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  I have often wondered where I would be without my boobs. They are a very prominent 30 FF and in a strange way they have defined my life over the past twenty years. They’ve

  brought fun, opportunity, attention and drama. They’ve been misunderstood, exploited, loved and admired, ridiculed and humiliated. I thought it only appropriate to dedicate my first

  autobiography to THEM. Let’s face it, they have created far more headlines than any rugby player or A-list Hollywood movie star that I have dated, more than any sacking from a mainstream TV

  show, or any film that I have actually starred in. If anything, they have been the most consistently spoken about thing in my career. I have basically built an empire around them. They are my loyal

  friends!
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  The End




  January 2007




  That week was crazy. It was pilot season in Los Angeles and I was going from audition to audition, juggling callbacks, driving to meetings, on the phone to my agent. I’d

  just been asked to test for a US TV show called Samantha Who? for ABC. Life was exciting. Things were happening. Billy Zane and I were engaged and living in a stunning Spanish duplex

  apartment in Hancock Park, a pretty, sleepy, bohemian part of LA, where the houses were old and the streets were leafy. I was exactly where I wanted to be.




  Billy was directing a film, RedLine, on the Paramount lot just down the road, and I was at home when my mum called. I was immediately worried. Not because I had a sixth sense or

  anything, but because she rarely called during the week, and if she did, it was bad news.




  ‘Kelly?’ Her voice sounded anxious. I sat down. ‘I have something to tell you.’ She paused. She was clearly very upset. ‘Your dad has been to the doctor’s

  about those lumps in his neck and they are calling us back in to the hospital.’




  Lumps in his neck? It didn’t sound good. A couple of years earlier, my dad had had a cyst removed from his neck, but I’d always thought he was fine. He was a fifty-seven-year-old

  scaffolder from Kent, the sort of bloke who was always fine. He was a rock. He drank like a fish and smoked like a chimney, but nothing touched the sides. He would be back at work the next day,

  laughing with his mates, still cracking the same old jokes. But it turned out my mother had been worried about his health for a while. She had originally put his pale skin and thin frame down to

  the fact it was winter and he was working hard. But then my dad had started to complain about having trouble swallowing. There was something pressing on his oesophagus and it had worried my mother

  enough for her to do some online research. Over the course of a few days, she had begun to suspect non-Hodgkin lymphoma, an aggressive form of cancer that affects the lymph nodes. They were due to

  go to the hospital for a biopsy the following day.




  I was in shock. I knew my parents were heavy drinkers and smokers – everyone was where we lived – but I wasn’t expecting this. I immediately telephoned my friend Mina,

  who’d had ovarian cancer and had come out the other side. She was a health food fiend who believed in alternative cures and that eating properly, loading up on macrobiotic food and looking

  after yourself was the way to beat cancer. And she was living proof. So I called and explained my father’s condition and she put me at ease. He could get through this, she said, but the

  biopsy would be very dangerous and would multiply the cancer cells, so my father must drink miso soup to stop the internal bleeding. I called my parents back immediately to tell them this, and

  suggested to my dad, as advised by Mina, that he soak kombu seaweed and cabbage together to form a sort of poultice and wrap it round his neck to reduce the cyst or tumour. I’m pretty sure my

  parents must have thought I was certifiable when I finally put down the phone.




  I knew I’d gone all hippy-dippy LA. In fact, the full-blown total hippy-dippy LA with tantric bells on. But I couldn’t help it. I think it was panic. I felt powerless: I was miles

  away from home, I couldn’t do anything, and I didn’t like it. I am not that sort of person. I always fix things. I am the go-to fixer in our family. So instead of doing nothing, having

  a cry and trying to come to terms with the situation, I sprang into action. I ordered packets of miso online and I went shopping at Erewhon – the organic and natural food store – for

  the kind of supplies I’d need if I was going to get Dad to go ‘alternative’.




  Next, I blew out the auditions, cancelled my callbacks, sent my apologies to the studio, called up Billy on set and told him the situation, then booked myself on the first flight home.




  Just as I was boarding, my mother called to say the biopsy had gone well but they had seen a speck on the X-ray of Dad’s lung. They weren’t sure if it was malignant, but they’d

  know more on Friday, when they would get the test results back.




  I flew on the Thursday and landed on the Friday morning with a suitcase full of wholegrains, seaweed, cabbage, miso soup, twig tea and rice syrups. Surely, I determined as I battled my way out

  of Heathrow, my parents had to wake up and realize it was time to eat more healthily, to stop the drinking and the smoking and exercise a little? It was not much of a sacrifice when you considered

  the rewards.




  My brother, Damian, and his girlfriend, also called Kelly, were about to have a beautiful baby girl, and they already had Thomas, who was nearly two. What a joy to watch your grandchildren grow

  and share with them all you knew. Not only that but Damian had just returned after a year in Afghanistan, where he had been based in Helmand, one of the most dangerous regions of the country. There

  was so much to celebrate: a son returning home safe from war, the arrival of their first granddaughter, and I was planning my wedding and had just bought a beautiful farmhouse twenty minutes from

  their home. I had been living in LA for a number of years, but after my nephew had been born, I’d decided to move back. My mother had been deeply worried about my brother during those months

  he was in Afghanistan and I felt the family needed me around a little bit more.




  As soon as I got home I dumped my suitcase and drove like the crazy woman I clearly was to my parents’ house, where they were waiting along with my brother. My mother was so anxious that

  when I arrived she was already sitting in the car, ready to go to the hospital to get the test results.




  I remember thinking there was such negative energy in the hospital and being shocked at the expression on my parents’ faces; they had always been so strong and invincible, and now they

  both looked sick and grey with worry. It was the hardest experience of my life, and as I sat down in the doctor’s office, I nearly burst into tears.




  The doctor was an odd man who, in that typically British stiff-upper-lipped way, tried to be light-hearted. My dad joined in and they shared a couple of simply hilarious jokes. The doctor

  informed us the biopsy had come up clear and there was no sign of cancer in the lymph nodes, but before we all had a chance to exhale, he carried on, saying my dad’s condition was very

  serious and he was worried the speck on his lung could potentially be cancerous. My poor mum started to cry, while my father looked on in shock. It was so upsetting, and I could see my brother, who

  had been through so much already, trying to hold it together. The doctor wanted to do a biopsy of my dad’s lung. This would involve puncturing it. I was horrified. If he suspected my

  dad’s lung was sick, why would he perform such a serious procedure?




  I was on the verge of suggesting something else, something alternative, but I could see I’d get short shrift. My parents are of the generation that believes everything they are told by men

  in white coats; my LA ideas would only irritate them. On the way out, a nurse handed my mother a pamphlet full of helpline numbers and other information on how they could apply for sickness

  benefits. I know it was meant to be helpful, but it felt like they were saying he should just give up. There was not an ounce of positivity in that place.




  I drove to my parents’ house, and while they went to the pub, I cooked up miso soup with shiitake mushrooms and spring onions, and baked some fresh salmon. I boiled brown rice and added

  sautéed onions; I was desperate for them to like the food. I’d been online and found local organic markets and bought them cookery books so they could start thinking about eating a bit

  better. I went into my mum’s fridge and saw the usual blocks of cheese, pink sausages, white bread, marg and industrial-size packets of streaky bacon. I immediately wanted to chuck it all

  away, but I knew this would not make me popular.




  A few hours later, they rolled in. My dad was pretty drunk, so I handed him a non-alcoholic Beck’s, as he wouldn’t know the difference. Dinner was ruined, but I managed to salvage

  what I could. We all sat down, and because my dad was tipsy, he started to mimic the guy from Masterchef, critiquing every mouthful. It was hilarious. The more laughs he got, the more he

  ate, so I didn’t mind at all. Apparently, his friends in the pub had been teasing him and telling him not to worry, saying if anything were to happen to him, they’d look after my mum.

  My mum told me this, adding, ‘If that’s not a good enough reason for your dad to live, I don’t know what is.’




  The next day, he got up at 6 a.m. with a hangover to go to work. I went downstairs and suggested maybe he should take the day off, but he replied his friend was picking him up in fifteen

  minutes. I think he just wanted to get back to normal. He cursed me for giving him ‘that Beck’s’ as he felt properly dreadful. I chuckled, as I knew it had no bloody alcohol in

  it. I made him some twig tea and had just started heating the brown rice from the night before, adding some raisins and rice honey to sweeten it, when my dad snuck off. As he was getting into his

  truck, I ran out in my dressing gown to give it to him.




  ‘Dad, you forgot your breakfast,’ I shouted. He wasn’t going to get away that easily.




  For the next few days my parents came to stay in my farmhouse in the Kent countryside, where I tempted them with healthy soups made from local produce. We took walks in the orchard and played

  with Thomas and just savoured every moment. I don’t know how I did it, but I even managed to convince my father to come to a yoga class. It was hatha yoga and I told him it would be very

  relaxing and calming, and was something we could do together. He came once and spent most of the lesson chanting ‘om’s and being quite a distance from his toes.




  Naturally, I then bought the whole family crystals, explaining to them what each of the crystals did and how they could have healing properties. I was on an evangelical LA mission to educate

  them on alternative methods of healing, whether they wanted to listen or not. And I am pretty sure they were humouring me. During that week, I was going up to London to work on my first lingerie

  designs with New Look, but I called them every day to see what they were eating. I drove my mum nuts; I am sure they lied on a couple of occasions just to shut me up. It was a lot for everyone to

  take in, particularly for my father, who had to face the prospect of not working again, which was not only a financial worry but also a great loss, as he loved his job and his work colleagues more

  than anything. It was the only thing he’d ever known.




  On the day of his biopsy, I sent him some flowers and I went straight round to their house after work. Dad did not look good at all. The doctor had had to go into his lung twice, causing it to

  collapse by 30 per cent. But that was the least of it. The results came back fairly swiftly. My dad had non-small cell lung cancer, probably caused by smoking.




  ‘How long have I got?’ asked my dad, when the doctor delivered the news forty-eight hours later.




  ‘Six months,’ came the reply.




  ‘That’s a bummer,’ declared Dad, as we walked out of the hospital. ‘I’ve just taxed the car.’




  We all laughed. Typical Dad!




  On the way home, I suggested that before Dad started treatment, we should all take a trip. My dad couldn’t fly because of his collapsed lung, so the options were limited. But it would be a

  positive thing to do, to spend some time together as a family, and I offered to organize a wonderful weekend break in Paris, when we could visit the sights together and then pop over to Brussels to

  see my aunt, my mum’s sister, who lives there.




  While we were away, I asked my gardener to plant some vegetables and herbs in the garden so we’d be able to cook Dad some delicious soups later in the year. I had this fantasy that I could

  imbue the vegetables from my garden with cancer-curing properties if I spoke or sang to them – much like in the film Like Water for Chocolate. If I filled them with cancer-curing

  thoughts, then that’s just what they’d do. It sounds desperate, because I was. People do and believe in all sorts of extraordinary things when they are trying to save the life of

  someone they love. They’ll do anything, try anything in the hope that it makes a difference. And I was on a mission. I was trying to bring as much light, love and positivity to the situation

  as possible. My dad and mum had so much to cope with, I thought the way I could best help everyone was by staying upbeat. I even thanked the cancer for making us take the trip to Paris in the first

  place! If Dad hadn’t got cancer we wouldn’t have spent quality time together as a family, visiting some beautiful places and creating some lovely memories, so in a funny way I am

  grateful.




  Paris was fabulous. We went to Sacré-Coeur and walked under the stunning arches at Notre-Dame; we travelled out to Giverny to wonder at Monet’s beautiful gardens, where he painted

  some of his most famous works including Water Lilies. Then we went to Belgium to visit my aunt and decided to go shopping. My dad was looking a bit scruffy and was feeling very tired; his

  lung was not yet fully inflated and it was a huge strain to breathe. I dragged him into Hugo Boss and immediately demanded he buy the most ‘macking’ suit he could find. He was so

  reluctant, so exhausted that I had to force him. I picked out a wonderful grey pinstripe with pink lining and a beautiful salmon-pink shirt. He looked so handsome, and the suit fitted like a glove.

  We stepped out of the shop and all of a sudden, instead of walking thirty paces behind, he was striding ahead of all of us looking the bee’s knees.




  ‘Dad!’ I shouted after him. ‘Every time you go to the hospital now, you need to dress in your new suit looking like you mean business and you’re not a patient.’




  And he did. Every time he went for checks or chemo, my father popped on his Hugo Boss. It made him feel better.




  When we got back to the UK, Dad’s work friends threw him a leaving party at the local pub. However much he’d wanted to keep working, it just wouldn’t have been possible,

  especially once his treatment started. His friends awarded him a scaffolding spanner they’d hand-dipped in gold and engraved with the words ‘Ken Parsons, Best Scaffolder in the

  World’. I think my dad was tickled pink. They had all also chipped in to give him some money as a leaving present. My dad was so moved his eyes welled up and I thought he was going to cry,

  until one of his mates yelled, ‘Ken! You’d better not cry in here or we will give you something to really cry about.’




  By the end of the evening they were all plastered, and one of the younger scaffolders was crying, saying he’d miss my dad, which was a little ironic as my dad had wound him up hugely on

  the site. The poor young man once threatened to knock him out cold. But Dad’s spirits were really buoyed and he was touched by the generosity of all his colleagues and friends. I think when a

  life-changing event like cancer comes along, you realize just how much you’re loved.




  Over the next few weeks my dad began his cancer treatment. The chemo didn’t make him feel sick at all, but the steroids kept him awake at night. The following weekend was Mother’s

  Day, and on the Friday before, my brother’s girlfriend gave birth to a baby girl, Millie. There was so much to celebrate and I hosted a wonderful afternoon tea with scones and clotted cream,

  sandwiches, dressed crab and all sorts of hams and cheeses. Not exactly macrobiotic, but I allowed my parents to cheat! The whole family came, and I covered the house in daffodils and ordered fifty

  pink and white balloons.




  Between hospital appointments, Dad was desperate to keep busy, so over the coming weeks he would visit my house and do odd jobs: rebuilding the pagoda, cleaning the pool and keeping an eye on

  all the workers who were coming and going, making sure they were doing what they were supposed to. I ordered some easels and paints and would cook lunch or dinner while my dad worked or painted in

  the garden. Sometimes he and Mum would come and stay for a few days if they wanted a break. My house was only ten minutes from the hospital so it was handy when he was having treatment.




  We’d frequent different village pubs in Kent – Mum, Dad, me and now Billy who’d come to stay. My dad loved the Who’d a Thought It, where they have great food and serve

  all day; plus they serve champagne by the glass. One hot, sunny, lazy afternoon, we lucked out, as the landlord was wine-tasting, so we stayed all afternoon tasting a variety of Merlots and Pinots

  accompanied by chocolate mousse and fine cheese. It was heavenly and we all felt like we were on holiday.




  I got so much joy from those days as we spent quality time together, doing what we loved. Billy loved the movies, so he took my dad to see 300, about the Spartans and the Persians, a

  story my dad often spoke about. It amazed me how much energy my dad had that at every opportunity he wanted to do something. There was no sitting back and feeling sorry for himself. I remember one

  day I decided I wanted water lilies in my pond, so he immediately drove me to a nursery where they were farmed and bought some.




  I also remember ordering a fridge-freezer for the pool house. I got a call early one morning from the deliverymen asking where they should go. It was 8 a.m., so I told them to meet me in the

  orchard and I would be up there in a couple of minutes. After clocking that they had to lift it a few metres up the hill, they told me they only had a five-minute window to deliver the fridge and

  my time was rapidly running out. By the time I got out of the house, they’d flown, leaving a six-foot fridge-freezer in the middle of the garden. I complained to my dad, and then I complained

  to the store and was put through to various departments. When I hung up, Dad called me from his mobile and told me to meet him at the pool house. He had only lifted the massive fridge on his own,

  put it on his pickup truck and hauled it round. He’d put those horrid, lazy deliverymen who were fighting fit and the right side of forty to shame. My dad the hero.




  Dad had a few sick days while on the meds and hated having to go to the hospital. However, he did befriend an old flame of his brother’s, who was always on hand. She worked at the hospital

  and was continually checking in on him. I would wind up Mum about how lovely she was and how attentive. Mum didn’t find it very funny.




  In the end, when it was clear the chemo hadn’t worked, the doctor suggested radiation therapy. Dad would have to wait three weeks before he could start. He was extremely miserable at this

  point and wasn’t taking anything short of a miraculous recovery well. I had to do something. He couldn’t sit around on his own feeling depressed for three weeks; it would not be good

  for him. So I booked both of my parents flights to LA. Normally, it was my mum who refused to go anywhere, but this time it was my dad who freaked. I think it was all a little too much for him. But

  I was not taking no for an answer.




  LA was fabulous. We ate at the Little Door, a cute French restaurant on 3rd Street. We had meatballs with some old mates of mine; we ate fish at the glamorous Ivy at The Shore and visited Malibu

  and Venice Beach, hanging out with hunky surfers at Paradise Cove. We flew by helicopter from Little Pedro’s to Catalina Island. My dad had manicures, reiki, massages and pedicures. It was

  fantastic. We were only there for ten days, but it felt longer. My friends were wonderful, and my parents loved it. Weeks after we got back, they were still on a high.




  The radiation treatment was intense. It was ten minutes every day, and some days my dad was so very ill he said he felt like he’d been sunburned from the inside. However, on his good days,

  he spoke about going back to work and we all hoped he would, as he loved it so much.




  On one of his sick days, Billy bought him a bunch of self-help cancer DVDs, which they tried to watch together, but one of the DVDs got stuck in the player and he couldn’t get the thing

  out. Dad used every tool imaginable trying to rescue it, but he failed, and as he told me the story, I roared with laughter and said, ‘Dad, you’re the unluckiest man I have ever known.

  When are you going to get a break?’




  Anyone who has ever been in the desperate, miserable situation of watching a parent die will tell you that you take comfort from the stupid jokes about stuck DVDs, paying too much car tax and

  force-feeding them macrobiotic food. The little rays of sunshine help and sometimes manifest themselves in the weirdest of ways.




  So when I was asked if I wanted to take part in Strictly Come Dancing, I grabbed the opportunity with both hands. It may sound odd to say I was saved by Strictly Come Dancing

  – in fact, it probably sounds completely fatuous – but it is true. Not only did it mean I could stay in the UK, it also meant keeping regular-ish hours and seeing my dad. Having gone to

  stage school as a girl, I’d had quite a lot of dance training in the past, but it was a skill I hadn’t really used properly for a long while, and I knew it would be great to release my

  inner hoofer. And frankly, like almost every girl in the country, I loved the costumes.




  My God, the costumes! The Chrisanne workshop in Croydon, where some of the Strictly outfits are made, was an Aladdin’s cave of showbiz delights. I had never seen so many feathers,

  sequins, rhinestones or so much faux stretch leather. I also had no idea how much work and planning went into creating these handmade couture outfits. Croydon is the spiritual home of ballroom.

  Derek Hough and his sister, Julianne, from the American version, Dancing with the Stars, trained in Croydon. Dancers fly from all over the world to go to Croydon. Croydon is where

  ballroom’s at, and Chrisanne is its shimmering Swarovski-crystal-covered centre.




  Among the glitter and the feathers, I met with costume designer Su Judd, with whom I had worked on The Big Breakfast years before. Su knew what I liked and knew my body from the olden

  days, so she was brilliant. Every dress costs a small fortune to make and they are beautiful. The producers don’t let you keep them after the show unless you pay full price because Chrisanne

  sell them on afterwards and the frocks go all over the world: Japan, China, America. It really is an industry with global appeal.




  Before turning up, I’d researched lots of images of Marilyn Monroe in The Prince and the Showgirl and I had lots of 1950s-inspired ideas. Su and I then worked together to come up

  with the designs. Naturally I had to have bras sewn into everything because I’m so busty, so we always started with the bra and then built the outfit around it. Support is everything when

  you’re jiggling about. They are hugely unforgiving outfits; every lump, bump, ripple and bulge is on show.




  The Strictly season kicks off in late summer, when the line-up is announced and you do a photo shoot in your costume. Then the producers announce they’re going to pair you with

  someone, and you have no idea who it will be! There’s always a huge amount of speculation about who is going to be put with whom. I was adamant, saying, ‘I don’t mind who it is

  just so long as it is not Brendan Cole.’




  Brendan was supposed to be the fiery, moody one and he had a reputation for being a bit of a Lothario at the time. A couple of years earlier he had become close to his dance partner Natasha

  Kaplinsky, which led to rumours in the press. I had been around TV shows long enough to suspect that the producers on Strictly would want to focus on the relationships between the

  professionals and their partners as it gets the public interested and gets them voting. Obviously the relationships aren’t usually romantic but you can see on the show that a close bond is

  formed because you work so closely together. I was very much engaged to Billy and was doing the show because I loved dancing. I didn’t really need that extra dynamic of gossip in the media.

  Needless to say, I should have kept my big mouth shut, because the producers immediately paired me up with Brendan Cole!




  In the end, he became a very good friend and a close confidant and was not at all like I’d imagined him to be. To begin with, however, things were tremendously hard. For the first couple

  of weeks Brendan and I spent every day together and I found the level of intimacy the show demanded very difficult. The dancers are extremely professional, but they do have their hands all

  over you. It is very flirtatious and touchy-feely. I had danced before, but I had never done a live show, so I felt completely out of my comfort zone. I didn’t want to put my face next to

  Brendan’s in case Billy was put out, yet a lot of a routine depends on the chemistry you have with your partner, so I tried my best to tread a very fine line. Because of Billy, though, I

  never really let my guard down with Brendan, and I think our performances suffered as a result.




  We started off rehearsing a cha-cha just to see what sort of rhythm I had, and then we went straight into a rhumba, which is the most sexual dance you can do. The rhumba is all about a guy and a

  girl falling in love and getting sexual. We chose the music and decided to do a Dirty Dancing song, and then Brendan choreographed the dance. We got it down in two weeks; the rest of the

  time was spent polishing and perfecting. The next challenge is obviously trying to work out how you’re going to cope with the pressure of nerves, as they can make you forget everything as

  soon as you walk out onto the floor.




  That series of Strictly had some fantastic girls: Gabby Logan, Alesha Dixon, Penny Lancaster, Stephanie Beacham and Letitia Dean. There was also Matt Di Angelo, Gethin Jones, Kenny

  Logan and Willy Thorne, among others. They were a great gang and we got on well together. When you’re on the show, there isn’t time to truly learn the dance. Of course you learn your

  routine and the musicality of a dance like the rhumba, but you don’t learn to dance it properly. And once you get your routine down, then all you can try and do is get through it on the night

  without messing up! If you come from a music or dance background, you can pick it up quite easily. But if you don’t, I can see why people struggle. Alesha was brilliant, Gabby was as fit as

  anything – she could do backbends and the splits – and Penny was a gorgeous leggy blonde. I think Letitia was the one who struggled most with her confidence.




  Nobody on Strictly knew my dad was extremely ill. Brendan was the only one I told. I kept it like that because it was such a personal thing. It was a really tough time. The car would

  collect me every morning from my house in Kent and take me to a fitness centre in Chislehurst which had a studio, where I’d meet Brendan, who had come down from London. We’d train all

  day, and then I’d go back home. Brendan was always incredibly kind and asked me out to things. He’d say, ‘There’s an event in London tonight. Do you want to come?’

  There’s this; there’s that. But all I did was go home, back to Kent, to be with my family.




  The Strictly producers are a bit optimistic about how much of your time the show will take up. When you sign up, they tell you that you only really need to do six hours of dancing a day

  and then the show on Saturday. But in reality you are in the studio from 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. every day, you go on the companion show, It Takes Two, during the week, you do endless rounds of

  publicity, and then there’s the main show itself. I have no idea how anyone can do another job at the same time as doing Strictly, especially if they want to do well.




  Luckily, I loved the show and I loved to dance. It did take up a lot of my time and there were occasions when I had to say, ‘I just can’t train today. I have to go and see my

  dad.’ I’d just drive down and spend the day with him. Obviously none of the judges knew, so each Saturday when they’d say something like ‘Alesha Dixon has trained forty

  hours this week, but Kelly Brook has only trained for five!’ I’d just look lazy. I’d be judged accordingly and they’d come down on me. I felt bad for Brendan, but he was

  very understanding.




  I was completely torn between these two worlds, but at the same time, dancing was the only thing that was getting me through. That and the fact I knew my mum and dad were watching. As a child,

  my dad used to take me in his truck to dance lessons. The show was something for them to look forward to every Saturday, to watch their little girl on the telly. My dad wasn’t going out by

  then: he was far too ill. In an odd way, I was dancing for myself, but I was really doing it for him. It genuinely made their week. They watched It Takes Two every night. It was my therapy

  and their perfect distraction.




  I loved the group dances. They took the pressure off, and the producers brought in different choreographers as well, so they were more fun. The professionals become students again because they

  are also learning a swing dance or a rock-and-roll number, so we were all slightly more on an equal footing.




  There is quite a lot of competition on Strictly. The professionals are absolutely fiercely competitive with each other. They want to win, and they want to stay in the competition as

  long as they can, so they try very hard to get the best out of you. They spend time trying to work out how they can make you appeal to the audience and get the public voting for you. They work

  miracles sometimes; they even managed to make Ann Widdecombe entertaining!




  In Strictly, for reasons best known to the press, I garnered most of the media attention and PR, and I remember everyone noticing it. I think maybe it was because I’d been away

  for a while in LA, or it was the luck of the draw, but I do remember Anton du Beke coming in one Saturday jokingly complaining because he’d been asked what it was like to work with Kelly

  Brook – and I wasn’t even dancing with him! No one had asked me what it was like to work with Anton.




  But the producers definitely get involved in managing the contestants. After one group dance in which I was in the middle, I do recall being moved and replaced by Alesha Dixon. The producer then

  told me that Matt Di Angelo and I were coming across as too arrogant and all I could think was, You’re editing me! But sometimes there are contestants who break through and can really

  surprise everyone. Kenny Logan couldn’t even clap in time to the music, but then he came out in his kilt and started throwing Ola Jordan around and he was completely fabulous. Some people

  really blossom. There is a moment when you feel like you are a proper dancer, your ‘Strictly moment’, when you feel that you are entertaining the crowd and you’ve cracked

  it. It is the moment that makes all the pressure and the long hours worthwhile. It is like disappearing down a spangled K-hole. The first time I was due to perform live, I remember standing

  backstage and taking these deep breaths, thinking, Why the hell am I putting myself through this? This is an awful existence. Even now I often think that when I am waiting to go on stage. What the

  hell is all this for?




  It was halfway through Strictly when Dad suddenly started to look extremely ill and he really deteriorated. My mother called Billy and told him that the cancer had gone to Dad’s

  brain and they’d decided to do radiotherapy on his head. That basically triggered a massive decline.




  I remember going down to see him a week before he died and he was chatting away, but he’d lost his hair and looked quite gaunt. He was a shadow of what he was before. I had always said I

  was going to build another house on my property for him and Mum to live in. I was planning to do up one of the outbuildings, a large oast house, and he was still talking about living there. I think

  he was keeping his mind active. Making plans. Designing things. Giving them names. He was talking about the future when we both knew there was going to be no future. It made me so sad I snapped at

  him.




  ‘Dad! Stop talking about the house,’ I barked. I felt so guilty, but I couldn’t help it.




  Now that the cancer had spread to his brain, my dad’s behaviour became difficult and unpredictable. He’d suddenly take himself off to see his mother or he’d disappear and

  we’d find him at my brother’s house with his grandkids. My mum wanted to keep an eye on him at all times, but he wouldn’t let her. Anything could have happened. He could have had

  a fit, started bleeding; when cancer has gone to the brain, anything is possible. I think my mother’s biggest fear was that something was going to happen to my dad when she wasn’t there

  to help him.




  When they’re filming Strictly, they endlessly try to get to shoot some sort of backstory. The producers spend a lot of time trying to get you to go to your grandmother’s to

  have tea; they want you to take the cameras home with you, see your kids, have a chat with your cat, that sort of rubbish. But because my dad was so ill, I always said no. I am not great at that

  sort of stuff anyway. I only like people to see what I want them to see. And I just couldn’t bear the idea of walking into my parents’ house and saying, ‘Cooee, everyone!

  Here’s my mum. Hi, Mum! And oh look – over here on the sofa is my dad. He’s dying. I love you, Dad.’ It’s not my thing. I have no interest in showing people how

  ‘real’ I am on television. I am happy to stand and pose for the cameras, Kelly with the boobs and the big smile, but you ain’t coming to Kent!




  Little did I know the producers had called my best mate Lisa and organized for a bus to collect everyone from Kent and bring them to the BBC studios! They wanted my family to join in with a

  surprise samba-themed birthday party in my dressing room. Brendan was in on it and had called Lisa, who had called my mum, but of course no one had called or spoken to me because it was a

  surprise!




  It was terrible. It was a Friday night and we’d finished rehearsing. I was shattered and all I could think about was getting home as quickly as I could to see my family. As I opened the

  door and walked into my dressing room, they all shouted, ‘Surprise!’ It was awful. I had all these cameras in my face, and I could see my mother, my nan, everyone, but no Dad.

  I wanted to throw up. I had managed to keep the cameras away from everyone all this time and now suddenly this. My family came because they thought I wanted them to be there. It could not have been

  further from the truth. The camera panned towards my mum as the producer said, ‘This week, Kelly is going to dance to “Saturday Night Fever”. She says that was the first date you

  and your husband went on?’




  My mum and my aunt just looked at each other and started to sob. I was so mortified; all I could do was laugh like an idiot. I’d chosen that song as a special message to my parents, a

  private message. I’d imagined Mum and Dad finding out together when they watched the show at home. Instead, Mum’s reaction was being filmed. It was awful, awful, awful. We were all

  laughing and crying at the same time. I tried to pretend it was fun and I danced a samba for the camera, smiling and saying, ‘Look! My family is here!’ and all the time wishing the

  cameras would just go away and thinking, Dad must be really ill if he hasn’t come to this. He must be really weak if he can’t make it from the sofa to the car. I must get home.

  I’ve got to get home. I have to get home. Three days later, he died.




  It was Brendan who told me my father was dying. I was about to do It Takes Two with Claudia Winkleman when my mum called him. She thought it would be easier for him to tell me than for

  her. I am not sure she could have got the words out. He came up to me and said, ‘Kelly, you’ve got to go home. Now.’ I could tell by the look on his face that it was serious and

  it was time.




  I drove to my parents’ house as quickly as I could, but I could feel Dad slipping away. I said goodbye to him as I was driving. I said, ‘Dad, if you want to go now, then go.’

  By the time I arrived, he had already gone. My brother was there, holding his hand, and Dad just looked peaceful, like he was sleeping. His death was very dignified in the end. They had put him on

  a morphine drip and he’d slowly slipped into a coma and then passed away.










  2




  From Here to Italia Conti




  Every weekend it would go off in my house. My mum was very young when she got married and had kids, and my dad really did like a drink. It caused a lot of trouble when I was

  growing up. I don’t want to label him an alcoholic, because he wasn’t, but drinking did make him aggressive. There were countless fights and I think my mum got so used to the dynamic

  that if there wasn’t any tension, then she would almost make it happen.




  We lived in a second-floor flat in Stirling Close, an unremarkable council estate in Borstal, a suburb of Rochester, famous only for its juvenile prison. My earliest memory was of my mother

  throwing an iron down the stairwell at my dad after he came back late from the pub.




  I used to dread the weekend. Sundays especially. Sunday was pub day. We used to have a roast dinner every Sunday, and every other Sunday it would be burned. My parents would spend too long in

  the pub, come home pissed and eat the burned Sunday lunch; then there’d be a fight and the police would be called. Or my dad would drive off in his truck. He’d drive to the end of the

  road and fall asleep in the cab. I’d walk down the road and knock on the door.




  ‘Dad, Dad, are you going to come home?’




  He’d just grunt and go back to sleep. It was somehow more embarrassing when he drove off after a fight, as the neighbours recognized my dad’s truck parked on the street, and of

  course they’d see my dad fast asleep, pickled up in the front. Damian and I were usually tucked up in bed by the time he made it home and the next morning we’d be back to normal. Until

  it happened again.




  One of the worst times was when my dad came back from the pub and started throwing furniture around, while Mum and I huddled out of the way. My mother called the police and my dad tried to climb

  out of the window to escape. My dad broke his leg trying to avoid them and they had to carry him down the stairs. It was one of the most traumatic events in my childhood. I will never forget it.

  They took him to the cells and when I went to see him in hospital two days later, his face was black and blue from the escape attempt. It was shocking. I was thirteen.




  I wasn’t born in Stirling Close. I was actually born in a bedsit on 23 November 1979 a little bit further down the road. Not literally, obviously – I was born in Chatham Hospital. My

  mum was seventeen, and Dad was twenty-nine.




  My mum, Sandra Kelly, had a best friend called Lesley Parsons and they always played together. Also born and brought up in Rochester, Lesley had three brothers. One, Kenneth, was a bit older and

  Mum always had a crush on him. Initially, Kenneth went off, married and had a daughter, Sasha, but he and his wife separated and eventually got divorced. Sandra knew Sasha very well, as she was

  always at her friend Lesley’s house, and then after the divorce, Ken went travelling to Sardinia and when he returned, he suddenly noticed that Sandra had ‘grown up’. They quickly

  fell in love and were married at Chatham Register Office. They were like childhood sweethearts, and I think, despite the rows and the fighting, my parents remained so right up until the point that

  my father died. I actually remember her being furious after my dad had gone.
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