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  PROLOGUE




  The winter sun was streaming through the window of Ollie Locke’s beaten-up Ford as we sped along the Thames Embankment. It was late 2010 and we were heading back to our

  flats in Fulham. We were about to star in a new reality show about people who lived in Chelsea, and we were slightly giggly and hysterical at the thought that we were actually going to be on

  TV.




  ‘Can you imagine someone asking us for our pictures?’ I pondered. The idea seemed completely ridiculous.




  ‘What about fans hanging outside our houses hoping to meet us or ask for our autograph? Can you actually imagine that?’ someone else chipped in. Cheska Hull and I, who were flatmates

  at the time, were squashed in the back of the car, while our friend Ollie was driving and his flatmate, Alex Brocket, was next to him in the front.




  ‘Darling, it’s going be fabulous,’ Ollie said. ‘As long as my hair looks OK . . .’




  Alex had switched on the radio and Travie McCoy’s ‘Billionaire’ was bursting through the sound system and we were all singing along loudly. One of our main fears was that we

  would be seen as arrogant and stuck-up because we liked to think of ourselves as pretty down-to-earth. We were just living our lives like many other twenty-something-year-olds in London. We worked

  hard during the day, went out almost every night and then had to deal with dreadful hangovers the next morning. Life was all about spontaneity, partying and having fun, and I lived from day to day,

  spending too much time dancing on tables in my favourite clubs and looking at the receipts in my wallet the next morning and wincing when I clocked the amount I had spent. I’m surprisingly

  generous when I’m drunk. And normally I’ve lost my phone, make-up case or another vital element from my bag at some point in the night, if it has been a big one.




  ‘What if we were to open a magazine and see our pictures staring back at us?’ Cheska asked. ‘How amazing would it be to be asked to take part in a photo shoot, where we get our

  hair and make-up done by a make-up artist and get to choose our clothes with a special stylist? That would be so much fun!’




  While Ollie hoped his long locks would look shiny, my worries about being on camera were mainly about having to wash my hair more than once a week and coping with having to look immaculate all

  the time. I just wasn’t that kind of Chelsea girl. For me, getting dressed up meant throwing on an oversized jumper over some leggings, running a brush through my hair and slapping on a bit

  of make-up. Getting ready took all of ten minutes. My other big concern was that I would come out with some seriously stupid things; my general knowledge and common sense were – and still are

  – somewhat lacking. The problem is that I tend to speak before really thinking about what I’m about to say!




  More than anything, the idea that I would become well known seemed completely outrageous.




  Fast-forward four years, and my life has changed beyond measure in such a fantastic way. Back when I started on Made in Chelsea, I was working as a receptionist for a hedge-fund

  company, but I was never cut out for a desk job, especially one in the finance world, where everyone was sitting behind their computers by 8.30 a.m. and worked hard for ten hours solid, regardless

  of whether they had been out the night before or not. I was late into the office almost every morning, because of staying out until the early hours, and never learnt much. Once I famously thought

  that Bloomberg, the financial software and data company that tracks the markets, was a type of flower. And on another occasion I was instructed to fetch celery for my bosses’ Bloody Marys for

  the weekly Friday drinks and came back from the shop carrying a lettuce. I had no idea about what my future would look like, but I could never have imagined it the way it has turned out.




  The impact of Made in Chelsea on my life was immediate. And while the positives are huge, and I still can’t really take it in when I see myself in the likes of Grazia and

  OK!, it’s not all been easy – something you’ll read more about later.




  The opportunities that have come my way have been amazing: things like winning a BAFTA, launching my own line of clothing with Lipstick Boutique and my own range of nail polishes called Binky

  London, as well as filming in far-flung destinations around the world and even writing my own Daily Mail beauty blog. These are what dreams are made of.




  In this book, I hope to give you an insight into what life has been like for me, growing up in the idyllic countryside in a beautiful house, surrounded by animals and older siblings, my

  parents’ subsequent sad divorce and my battle with bullies at one of the schools I attended shortly after their split. I will also take you behind the scenes and tell you all about my

  relationships, on and off the screen, and will give you all my best fashion, dating and Chelsea-girl tips. I really hope you enjoy reading it – make sure you let me know via Twitter

  @binkyfelstead. If you like it, Jägerbombs all round!




  Binky x
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  HOW MY MADE IN CHELSEA DREAM BEGAN




  Made in Chelsea shows off everything I love about living in London. When I see the opening segments panning through montages of whitewashed Victorian villas, fast cars

  accelerating down the exclusive streets, incredible designer fashions, popping champagne corks and the background buzz in one of my favourite nightclubs on the King’s Road, I have to pinch

  myself. In some ways it hasn’t really sunk in how my life has changed, because everything has happened so quickly. While a lot of the cast were brought up in the more affluent parts of London

  like Mayfair and Chelsea and had incredibly privileged childhoods, I think I represent the other end of the – admittedly also very privileged – Chelsea spectrum: the down-to-earth,

  country-loving, dog-owning tomboy, who only recently started to think about what I wore and began washing my hair more than once a week when I got one too many Tweets about how everyone loved the

  fact that I ‘didn’t give a shit’.




  The whole Made in Chelsea journey started for me one night back in late 2010, when I was in a late-night bar called Barts on Sloane Avenue, watching a country-singer friend, who was

  performing a gig there. I was with my flatmate Cheska Hull and we were having a few drinks and a dance. I was probably living like a lot of other twenty-year-olds in London, working during the day

  and then going out almost every night until the early hours, enjoying the freedom and endless choice of bars and clubs in Chelsea and Fulham, and dragging myself out of bed with a banging headache

  the next day to go to work.




  I was working as a receptionist for a company in Marylebone, and the two owners were really good to me. I was often late and used every reason under the sun as to why I wasn’t at my desk

  when everyone else was. London Underground featured heavily in my list of excuses but sometimes found myself saying things like ‘my hamster died’. I think they knew it was simply the

  case that I pressed the snooze button on my alarm clock more than I should and that I had terrible hangovers! I have never been able to drink wine.




  Cheska and I had met when I was looking for a flat to share in 2009, after I had been living in London for a year or so. A friend of mine knew of a room going free in a large house in Parsons

  Green, sharing with a trainee accountant called Kate and her brother and a PR girl whom everyone called Cheska. I knew the area quite well already, because I had been living with my mum there since

  leaving school. As soon as I met Cheska, with her big blonde hair, boy stories and bubbly personality, I knew we’d get on brilliantly. We clicked immediately and from that point we went out

  together a lot, either at house parties or clubbing. We had huge house parties at the flat with all our friends and went out almost every night. We would come back late at night and terrorise our

  other flatmate, whom we later nicknamed Square due to her email rants, telling us off about waking her up or stealing her clothes. We would jump on her bed at three o’clock in the morning and

  then run down the stairs and drink the champagne that she was saving for a special occasion. We were so naughty.




  Barts is a smallish venue and it was quite dark inside. Listening to our friend performing some of his tracks, Cheska and I were chatting and dancing away when a young guy and girl came up to us

  and introduced themselves. They were really friendly and told us they were looking for people who lived in Chelsea and the surrounding areas to star in a new reality TV show. A few months

  previously, Cheska and I had starred in our very own episode of the MTV show My Super Sweet World Class. Cheska had been approached via her work in PR to organise a party for 300 people

  with a vintage-Hollywood theme and I had helped her and the episode was called Cheska and Binky’s Hollywood Party. We had filmed solidly for a week, so by then we were used to having

  cameras pointing at us.




  We went out with them and started telling them all about our families, relationships and sex lives. I knew that I would have to be totally myself. I imagine pretending to be someone else is

  pretty hard work, so I was completely true to how I am all the time. I didn’t want to play games; I just wanted to have fun and make them laugh. The stories about my nights out gradually got

  more outrageous. ‘So far, so good,’ I thought to myself and started to feel more confident that I might make it onto the show. They giggled a lot as we recounted tales of drunken nights

  out and stupid games we played on each other. I hoped they liked us and would get in touch.




  A few days after our encounter at Barts, I was contacted about the show. I felt a bit confused by it all and still didn’t believe that it would go anywhere. I figured the best it could be

  was one of those one-series shows on an obscure satellite channel, but I was really excited about the possibility of starring in another TV show because after the initial nerves, I had loved

  filming for MTV. Deep down, as much as I liked my colleagues at work, I knew that corporate life wasn’t for me and I was excited by the prospect of being on TV and taking a different path. I

  really wanted to make it.




  A week or so later we met up with the team behind the show again. I don’t remember anyone else being out that night, apart from Cheska and Ollie, whom I had been very friendly with for

  about a year. Ollie and I initially ‘met’ when a mutual friend tried to set me up on a date with him. I remember that when I checked out his profile picture on Facebook and spotted his

  long, shiny black locks, I thought, ‘I am not dating someone who’s got longer hair than me!’ and I quickly told my matchmaking friend that I didn’t want to go on the

  double-date she had been planning, and that was that.




  However, our paths were destined to cross again, because a few months later, I had been asked to do some club promotion work and needed someone to help me learn the ropes. A friend put me in

  touch with a guy called Alex Brocket, who was living with Ollie at the time. We agreed to meet at a pub called the White Horse, which everyone calls ‘the Sloaney Pony’, on the Fulham

  Road. Cheska was already there when we arrived, and I met Alex, who introduced us both to Ollie. Ollie was a club promoter as well and he was working on the door of various clubs, including Whisky

  Mist in Mayfair. After a few drinks at the bar and a chat about club promotion and what it entailed, Alex – who I guessed had taken a liking to me – asked Cheska and me back to dinner

  at his house, and we accepted the invitation.




  I loved Ollie immediately; he was so flamboyant and different, with his hair straighteners, make-up and tracksuit bottoms. From that first evening we spent in each other’s company, I

  thought he could be bisexual – surely no straight guy uses more mascara and bronzer than most women? He was really funny and had me in fits of laughter with his strange flirting techniques,

  which included him trying to stick his finger up my nose!




  Nothing ever happened with Alex, but Ollie and I became closer and closer, and he started to hang out with Cheska and me all the time. After work we would head to one of our houses before going

  out or if we were really partied out, we would stay in at one of our houses. He even gave us the nicknames Tranny 1 and Tranny 2, because apparently we took so long to get ready for a night out.

  He’s one to talk . . .




  For a while, he did think he fancied me. One night after work, the three of us were hanging out at our house with a bottle of wine and a Domino’s pizza, and it was getting quite late.

  Cheska went upstairs because she had clocked that Ollie really liked me, so she wanted to give us some ‘alone time’. It wasn’t until years later that he told me that when he

  finally edged closer to me on the sofa – we were both really quite pissed at that point – he slowly eased his arm around me and moved in for the kill, and as he turned to me, I had

  fallen fast asleep against his chest and was dribbling! He likes to remind everyone that on one occasion I said I would’ve kissed him if I was awake, but we’re such good friends that

  the idea of that seems quite crazy now.




  I never had any doubts about being in the show. I just wanted to go for it and I couldn’t wait to get started.




  

    

      

        

          Need-to-know Chelsea facts






                  [image: ] Chelsea (n.) [chel-see] is defined as a fashionable residential district on the north bank

                  of the River Thames, in the Royal Borough of Kensington and Chelsea.




                  

                    [image: ] The area used to be really popular with hippy and rock ’n’ roll crowds and was a cool

                    hotspot for musicians like Bob Marley, the Beatles and the Rolling Stones. It was the epicentre of the Swinging Sixties. In the 1970s it was also the heart of the punk movement

                    and was home to Vivienne Westwood’s boutique, Sex.


                  




                  

                    [image: ] The King’s Road is a real shopping mecca and as well as being home to many high street

                    shops, the nearby Sloane Street is one of London’s premier shopping destinations, housing boutiques, including Cartier, Dolce & Gabbana, Gucci, Jimmy Choo and Louis

                    Vuitton.


                  




                  

                    [image: ] As well as the amazing shopping, Chelsea is home to some of London’s biggest events and

                    visitor attractions, including the Saatchi Gallery, the Natural History Museum and the Victoria & Albert Museum.


                  




                  

                    [image: ] Loads of celebs have homes or once owned a house here: Madonna reportedly has several homes on

                    Belgravia Square, dubbed ‘Madonna mansions’, while Kylie Minogue, Robbie Williams and Hugh Grant also have properties in SW3. I long to be able to afford a house here

                    one day!


                  




                  

                    [image: ] Famous films that have been shot in Chelsea include Woody Allen’s Match Point,

                    starring Scarlett Johansson and Jonathan Rhys Meyers; Wimbledon featuring Paul Bettany and Kirsten Dunst and the legendary Clockwork Orange, directed by Stanley

                    Kubrick.


                  




                  

                    [image: ] The nightlife in Chelsea is incredible and there are countless exclusive bars, clubs and

                    restaurants to visit. Most of the biggest and best clubs, like Raffles and Maggie’s, are based on – or near to – the King’s Road or Fulham Road.
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  MUDDY FIELDS AND NAKED BOTTOMS




  I was never supposed to have been born. Mum is very open about the fact that I was a huge surprise to everyone, not least her. Dad was working hard with his business in

  information software, and Mum and Dad were travelling a lot around the world with his job. Mum was the perfect corporate wife, accompanying him on all his business trips. They had only just

  returned from the Middle East, where they had spent two years living in Bahrain with my older sister, Anna-Louise – whom we call AL – and my brother, Oliver. They relocated from London

  to Sussex and, with two children and their land full of animals – chickens, horses, dogs, cats: you name it, we had it – Mum and Dad decided that their little family was complete.




  On a holiday in Barbados, Mum’s contraception failed and not long after their return, she knew something was up, so, armed with a Clearblue pregnancy test, she hid in the downstairs loo.

  As the blue lines appeared, she said out loud, ‘Shit, I’m pregnant,’ and practically passed out from the shock. Mum kept the fact that she was expecting me totally secret for a

  day and a half, even lying to the dentist during a routine appointment, and when she eventually broke the news to my father, Roger, she said, ‘I’m pregnant and I’m very happy

  about it, but it’s really your decision too. What do we do about this?’ Life was on the up for them and they had thought that the baby years, full of sleepless nights and dirty nappies,

  were well and truly over. Dad worked hard, but they had loads of expenses, like a big mortgage, holidays and school fees, and they enjoyed a great lifestyle, so me coming along really threw a

  spanner in the works. Mum was nervous about his reaction, but when she told him, he seemed pleased.




  ‘Well, if you’re happy to go with it, then I am too,’ he told her. They hugged and laughed and that was it; I was here to stay.




  Mum and Dad met at a party Mum was hosting at her parents’ country club, Bonningtons, in the Hadhams, near Hunsdon in Hertfordshire. The year was 1978. My mum, Jane, was an only child and

  had a very privileged upbringing. As well as owning the country club, my mum’s stepfather – whose name was Cliffy – had metal-spinning factories in London, invested in property

  and was hugely successful. Mum’s real father died when she was just a year old, although it was never talked about when she was growing up. Cliffy became her dad, and she says he was

  everything she could’ve hoped for in a father and then some. She adored him.




  My grandmother didn’t come from such a wealthy family. She was born in the 1930s, in the East End of London. Her name was Honoria, but she hated it, so as soon as she could, when she was

  about fifteen, she changed it by deed poll. She wanted to be like the Beverley Sisters – a trio of pop-star sisters who were always in the music charts at the time – and called herself

  Babs, after one of them. Babs then became Ba Ba, or Ba, which was how I knew her. As soon as she was old enough, Ba Ba upped and left the East End and travelled hundreds of miles to work in a hotel

  in Norfolk.




  It was in Norfolk that she met my grandfather, who was a gentleman farmer who owned land up in Lincolnshire. He was blown away by her beauty; it’s such a romantic story. He was more than

  forty years older than her and would whisk Ba Ba off in his Bentley on exciting dates. Later, he sent her to Lucie Clayton’s, which was a famous ‘finishing’ school in London,

  where she learnt hostessing skills like flower-arranging, cookery and deportment and how to be a ‘lady’. I smile when I think of Ba Ba doing that kind of stuff, because she was always

  so spirited and fun and would always say it as it was. My mum was born when Ba Ba was just twenty-one.




  Ba Ba moved back to London after the death of her first husband and was working in Holborn as a smart gentlemen’s manicurist. Every barber worth his salt back then had a manicurist on the

  staff, and City gentlemen getting their nails done was very common. Cliffy strolled in one day and clocked Ba Ba looking petite and pretty in the corner. She took one of his soft hands in hers to

  inspect his nails, looked into his eyes and that was that.




  When she was young, Ba Ba modelled knitwear and had the most spectacular boobs you could ever imagine; they were just immense. Her bras were enormous, like parachutes, and when we were kids, my

  brother Ollie and I would always marvel at their sheer size. We would put them over our heads and fit loads of stuff in them, like some sort of handbag, and howl with laughter. As a child, I

  remember Ba Ba being lovely, and she was one of life’s cuddlers – she was always hugging us into her huge chest and smothering us. She was very protective, telling us that everything

  would be all right, and she called me ‘darling’. People say I am the spitting image of her and I am really flattered by the comparison.




  Ba Ba adored her animals and always had dogs at her home. Bonnington’s Country Club had a huge stable yard at the back, and Ba Ba and Cliffy would take in stray dogs, which would be given

  to them by various people. If there was a dog that needed a home, Ba Ba would welcome it into the house, however scraggy, smelly or decrepit it was, and lovingly nurse it back to health. When Mum

  and Dad met, there were eleven dogs there that had been rescued, and Mum had six of her own to add to the tally. Ba Ba would take her dogs around, like a pack of children of all different shapes

  and sizes, in the back of her Range Rover and when she opened the door, they would all spill out. She never minded adding a few more to her clan. When Mum was heavily pregnant with AL, she had two

  springer spaniels called Ollie and Danny, which Cliffy had given her the money to buy, but they got a skin disease called mange and Mum found it hard to cope, so Ba Ba took them in and spent an

  entire weekend bathing them for her in her own bathroom. Nothing was too much trouble when it came to her animals. The only thing that would ever make Ba Ba angry with us when we were children was

  when she found that we hadn’t given the dogs fresh water or were late feeding them. My mum was brought up in London and went to a convent school in Hampstead. She had a very unconventional

  upbringing and for a long time she hated the fact that her parents weren’t like those of her school friends or the other children she saw living nearby. Ba Ba and Cliffy didn’t consider

  education as particularly important, so schoolwork, ‘A’ grades and exams just weren’t high on their list of priorities. Ba Ba stuck close to Cliffy and often went to his workplace

  just to be with him, and Mum would beg Ba Ba to pick her up from school like ordinary mums, which she rarely did. She also longed for Ba Ba to swap her stilettos for a pair of altogether more

  sensible brogues, like the ones her friends’ mothers wore. On one occasion they went on holiday and the weather was terrible but Ba Ba completely failed to pack anything for Mum in the way of

  practical clothing. All she had with her were some pretty dresses and sparkly shoes. It would never have occurred to Ba Ba to have bought Mum anything along the lines of an anorak or woolly jumper

  because she thought they were ugly.




  Most nights, after Mum had come home from school, Ba Ba and Cliffy would head off in their big black Cadillac – they always had big American saloon cars – and go clubbing, or to

  smart restaurants and exclusive launch parties. They were quite flash and enjoyed a very glamorous lifestyle full of champagne, designer dresses and nights out at the best restaurants, bars and

  hotels in the capital. On some occasions, when Mum was still young, they would send a car for her in the middle of the night and she would go out with them.




  One time, when she was only around eight years old, Cliffy called home in the early hours and Mum was fast asleep in bed. The phone woke Mum up and Cliffy told her he was sending a black cab to

  pick her up from home so she could join them at the opening night of the Hilton Hotel on Park Lane. She put on one of her best flouncy party dresses, of which she had many, and hopped into the car.

  As she drew up to the hotel, Cliffy was waiting for her outside, dressed in his smart top hat and evening suit, with a black-and-white silk tie. He scooped her up and took her inside, where the

  three of them spent the night dancing away together. That night Cliffy and Mum won the competition for the oldest and youngest people on the dance floor. Mum still has loads of pictures of herself

  at nightclubs when she was really very young, posing and smiling alongside all sorts of famous people. Even when Mum was a child, Ba Ba used to say to her, ‘You’re much more sensible

  than me. You’re the adult.’ Mum pretty much brought herself up, and has lived like that ever since – by the seat of her pants!




  Ba Ba refused to change her fun and eccentric ways as she grew older. One day, when she went to pick up AL from school, she turned up in a pair of black sixteen-hole Doc Marten boots. When AL

  had grown up and was working as an artist, she started exhibiting her art professionally and would often host private views, and we would all go along and support her. On one occasion Ba Ba turned

  up a bit tipsy to one of her exhibitions, after popping a champagne cork on the train on the way to London and drinking the entire bottle herself.




  My dad’s upbringing was very different to Mum’s – more middle class and sedate. He grew up in Cuffley in Hertfordshire and attended a grammar school there. He was fairly

  studious and loved playing the bass guitar and used to be in a band when he was younger. Dad’s father, Richard – my granddad – used to be in the merchant navy and fought in the

  war and always had loads of great stories for us when we were children about the foreign adventures he’d had during his younger years. When Mum and Dad met, Granddad was working for the

  finance department of Bejam, a frozen food retailer, and my nana couldn’t have been more different to Ba Ba if she tried.




  Nana, whose name was Eileen, was a pillar of the community and used to do the church flowers and bake cakes. Both her and Granddad were into their gardening and Granddad worked so hard in their

  garden that his hands were rough, like sandpaper. Their house was spotless and like some sort of show home, so when I stayed, I was always nervous about making a mess. Dad also had a younger

  sister, Jill, and I got the impression that he was seen as a bit of a rebel in his family. When we were growing up we spent some great Christmases with our cousins on that side of the family,

  Laura, Mark and Beth.




  So, back to the story of how Mum and Dad met. The party had a ‘vicars and tarts’ theme. Apparently Dad was with a redhead who had just been awarded the prize for the best tart, but

  she hadn’t actually dressed up, she just looked naturally tarty. As Mum and Dad clapped eyes on each other, suddenly this crazy red-haired woman appeared from behind him and started yelling

  expletives at everyone and he scarpered as quickly as possible, to avoid causing any more of a scene. Mum, who was twenty-four at the time, had just come out of a marriage to a man called Roger,

  which had lasted for just six weeks, and when she saw Roger Mark II, it was love at first sight. He called the next day to apologise for the behaviour of his crazy companion – assuring Mum

  that that short-lived romance was most definitely off – and asked her out. The rest, as they say, is history.




  They tied the knot at the Chelsea Register Office in 1978. I have the picture of them sitting alongside one another signing the wedding register, looking ridiculously young and gorgeous, in my

  house in Fulham. It was her second wedding at the Chelsea Register Office, because she had also married Roger Mark I there, and Ba Ba always said that while she liked the second wedding the best,

  she preferred the party after the first wedding because it was more fun! My older sister, AL, was a honeymoon baby and was born ten months later, in July 1979.




  We have a thing for nicknames in my family. AL was very enthusiastic and serious as a child, with her white socks pulled up to her knees and her hair always beautifully neat and tidy. When she

  was at school, when all of the other kids were messing about and not concentrating, she would get so annoyed with them. On one occasion, all of her class were in the annual Christmas play and were

  lined up on stage singing ‘We Wish You a Merry Christmas’, but they weren’t doing it quite to her liking and she took it upon herself to instruct this group of four-year-olds,

  saying very sternly, while wagging her finger, ‘No, no, it’s FIGGY pudding.’ So she became Figgy. When Oliver came along in 1981, AL could only say ‘Oliber’, so he

  became Bear.




  Apparently Mum’s pregnancy with me was very difficult and it was a bit hit and miss for a while as to whether I would survive. She was instructed by Ba Ba to spend a lot of time lying down

  flat on her bed, resting, with her feet up in the air flat against the wall. Ba Ba would kill anyone who tried to come near Mum; she was so protective, especially because Dad wasn’t around

  that much as he was working all the time. She would drive Mum to the hospital and she paid for all her private treatment without a second thought. I think it was quite an emotional time for

  everyone, because the experts said they didn’t think the pregnancy would last.




  I was born on 14th June 1990 at the Portland Hospital in London. Mum and Dad decided to call me Alexandra Elizabeth, because Mum loved the name Alexandra and all the girls in my family have

  Elizabeth as their middle name. Apparently, unlike my siblings, I was quite a cute newborn, with some brown hair and a pretty, straight nose. According to Mum, the midwife, Nuala, took me around

  the hospital corridors and showed me off to everyone who walked past. Maybe I was destined to be an exhibitionist from the first day! My arrival caused mixed responses from Ollie and AL, who were

  aged nine and ten at the time. Mum had broken the news to AL, while Dad had told Ollie at the same time, and Dad had clearly done a better job by sandwiching the pregnancy news in the middle of

  talking about getting more chickens and buying a boat for the summers.




  From the very start, my big brother was my idol. When I was a baby, Ollie would come from outside, where he had been feeding the chickens and ducks, and get my bottle from the fridge to feed me.

  His hands and nails would be caked with chicken and duck poo and he would be fiddling with the bottle teat, and it would be in my mouth and I would be drinking the milk before my mum could stop

  him. When I started to toddle around, I followed Ollie everywhere, like his shadow. He was funny, good-looking and strong, and taught me loads of practical skills, like how to ride a bike and how

  to play tennis and deliver a mean backhand. We were like two peas in a pod.




  The nickname Binky was decided on early on. It was a combination of ‘bad baby’ and ‘dinky’, because I was so naughty. Perhaps having two older siblings made me stand up

  for myself more because I never did as I was told and always questioned everything. Mum and Dad would say yes, and I would say no. Ollie and I would play-fight all the time and he would

  rugby-tackle me, but I always tried to give as good as I got, so I was pretty tough too. My family always called me Binky from when I was tiny, but as a child I was Ali to my friends and at school.

  Later, when I moved to London, I changed from Ali to Alex, but when I met Cheska, she started calling me Binky as well. So she introduced me to everyone as Binky, and it has stuck.




  I am a real countryside girl. I grew up in a huge flint home called Endlewick House, in the picturesque village of Arlington in East Sussex. The house was really old and homely, with ancient

  wooden beams, open fires and an old Aga in the kitchen, where there was always something cooking. At the back of the house there was a yard with four stables where we kept our horses and ponies, a

  tack room for storing the saddles, bridles and brushes and two massive muddy fields. We also had a large garden where we would play, with a pond at the end. There were all different types of

  animals, everywhere you looked.




  Mum was mad about the horses. She had always ridden in Hyde Park and on holidays as a child and when she was a teenager she, Ba Ba and Cliffy moved away from London to a huge house in Kent.

  Around the time of the move, it was Christmas and they bought her first pony, and from then on she always had horses. I also started young; when I was just six months old, Mum dressed me in my warm

  pink snowsuit and put me on my sister’s gentle pony, who was called Megan, in a special basket saddle so I didn’t fall off. From then on, horses became my passion too.




  As a toddler, I used to love being completely naked and would often be outside in the back garden with no clothes on, just wearing my favourite red wellies. A local farmer gave Mum a tractor

  tyre for me to play with. She put it in the garden and filled it with sand, and it was my very own giant sandpit. I would spend hours in there. I also loved helping out by feeding the baby goats

  and lambs and there are pictures of me feeding them with huge bottles of milk almost as big as my head, and I’m completely starkers.




  We always had dogs – Harry and Harvey Nichols were golden retrievers and Tatiana, a Westie, was my dog – and we also had two cats, called Spagic and Minky. There were also rabbits

  and hamsters in hutches. I was always given a few small jobs to help out with the animals and, when he was at school, my brother used to breed ducks and chickens. In the morning, I would go outside

  to the pen they were in and pick up all the eggs that had been laid overnight, to help him. A few of the ducks were quite aggressive and there was one goose in particular that would always come

  after me and peck the back of my wellies. I would be screaming and running away and Mum would be chasing after it with the broom handle, trying to get it away from me. It was horrible and was

  always hanging around outside, and some days I didn’t want to step outside the door in case the evil goose got me!




  When I was tiny, apparently, I used to love whisky. I would sit in Dad’s arms at the local pub, the Yew Tree, while Dad had a drink on a Saturday with his friends, which is what all the

  guys who lived nearby did to unwind after a busy week in the office. Dad was quite a big drinker, as were most of his friends. Apparently, in the pub, I would be looking around with a glum face. I

  would then reach my little hand out and drag his glass towards me and put it to my mouth. Dad and all his friends would laugh, presuming that I would hate the taste of it, but it turned out that I

  loved it – and they had to wrench the glass away from me! On one occasion, after an afternoon at the bar and one too many drinks, Dad left me in the pub by mistake. I was happily sat in a

  highchair, gurgling away, and it was only when he got home and Mum asked him where I was that he remembered, and he said, ‘Oh shit’ and confessed. It wasn’t a problem because we

  knew everyone at the pub, and when they went back to get me, I was happy as anything, being entertained by the regulars.




  When I was still very young, Mum noticed that I had a learning difficulty. While my speech was normal – in fact, I wouldn’t stop talking – she realised that I didn’t seem

  to remember things in the way I should for my age and I wasn’t keeping up with the children at the little school I had started at, called St Bede’s. She couldn’t help but compare

  my development to what AL and Ollie were doing when they were my age and also noticed that while all my little friends had their books with them when they came home to do homework, I didn’t.

  The school claimed there was nothing wrong with my schoolwork and they had ‘nothing but good things to say’, but Mum was worried and took me out of St Bede’s. I started at

  Dallington School, where there were loads of really bright children, and the teachers realised immediately there was a problem and referred Mum to a specialist to get more expert help.




  In the end, we went to see a lady at Guy’s Hospital in London who confirmed that I had an auditory memory problem, which meant I couldn’t recall things as easily as other children.

  We ended up going to another specialist on Harley Street in London twice a week for about six months, where I did exercises like picture games, where I looked at items on a tray and then they were

  taken away and I tried to remember them. We also used to do stuff at home and Mum used to say to me, ‘Get an apple, a pear and a carrot from around the kitchen,’ but I would normally

  only remember one or two of the items. It was a minor thing and the sessions seemed to kick-start the right part of my brain and I was fine, but I never really enjoyed learning.




  From Dallington School, I went to a prep school in Sussex called St Andrew’s. The uniform was a grey pleated skirt, pull-up grey socks, a maroon jumper and a maroon-and-white striped

  shirt. In the summer we wore pretty summer dresses with white belts. I liked the uniform, but I hated school. I was always in the bottom set for everything and, looking back, I didn’t process

  anything from my lessons. The only thing I remember learning about was the plague, in my history classes; everything else has gone from my memory, quite literally as if it went in one ear and

  straight out the other. I liked art and drama and I had singing lessons, which I enjoyed. I just don’t feel I was cut out for learning like most people are, and I hated exams. I had to have

  things explained to me in many different ways before any facts really sunk in. I found it much easier to understand concepts through pictures. I loved art because I was told I was good at it and I

  enjoyed experimenting with lots of different materials. It also didn’t feel like learning, so was quite fun. Maths was the worst; I just didn’t get it – for me, looking at numbers

  on a page is like looking at text in a foreign language. I still haven’t got my maths GCSE and struggle even with simple sums.
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