grades I needed I wouldn’t be going to university, and that would have been a disaster for me. It was a huge part of my life plan.


The day the results came out my mam was straight on the phone to me and my heart was racing. She sounded upbeat which I saw as a good sign, and when she said ‘you’ve got four As’ the relief was incredible. Mam said that when she went to get my results my Sociology teacher – the one who had been making all of the calls to my mam saying I wasn’t going to pass – came shuffling over with his tail between his legs and said to my mam: ‘Oh, she managed to pull it out of the bag!’ Mam just smiled at him, but I like to think that moment made up for all of the shit I put her through that year.
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