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***THE SUNDAY TIMES TOP 5 BESTSELLER***The tell-all memoir from the loudest, proudest
Spice Girl – and the truth behind the headlines.As one-fifth of the iconic Spice Girls and judge on
X Factor and America's Got Talent, Melanie Brown, a.k.a Scary Spice, has been an international
star since her twenties. Brutally Honest is an exposé of the struggles and acute pain that lay
behind the glamour and success.With deep personal insight, remarkable frankness and
trademark Yorkshire humour, the book removes the mask of fame and reveals the true story
behind the Spice Girls, as well as the horror of her most recent marriage and her 10 year
struggle to be free.

'This book is so powerful, so real, so strong and soemotional - this is exactly Melanie.' Geri
Horner (nee Halliwell) 'This book will help to change lives.'Katie Ghose, Women's Aid Chief
Executive'Like everybody else, I can't wait to read this book!' Heidi Klum'An unflinching account
of how an icon of girl power becameutterly powerless in her own life, this brave and important
book deserves to beread by fans and non-fans alike. Utterly absorbing and deeply affecting.' Joe
Stone, The Guardian. This is the most gut wrenching, punch-in-the-stomach honest celebrity
autobiography I've ever read. Mel B, with the help of second-to-none A-list interviewerand her
long-time collaborator Louise Gannon, takes us to the darkestplaces behind her Scary Spice
persona, educating about the true horror of abuse in the process.' Dan Wootton , The Sun x --
This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorMelanie
Janine Brown, professionally known as Mel B, is an English singer, songwriter, rapper, dancer,
producer, model, television personality, and author. Brown rose to prominence in the 1990s as a
member of the girl group Spice Girls, in which she was nicknamed Scary Spice.Louise Gannon
is one of Britain's most prolific writers and an award-winning celebrity interviewer. Her subjects
have ranged from Jack Nicholson to Mick Jagger and Britney Spears, as well as Madonna, Tina
Turner and Lady Gaga.A contributing editor of Grazia, she also writes frequently for other
magazines that include You, Event, Elle (worldwide) and Stella, and she regularly appears on
television. She is best known for her in-depth, empathetic style of interviewing which has made
her a favourite with celebrities from the worlds of music, television and film.Louise has known
Melanie Brown since 1995, when an unknown band called The Spice Girls performed in her
office when she was Head of Show Business at GMTV and she helped put them on television.
Brutally Honest is her long awaited debut celebrity biography.Contact: Charlie Brotherstone at
Brotherstone Creative Management: info@bcm-agency.com--This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.
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You may write me down in historyWith your bitter, twisted liesYou may trod me in the very dirtBut
still, like dust, I risefrom Still I Rise by Maya AngelouTHANK YOUTo my writer and collaborator,
Louise Gannon, who spent so much time with me in London and Los Angeles. I know I am really
difficult but thank you for your endless patience and kindness and for somehow putting into
words all those emotions and feelings I could never properly express myself. To Gary Madatyan,
there aren’t enough thanks I can say for sticking by me through thick and thin, making me laugh
and sitting with me as I cried. You are my forever and ever friend. To Dr Charles Sophy for never
giving up on me. Thank you Simon Cowell, my TV dad, for the support and kindness you
continue to show to me. To Heidi Klum for making me laugh when I really needed to and Howie
Mandel for standing by my side. To my wing woman Geri Horner for understanding me and my
Spice sisters Emma Bunton, Melanie Chisholm and Victoria Beckham for the happy memories.
And to my three girls, Phoenix, Angel and Madison for being my life.I would also like to thank my
literary agent Charlie Brotherstone and everyone at Quadrille and Audible for making this book
happen, especially my editor Susannah Otter, Robin Morgan-Bentley and Harriet Poland.I am
also so very, very grateful for the support of the people who were all part of this story, Simon
Jones, Ben Todd, Janet Neale, Randy Stodghill, Alan Edwards, Andrea Brown, Danielle Brown,
Phoenix Gulzar Brown, Charlotte Robinson, Chris Little, Kim Deck, Dean Keyworth, Nicola
Collins, Teena Collins, Rosie Nixon and my dad Martin Wingrove Brown. I know you are still
watching over me.CONTENTSCover PageTitle PageMelanie’s Message1 Girl Powerless2
Numb3 Crazy4 Sorry5 Wonder Woman6 Frog7 Guns8 Mortification9 Dad10 Nevis11 The
Rebels12 The Coin13 Dancing Queen14 Eddie15 Love16 The Break17 Dumped18 Stephen19 I
Do20 Honeymoon’s Over21 Smash22 Spice Revisited23 Wall24 Insta-Sham25 Boomerang
from Hell26 Back to Black27 Phoenix Chi Gulzar Brown28 Death and Life29 Goodbye. I Love
You30 FreedomEpilogueCopyright PageMELANIE’S MESSAGEThis book is for all women who
have ever been controlled, put down, cheated on, abused, shamed, lied to, used, treated like the
eternal underdog and had their spirit and self-esteem completely snatched away.It’s about
taking back your power, rediscovering yourself, putting joy, happiness and peace back into your
life. And it’s about the hardest journey a woman will ever make in her life – learning to love
herself.I know what it’s like to be beaten down. I know what it’s like to be punched, humiliated
and isolated, and to feel there is no way out except suicide. The most frequent question women
in violent relationships are asked is, ‘Why did you stay?’ The most common thing women have
said to me over the past years is, ‘But you’re such a strong woman. How did this happen to
you?’By telling my story, I want to answer those questions – for myself – and, in some way, on
behalf of all other women who find themselves in the vicious trap that I lived in for almost a
decade. I also want to talk about how fame changes your life – in good ways and bad ways – and
how, if you live in the fast lane, you have to deal with the crashes along the way and how, as a
woman, I cope.Mine is a life lived in headlines, from my crazy days in the Spice Girls to my
lifestyle, my divorces and my court cases. It never ceases to amaze me how stories can be so
near to yet so far from the truth. You have probably – based on these headlines – made your own



minds up about me already, and I wouldn’t blame you for it. But lies and mistruths kept me
trapped for long enough. Now I want the truth to set me free. I am ready to say what really
happened to me, what really happens to women like me and what will keep on happening if we
don’t stand up and say, ‘Enough is enough.’I kept silent for a decade in order to protect myself
and my three beautiful girls. I had to declare, in front of an American judge, reasons why I
needed legal safeguarding from the man I was married to for ten years. And even though I
continued to smile for the cameras on stage, on screen and on social media, I was lost behind a
wall that kept out my family, my friends and my soul.Since my story became public, I’ve had so
many women – from other female celebrities to nurses, receptionists, bankers, teachers – who
have held my hand, hugged me and poured out their own problems. Every single story has
touched my heart, and I’m thankful to all of those women who sought me out because even
though I was still fragile, their words helped give me strength.But there is so much I’ve never
said. With the help of amazing friends and supporters, I’ve taken the very painful but healing
step of confronting my past and trying to answer all those questions as brutally honestly as
possible – picking at scabs, opening wounds, looking at the way I handle fame and slowly
unlocking secrets I hid from the world. It’s taken a lot of trust and a huge amount of tears, but –
traumatic though it’s been at times – it’s the only way I can learn from what I’ve been through. I
refuse to be shamed any more.My story isn’t simple. Parts of this book may really shock you,
and there are parts which may make you laugh. I’ve not flinched from some very tough details –
but it is my truth. It weaves together past and present; woman and child; fathers and husbands;
motherhood and family. It is about weakness and strength, and it’s about a woman who always
knew that one day she would escape and be free.I’ve written this book for myself, for other
women and for my girls, because if we are honest, if we are kind, if we are compassionate and if
we are just there for each other, we are unstoppable. We are goddesses.1GIRL
POWERLESSWhat drives a woman to want to take her own life? What makes a woman believe
the only way out is a bottle of pills?I can tell you the answer – Melanie Brown, Scary Spice – that
gobby girl from Leeds who ran riot through the whole bloody world with the Spice Girls. The girl
cheeky enough to pinch loo roll from Nelson Mandela’s house (sorry to the late Mr Mandela; I
absolutely loved you and was beyond privileged to meet you, but I also know you had a little
chuckle about the loo roll) and cocky enough to crack jokes with HRH Prince Charles.I was Girl
Power. One fifth of that fantastic group of girls who were invincible, hilarious, fearless and
bonded like glue – ‘chicas to the front’, taking the control from men and generally kicking butt,
big time.And now, almost two decades on, you still see me in the spotlight on massively
successful television shows in Britain, America and Australia. Still being loud and proud, still
waving the flag for Girl Power.But here I am, thirty-nine years of age, staring in a mirror in the
ensuite bathroom of my rented house in Kensington, London, holding an open bottle of aspirin
from the stash I’ve stockpiled over the years, putting one pill after another into my mouth –
watching myself as I swallow, tears rolling down my cheeks.As each pill goes into my mouth, I
ask myself, ‘Are you sure?’ And I take another one. Ten, twenty, fifty. A hundred. ‘Are you



sure?’Everything and nothing is running through my mind. It’s Thursday night. 11 December
2014. I’ve come back from dinner with my husband, Stephen. Tomorrow I’m going to ‘The X
Factor’. It will be the red-carpet launch for the final weekend in front of the press; there will be
fans going wild for me, interviewers desperate to talk to me, Simon Cowell, Cheryl Fernandez
Versini (as she was back then) and Louis Walsh; I’ll be wearing a beautiful dress, my hair and
makeup will be perfect, but if you want the absolute truth, I’m not thinking about any of this at all.
I don’t care about any of it. There’s so much bullshit about being famous, being the fabulous Mel
B. Right now, right here in this fancy, swanky bathroom of a multi-million-pound palace of an
apartment, none of it means anything. I can’t plaster that happy grin on my face anymore. I can’t
pretend I’m not living in some twisted, violent hell.My life is a mess and I want out.As I look in
that huge bathroom mirror, it is not my face that is reflected in the expensive, flawless glass. It is
not a large, cream, stylish bathroom with a giant bath and sleek metal racks filled with white,
fluffy Egyptian cotton towels that I see behind me. Staring back at me is a fourteen-year-old,
mixed-race girl called Melanie Janine Brown, from a bog-standard three-bedroom semi in
Kirkstall, who felt so lonely, isolated and misunderstood that she took a whole bunch of Anadin
Plus pills she’d nicked from the family cupboard.When I tried to kill myself back then, I’d also
watched myself in a mirror in my bedroom as I took the pills, putting them onto my tongue one by
one, gazing at myself as I sobbed and swallowed.A hundred and twenty. ‘Are you sure?’ A
hundred and fifty. ‘Are you sure?’My life had changed unrecognizably in the decades in between.
Here I was – rich and famous beyond that girl’s wildest dreams – the kind of woman who was on
magazine covers; on television; stepping out of beautiful houses or chauffeur-driven cars. I have
had enough good wine in my time to know the difference, by smell alone, between a £100 bottle
of Puligny-Montrachet and a £10 bottle of Mâcon-Villages. I’ve worn enough designer clothes to
tell a Gucci dress from a Christian Dior dress by feel and fit alone. I’d worked my backside off to
have a lifestyle that was a million miles away from the one I was born into.From photographs
posted on my Instagram pages, anyone – not just that desperate fourteen-year-old – would feel
a pang of jealousy looking at my glamorous, gilded existence. But it was all a lie. A big, fat lie. My
life was a sham. Behind the glitter of fame, I felt emotionally battered, estranged from my family. I
felt ugly and detested by the very man who once promised to love and protect me, my husband
and manager, Stephen. A man who after ten years of marriage now had a library of sex tapes
that could – as we both well knew – ruin my career and destroy my family.So there I was. Trapped
in the vice of my own celebrity image. All smiles on the outside, misery and self-loathing on the
inside, always telling the world how happy I was when really all I ever wanted was to scream for
help. With each pill I swallowed, I was going back through the mirror to that same desperate
place I’d been to as a teenager, as if I’d opened up some portal in time. I could see my very core
as I was now and then – crushed, numb, unhappy and broken. Girl Powerless.The only thing that
made sense to me in that bathroom in Kensington was just to go. A hundred and eighty. ‘Are you
sure?’ A hundred and ninety. ‘Are you sure?’I wrote frantic, disjointed notes for Phoenix, my
eldest daughter, my soulmate – the girl who is little sister, friend and daughter to me. ‘Leeds’,



‘Train’, ‘King’s Cross’. She was the one person I knew I could100 per cent rely on. My Phoenix. It
was going to be up to her to get my other little girls, Angel and Madison, to Leeds where they
could all live with my mum. In my head, in that moment, it was that simple. They could start a
new life. They could be happy. They really would be better off without me. They would all rise
from my ashes.Two hundred. ‘Now what’s going to happen, Melanie?’ STOP!As soon as I’d
swallowed that last pill, I knew I didn’t want to go anywhere. My hands froze against my mouth
and in the mirror I saw me, Melanie – a woman, a mother. Time spun on a second. Broken
images and random, fractured thoughts went through my mind. I had done a cover shoot
dressed as an angel for Grazia magazine and now I was going to die before it hit the shelves. I
had seen someone I knew from dance school in Leeds the day before and I couldn’t remember
her name. What was it? The thoughts drifted away like leaves in gusts of wind, disappearing
before I could catch them.Then a voice howled through the silence, sending an electric shock
through the messed-up jumble of my brain. ‘MY GIRLS.’ The scream came from my mouth. My
two beautiful, innocent little daughters were asleep, yards away from the bathroom, and my
Phoenix, who was away at a boarding school in the country, would be asleep too, thinking she
was safe and sound. I jolted forward in a panic, clutching my throat, my forehead breaking out in
beads of sweat. ‘Melanie! What the fuck are you doing? Get a grip!’ Swallowing bottles of pills
was never going to be the answer. ‘My girls, my girls,’ I muttered to myself. I could never, ever
leave my girls.Looking back now, four years later, I know that overdose was a massive cry for
help. A primal scream from a broken woman. Emotionally – and for all sorts of reasons that I will
explain – I was at rock bottom. I’d allowed myself to disintegrate over those three months of
filming ‘The X Factor’ in London. I was exhausted, worn down by seven years of what felt to me
like constant emotional abuse, mind games, degradation, threats and sexual exploitation. I was
drinking too much – wine, vodka, tequila – and had lost all self-respect. I was lost.At that
moment, I felt it was Stephen who was in control of every aspect of my life. I felt he owned me.
My self-esteem was on the floor. I felt trapped. I felt helpless because I’d allowed this man into
my life, and, little by little, insult by insult, indignity by indignity, deal by deal, sex tape by sex
tape, I had allowed him to completely take over. He was the one that decided where I lived,
whom I saw (unless I was working), what my money was spent on, who looked after our kids (not
me but a selection of nannies or members of his family). It was up to him whether I was a piece
of filth that day or a goddess or a whore.In my head, I had to answer to Stephen for everything,
account for every second of my day. It was for my own good, he would tell me and I would agree.
Even when he was miles away in Los Angeles and I was in the middle of recording ‘The X Factor’
in the studio in Wembley I could feel him everywhere. He would call me to check in on me. What
was I eating? What was I wearing? Who was I with? If I was late home from work (and I would
often try and be as late as I possibly could) there would be 15 missed calls on my phone from
him: ‘Where are you? Call me now.’ Even though Stephen was effectively banned from ‘The X
Factor’ studios, (Simon Cowell could not stand him) he made his presence felt everywhere.To
me it seemed there was no escape. If I didn’t answer his calls, he’d phone my driver, my security,



my hairdresser Randy Stodghill, screaming: ‘Where is she? Tell her to call me this minute.’ And
then I’d finally get back to Kensington, walk through the door of our luxurious apartment, and,
even before I saw him, I would feel his energy crackling through the pale-hued space that was
the size of half the street I had been born in. Madison – my youngest gorgeous baby girl – would
run to the door: ‘Mommy!’ And as I buried my face in her tiny dark curls and felt her little hands
clutching me tight, I would hear him.‘Madi, give Mommy a kiss. Then Mommy and Daddy need
to talk. We need Mommy and Daddy time.’‘I want to see Angel,’ I’d say, hauling Madison up with
one arm as I walked into the sitting room, where my middle daughter sat watching cartoons on
the giant-screen digital TV.‘You didn’t answer my calls,’ he’d start, calmly enough, but then that is
always how it started, with the tiniest, barely noticeable hint of a threat behind the words.‘We
were filming all day,’ I’d answer casually. Was it worth walking over to the fridge to pour myself a
glass of wine, I wondered. Might as well. I’m in for it anyway. A nice, chilled glass of white would
take the edge off. Or maybe a glass of red. I’m much more of a red-wine woman. An intense,
powerful red like Châteauneuf-du-Pape. Maybe there was something like that amid the bottles of
wine in the kitchen.He would know – we both knew – he had reason to be suspicious of me. He
would look through my handbag, scroll through my phone, looking for evidence of bad
behaviour. I’d let the insults roll over me. I’d avert my eyes because I hated looking at his mouth.
His massive, pouting mouth that never stopped opening and shutting. I’d drink my wine,
calculating in my head how much longer it would be before I could pour myself another glass to
take off another edge.He made me feel ugly. Like a waste of space. Like I was a terrible mother,
a whore. Like I was lucky to be married to him because no-one else would put up with trash like
me. Yes, I knew all this. So what would I do? Me, so-called Scary Spice? I would nod. Or laugh.
Anything to shut him up. I would – like a controlled and emotionally abused wife – do anything to
stop him kicking off. ‘Do you want to fuck then?’ I’d ask coldly. Anything to make it stop.Anything.
That’s what I’d do. I’m going to be brutally honest here. And I’m not going to hide or lie like I
constantly did back then. Good, bad or ugly, I’m going to peel back the layers and tell it like it
was. You can judge me or you can try and understand me, understand what I was going through;
what millions of other women go through when they are in toxic relationships that strip them of
their self-respect, their souls, and drive them to a point where they believe they are either crazy
or completely worthless. It’s hard to think myself back to that woman that I became because she
makes me cry when I think of her, she makes me sad and she makes me angry. I want to be a
better woman. None of us are perfect and I’m the last person to pretend I am. But to become a
better woman I have to understand exactly how I fell apart and how I let go of every single thing I
hold dear to me.2NUMBAfter years of clinging onto my soul and pretending everything was
okay, in London I went into freefall. Coming back to the country I’d been born in made me see
how messed up my life had become, how far away I was from everything I loved. I was so low
that two weeks into filming ‘The X Factor’ I’d started using cocaine to get me through the run of
the show, to get me through living with Stephen, which felt like neurotic claustrophobia, and – for
deeper, darker reasons – to get me through the emotional gridlock of being so geographically



close to my family in Leeds and my Spice ‘sisters’ in London. On so many, many levels I felt
myself sinking.I’m not proud of taking cocaine, but I can’t pretend it didn’t help me to have a line
of that white powder when I got up in the morning. Sitting in my car a few minutes before I’d
faced Stephen, I’d snorted a line. And he knew it. There are reasons people choose to self-
medicate; usually it’s because they aren’t ready to face up to the reality they are living in. It can
blur the voices around you, it can keep you in your own world, or it can keep you moving.I want
to talk about this connection between substance abuse and women who feel abused (buckle up,
there’s a lot more to come) because since finally walking away from Stephen I’ve discovered
how commonplace this link is but how it’s something we don’t talk about. It’s more shame we
have brought on ourselves and our families, and we don’t address it. We don’t ask why. We carry
on suffering with the problem itself and the guilt. We break one cycle but don’t realize that we are
still in its shadow. I don’t even know myself if I would feel inclined to be so open had not so much
of my private life been splashed all over the papers (and online) since my horrible mudslinging
court case against my ex-husband. Everything happens for a reason. I chose not to walk out but
to speak out and tell it like it is.And this is how it is. It’s not clean, it’s not pretty, but it’s real. I’ve
recently discovered through looking at information available from groups like the brilliant
Women’s Aid that women in any sort of abusive relationship are fifteen times more likely to
abuse alcohol and nine times more likely to abuse drugs than women in stable relationships.
That makes perfect sense to me. But then it would because I’ve been there. And I admit it.Think
about it. How do you deal with feeling ugly, unwanted and humiliated 24/7? How do you deal with
feeling you are not loved and pretending to the world you are living the perfect happy-ever-after
fantasy? I had found techniques to stop my mind from constantly spinning. I would just block –
block thoughts, block emotions, block fears. And, as much as I could, I would block
Stephen.Once I was at work, on ‘The X Factor’, I felt safe. Stephen couldn’t touch me and I could
ignore his constant calls (‘I’ve been filming’, ‘I couldn’t get to the phone’). I could start to feel
good about myself because I knew what I was doing. I didn’t need anything and I didn’t take
anything. In Los Angeles when things got tough, I’d go through periods of drinking to blot out my
emotions, and there were times – the blackest times – when I would turn to drugs. But in the
country where I was born, I had to have something strong to help me cope. That ‘something
strong’ was cocaine.The great irony is that, if you’d seen me back then, you would have thought
my life could not have been better. I was enjoying a triumphant transformation from former Spice
Girl to the ‘most popular judge’ (according to the tabloid press) on ‘The X Factor’. I loved being
on the show, I loved the group of ‘boys’ I was mentoring, and even the hard-to-please fashion
critics were raving about the way I looked – sleek, sophisticated and immaculately tailored (a
great glam team can perform miracles). Invitations to prestigious parties poured in. Requests for
interviews kept on coming. Social media whirled and – for the first time in a decade – everything,
absolutely everything – was 100 per cent positive.Even – Shock! Horror! – The Guardian liked
me: ‘Mel B: The Surprise Star of X Factor’. I was so stunned when I saw that headline above the
interview I’d done that I asked my PR, Simon Jones, to get more copies. I got into Fountain



Studios – on a small trading estate close to Wembley where ‘The X Factor’ was then filmed – ran
into the other judges’ dressing rooms and left a magazine on each of their tables. I know it’s
childish, but then that’s me. I love to show off. And for a few hours I got to be proud of myself. An
intelligent, witty man called Simon Hattenstone from a paper I’d only ever seen sticking out of a
teacher’s briefcase (my dad read The Sun) had met me and liked me. He didn’t think I was
annoying. He didn’t think I was too much. He didn’t think I was stupid. He thought I was ‘funny’,
‘fanciable’ and ‘warm’. I wanted Simon, Cheryl and Louis to read his words.Simon Cowell, my
boss on ‘The X Factor’, would tell me after a show, ‘Melanie, you are having a real moment.
You’ve got to own it.’ I remember sitting with Joe Stone, a writer for Grazia magazine, and him
telling me how perfect my life seemed. I was nodding and thinking, I am in hell. Right at that
moment I knew I was coming to a breaking point. Two days before, I’d taken my girls to a Sunday-
morning film premiere and had had to leave after a few minutes. I took the girls home and then
asked Simon Jones to come with me to a hotel next to our apartment in Kensington. He
remembers me ordering tea and then hysterically bursting into tears. ‘You have to help me, I’m
desperate!’ I cried. Simon is one of the most respected and experienced PRs in London. He is
used to dealing with anything.‘What’s going on Melanie?’ he asked. I couldn’t say the words. I
knew he couldn’t stand Stephen, and that he’d been witness to his rants and aggressive
behaviour. But I couldn’t let my shameful secret out. Melanie the mess. He sat with me as I
wavered between sobs, smiles and silent shakes of my head, trying to make me feel better.And
then, two days later, just minutes before I was due to sit down with Joe – with a pair of Victoria’s
Secret angel wings fixed to my back for a happy, heavenly cover shoot – I was sitting upstairs in
the makeup room hysterical, unable to breathe as the sobs wracked my body. A team of makeup
artists and fashion assistants looked like they wanted the floor to swallow them up. I guess they
probably assumed I was an absolute diva who hated the clothes and the makeup. I didn’t care
about any of it. It was my life I hated. It was my life that was coming apart at the seams.‘You need
to tell me what is happening, Melanie.’ Simon was by my side, asking everyone else to leave the
room.‘I have to get away from Stephen. I want a divorce!’ I sobbed. He nodded calmly. ‘But he’s
got all these videos of me. Really bad videos. He could ruin me.’ Simon was the first person I’d
ever said these words to and I couldn’t look him in the eye. He was calm, he was kind. ‘I’m going
to pull this shoot,’ he said. ‘We’ll work this out.’I shook my head. ‘No,’ I said. ‘You can’t. I have to
do it.’ I needed to pull myself together. I couldn’t believe I’d actually said those words out loud. I
had to stop falling apart and put everything right again.And so there I was, half an hour later, with
Joe from Grazia telling me how everything was wonderful, and how he was a long-term fan of
the Spice Girls. My head was spinning. I barely registered what he was saying. I was opening my
mouth and saying words to stop his questions as fast as I could. God knows what he thought of
me; in fact I could see he thought I was being difficult. He even said someth ing to that effect as
he ploughed on in the face of my unhelpful answers. ‘Sorry, I’ve had a row with my husband,’ I
said abruptly.I could say nothing more or I could say everything but not there and not then.I
wanted to get out of there, get out of everything. I could see Simon looking anxious, but I had



become so used to pretending, so used to covering up, that I knew I wouldn’t drop the ball. I
wasn’t going to cry anymore. I had retreated behind my hard wall of blocked emotions and empty
words. When Joe left, Simon looked at me. Obviously he wanted to talk. I didn’t. I shouldn’t have
said anything. No-one could do anything. Stephen could trump any PR or lawyer by simply
leaking any one of the tapes from his sex-tape library. My family would be humiliated, and
everything I’d worked for would be ruined. It was easier to stick to my ‘happy life’ lies. And it was
easier, when I was desperately upset, to risk being hard and rude than to break down, sob and
tell the truth.Thing is, I could always convince myself I was okay as long as I had my kids with me
and as long as I could work. In the days after I finally left Stephen, and even in the very worst,
humiliating days of my court case when my reputation was being stripped from me headline by
headline, what got me through were my kids and my work. I never wanted people to know
anything, but news of my horrific marriage came out because in Los Angeles I felt I needed to
file court papers to get a temporary restraining order on Stephen to protect myself and my girls.
The judge granted the order, and the contents of that piece of paper – including some sordid
details of our marriage – were immediately reported in the press all over the world (the law in the
US states that restraining orders are made in open, public court).The very next day I was sitting
at the desk on ‘America’s Got Talent’. I had only recently returned from my father’s deathbed in
London and it was my first day back. I could see from the faces of the producers, the
researchers and the cameramen that they didn’t quite know what to say. The outrageous, funny
Mel B they all thought they knew was actually a woman who’d had to go to court to get away
from her husband, a woman who feared for her own safety. Before the cameras start rolling,
there’s hair and makeup, a meeting with the producers about that day’s show. There’s the sound
guys fixing in the microphones, the lighting crew checking the lights – it’s a good few hours
before the actual show gets on the road. In this time, I was being inundated with silent looks of
sadness and concern and little gentle pats on the shoulder, which only made me feel incredibly
uncomfortable. ‘Excuse me, Melanie. Is there anything I can get you?’ This from one of the
production guys who usually greeted me with a wolf whistle and cheeky comment like ‘Legs
looking good today!’ People were talking to me softly, treating me as if I was about to break. I
wanted to be treated like Scary Spice with a joke or a saucy smile.You’ve got to say something,
Melanie, I thought. I jumped to my feet. ‘I want everyone to know that I’m fine. No-one has to look
sad or ask if I’m okay. I don’t want a pity party. I’ve left my husband and I’m bloody happy I’ve
finally done it. Now I want to work. Boom!’ I guess I could have been more thoughtful or eloquent
and explained that my nightmare had ended and I was going to be okay. Or maybe ‘Thank you
for keeping me working because work has been my only safe place, which is why I’m so glad to
still be here.’ But I didn’t want pity or to be treated differently. I didn’t feel fragile. I finally felt strong
and I wanted to move on. Simon Cowell got it. He made a joke. Something like ‘And let’s not
forget this show is actually all about me.’ Then he winked at me, and that cheeky wink meant
more than a hundred sympathetic looks because it was exactly what I needed. He’ll never know
how much it meant to me.Simon Cowell and I don’t always get on. We have our little rows and



spats (I’ve been known to throw water in his face and have had occasion to call him an ass-
hole), but ultimately we connect because, as different as we are, we are cut from the same cloth.
He’s a middle-class Jewish boy from Hertfordshire and I’m a mixed-race girl from the wrong side
of Leeds. But he loves to work, I love to work, and of all the things in our lives, work is the one
thing that makes sense. On a stage, in front of an audience or even a camera – whatever is
going on in my life – I feel liberated. Simon is exactly the same. He’s never happier than when
he’s working. And if there’s a problem at work (he decides he hates the lighting, or something on
the set bothers him, or a particular twist in the show fails to come off the way he wants it to), he
will keep working on it until he has solved it because he gets the biggest kick out of doing what
he does to the best of his ability.I feel nothing but privileged doing what I do. And what you see
on the telly or the stage is the real Melanie Brown. The very best of me. I am in my element. I
literally throw myself into doing as good a job as I can whether it’s as a dancer, a singer, a judge,
a TV host or on Broadway. I always want to prove myself, always want to show I can do anything
you throw at me. I never want to let anyone down. That year at ‘The X Factor’ the producers
sometimes had to stop me going to the studio all the time because I never wanted to leave. I was
the only judge who said exactly what they thought with no notes written down for me. Even
Simon joked, ‘Go home, Melanie. You’re showing us all up!’ (And this from a man who regularly
works till 3 a.m.).Most of the time, getting up and working, and then spending time with my
daughters, was enough to keep me going. But a few weeks into filming, I could feel I was starting
to sink. I could feel the dark cloud of depression descending. I didn’t want all the crap in my life to
get in the way of the job I wanted to do, and knew I was doing really well. So, as insane as it may
sound, my quick-fix answer was cocaine. The drug that fuelled ’90s Britpop and that has been a
bigger fixture in the record industry than Gibson guitars or iTunes. It took me less than a minute
to get my hands on a regular supply – such is the power of celebrity. I started using a couple of
lines before I went into work.I had a routine. I’d wake up in the morning and snort two lines. Then
I would pray: ‘God, I’m sorry for taking cocaine, but please, God, help me get through this day.’ I
was ashamed of what I was doing, but I felt I had to have it. I told myself God would understand
and forgive me because He could see through all the glitter and the crap. He could see me. The
mess. And cocaine could help that mess. Just for now. It numbed my pain, it lifted me up enough
to be ready to fire on all cylinders and forget everything but the show. Just for now. I
promise.Once I was at work on ‘The X Factor’, I didn’t need anything and I didn’t take anything.
I’d crack jokes with Simon and the other judges, get to know my boys and have a laugh with the
crew. But as soon as I left the building, it was like in ‘Cinderella’, where everything turns back to
shit and rats and pumpkins. The black emotions I was holding off crashed right down on top of
me like fat, heavy bricks. The cocaine would come back out of my bag and up into my nose. One
line, another line, and yes, another and another. Just for now. I was, as Stephen delighted in
telling me, ‘a fucking mess’.The truth was, I was kidding myself that I had found a magic formula
for dealing with my life. The cocaine only made my depression worse, and I was permanently
anxious and on edge. I was not in a good place mentally and emotionally, and at home in



Kensington I was not in a good place physically. Stephen’s preference was to have the curtains
tightly closed at all times, to keep us from prying eyes. We were living in permanent darkness
with no natural daylight, and I’m someone who loves – and needs – lots of light and air.I don’t
need flowers, but I love flowers. I have to have flowers in my house now, not because they are
beautiful but to remind me that I welcome the outside world in all its colour and beauty into my
home. They make me feel happy. Stephen didn’t like them because they go off, they drop petals,
they make a mess, and they are unhygienic.My mind began to play strange tricks on me. I began
to fear the outside world. I had these weird, paranoid ideas in my head, telling me that everyone
around me was selling stories about me. I felt I couldn’t trust anyone at work and was suspicious
of everyone I met. Stephen did nothing to disabuse me of these ideas. He was disdainful of my
work: he’d refuse to watch the recorded shows on television, or he would talk loudly all the way
through them while the girls and I were trying to watch. ‘It’s so boring,’ he’d moan, turning up his
rap music so none of us could hear.Party invitations would sit unanswered because – apart from
going to work – I felt I shouldn’t leave the apartment without his approval. I didn’t feel in a fit state.
I worried that I would be a liability, that I was an idiot. I thought having his approval was for my
own good. I had lost my grip on reality.You start to believe that it is you who is the crazy one
because all the time you feel you might be insane, you’ve got it all wrong, you don’t know what
you are doing, you don’t know who to trust, who to like. You’re the one who is responsible for
being unhappy, for making him angry. You are the idiot, the slut, the bitch. It wasn’t Stephen who
upset Phoenix when she came home from school at the weekend and stayed in her room, it was
you because she hated being around you. She told him that.‘You’re an embarrassment to her,’
he’d say. You’d believe it. The hug she gave you when she left to go back to school had felt too
quick.Cheryl hadn’t responded to your text. You forgot that he checked your phone. You forgot
that he deleted messages whenever he wanted to. You allowed yourself to be isolated, allowed
him to make the rules. You didn’t realize that you were stuck in some toxic game of control and
that all that mind-bending manipulation had a purpose.Psychologists refer to a technique to
assert absolute control called ‘gaslighting’. Is that what was happening to me? Many therapists
believe it often results in nervous breakdowns and suicide attempts. Sometimes I would laugh at
Stephen when he criticized me. I would laugh so I wouldn’t cry. Then he’d leave the room and I’d
find myself tidying cupboards, straightening sheets with tears streaming down my ‘ugly’ face.
Other times I’d sit with my diary and write pages and pages of notes, and then hide my diary so
he couldn’t rip up my words or throw away my book.3CRAZYI remember once sitting in that flat
in Kensington, looking at a cheese sandwich and wondering to myself whether it was poisoned.
Come on, Melanie, you’ve got to be crazy to think like that. That thought was even worse. Was I
actually going mad? As a kid I used to build wobbly towers out of Black Grandad’s dominoes on
Black Grandma’s swirly living-room carpet, and try to wait till they fell over (I was rarely patient; I
used to knock them if they weren’t quick enough). But there was – when I was patient enough –
that one moment when you could see the wobble start, before the dramatic collapse when
everything fell to pieces. That was how I felt most of the time, and I’d think the only way to deal



with my situation was to have a glass of vodka or wine, or both, and then take more cocaine.The
cocaine only made my mental state worse because – as a lot of people know – cocaine makes
you even more paranoid. I was probably taking five or six lines a day before and after work.
Stephen knew what I was up to. ‘How many lines have you done today? Tell me. I know you’ve
been snorting that shit!’ he’d yell. I wouldn’t react to him. I’d shut the bedroom door and just sit
there. If he dragged me out into the sitting room, I would stumble and slur my words. ‘What’s
going on with you, Melanie?’ he would rant. He would go through my things, and if he found a
packet of powder in my bag, the rage would ramp up twenty notches: ‘Are you insane? This will
get you fired! Think about your image.’ I was a sad pathetic person. I was out of control.Stephen
loved ‘proof ’. He’d pull out his phone and video me while asking me questions: ‘Melanie, have
you taken cocaine? Look at you, you are off your head.’ He’d wait till I was at my worst and then
once – in fact it was the day before I took the overdose – he pushed me in front of his computer
and Skyped our family therapist, Dr Charles Sophy, telling him that I needed to be
institutionalized. As well as being our therapist, Dr Sophy is the Medical Director for the County
of Los Angeles Department of Children and Family Services, so he is in a position to have
anyone at risk sectioned. ‘Look at her,’ Stephen would say. ‘She’s off her face. She’s a disgrace,
she needs serious help.’ I did. Just not the sort of help Stephen meant.As extreme as things
were with Stephen, my messed-up state of mind wasn’t entirely down to our relationship. My
reasons for doing ‘The X Factor’ had been complicated and conflicted. Part of me hadn’t wanted
to do the show because it meant coming back to England, and part of me had wanted to do it for
exactly those reasons. Being in England meant being right in the face of my family. Since
marrying Stephen in 2007, my relationship with my mum, dad and younger sister Danielle had
become completely toxic.It’s only since leaving Stephen that I’ve been able to reconnect with my
family, to talk, to cry and to begin to heal that rift. It’s only since leaving him that I’ve begun to
realize that the problem I saw then as entirely my own issue was actually the result of being
isolated from my friends and family. I didn’t understand back then – because I didn’t see any of it
– that the best way to gain control over someone is to cut them off from the people they have
known and trusted all their lives and cause maximum conflict with their loved ones.After you
come out of these situations, people all nod knowledgeably when you talk about being isolated,
when you talk about subjects like gaslighting. The term was even used by lots of political
commentators to describe the way Donald Trump (with whom, back in 2013, I co-hosted Miss
Universe in Moscow and spent most of the evening trying to avoid him) denies stories and tells
‘half-truths’ to project his own version of events. I never knew about this stuff. I wish I had. I wish I
had been in a position to nod in understanding rather than have to go through it to even know
about these words and syndromes.I remember, in fact, sitting in my bedroom in the rented
house in Coldwater Canyon, Los Angeles, that my three daughters and I moved into when we
left Stephen. A friend handed me a list of fifteen things to look out for as warning signs that a
relationship might be controlling or abusive. I read it in shock. Step 3 was ‘isolation’. I also felt I
could relate to many of the others. This list is among the final pages of this book. I want you to



look at it and show it to your friends. I want it to be read out to girls – and boys – at school. I don’t
want anyone else to have a story like mine.The entire circle of people I trusted and relied on
most in the world was decimated within a year and a half. My parents, my friends – even my
gorgeous, smart personal assistant Janet Neale, who worked for me for five years when I moved
out to LA – hated Stephen from the get-go. After a series of what my mum now describes as ‘the
most abusive, disgusting and terrifying’ phone calls, he had successfully cut my parents out of
our lives, making me feel like the best thing for me was to have no contact: no calls, no emails,
nothing.Then, when Phoenix was nine, my mum and dad contacted her dad, Jimmy Gulzar, to
try to help him get custody. Child services were called in, and I had to watch as my kids were
stripped and checked over. That broke my heart. I couldn’t understand why my mum hadn’t
simply talked to me. Asked me to explain how I was steering my way through this mess. I would
have flown her over to see how my kids were being protected, how my whole life revolved
around keeping them happy. ‘Because she doesn’t care, she hates you,’ Stephen would sneer.
‘She prefers your lowlife ex-husband to you.’ It became another battle, a legal battle to fight for
my kids, me and him against them – the lines drawn. Me and Stephen against my family.It is only
now that I realize how deluded I was. Since leaving Stephen, this has been one of the most
heart-breaking realizations of my journey. Children are not protected from the behaviour of their
parents. Ever. My mum and dad knew that. They tried to do something about it, which at the time
seemed the ultimate betrayal. They were stopped by my lawyers, and they were kept out of my
life by my husband. I blamed them, they blamed me. I know now that none of my family could
see beyond the wall of Stephen. My email addresses kept changing, we moved house every
year, all my old employees and friends had fallen by the wayside. In their minds, I’d become as
much of a monster as him – at least that’s what I thought back then.For all these reasons, part of
me wanted them to see me on ‘The X Factor’, to see that I was still the same Melanie – ‘It’s me,
look, Melanie’ – and that my kids (my parents had never even met Madison and had last seen
Angel as a baby and Phoenix as a nine-year-old) were gorgeous and happy, as they smiled
alongside me from the covers of magazines like Hello! I was still the goofy girl they knew, the
one who would say anything that came into her head, except now I was doing it on the telly.
‘Melanie, don’t forget your roots,’ my dad would often say to me. I think of that now as I sit on the
yellow sofa in my bedroom in Coldwater Canyon, which is all very over-the-top with a sky
painted on the ceiling (it was decorated like this when I moved in and I’ve grown to like it). My
roots were never forgotten; they just got buried under the weight of what I was living
through.Strangely enough, the first night I moved into this house I heard an owl. I first heard an
owl in Leeds when I was fifteen, and I swear I would hear them every now and again up until I
married Stephen. I think of the owl as my spirit animal (there are three owls on the coat of arms
for the city of Leeds), and that owl in Coldwater Canyon has hooted at me every night since I
moved away from Stephen and into this house. I also feel my dad’s spirit here with me. I feel it so
strongly that sometimes it makes me happy and sometimes it makes me cry because I miss him
so much.I always wanted my dad to be proud of me. ‘Look at me, Dad. This is what I can do. And



see how people love it’ – those thoughts have always been in some subliminal part of my brain,
whether I’ve been dancing with the Spice Girls or hosting ‘Lip Sync Battle UK’ or even
performing a tap dance on an improvised stage in the Mandela Centre in Leeds. It’s the thought
that goes through the mind of so many people who make their living on the stage. The bottom
line is we want to be loved. By everyone. But most of all by our mums and dads, and to show
them that even if we didn’t come top of the class at school, or live up to their idea of the perfect
child, we’d done well for ourselves.Back in 2014 when I was doing ‘The X Factor’, it had been so
long since I’d heard my parents tell me they loved me or I’d been able to say it to them. It had all
gone so wrong; being back in England made that so much more real. Part of me wanted them to
see how so many other people actually liked me, so why couldn’t they? All these mixed-up
feelings I’d tried to keep at bay in LA were right in front of me in London.It was in the midst of
filming the London auditions that the production office at ‘The X Factor’ got a call from my sister,
Danielle. They gave me her number and I called it straight away. ‘I wanted you to know that Dad
isn’t doing well,’ she said. I was completely silent, not knowing what to say, not knowing what she
was going to say next. And then I heard the words: ‘Melanie, he’s dying. You need to come and
see him.’ I didn’t answer or say anything coherent. A jumble of disconnected words flew out of
my mouth, mainly, ‘No, no, no.’For the previous few years, Dad had been treated for multiple
myeloma cancer. I knew that, but my dad was a strong guy. I never believed cancer could really
get him. He was tough like me, a survivor; knock him down and he’d get up. I could feel the fight
in him because it’s the same fight that is in me. Every now and again when I could, I would call
his doctors in Leeds to check on him, but they would always tell me he was coping well.
Sometimes – because my relations with my family had got so bad – I wasn’t allowed to call and
speak to the doctors. There was a pass-code for family and it took me months to find out what it
was. It was ‘Phoenix’. The fact that Dad had used my daughter’s name as his code meant a huge
deal to me. It meant there was still hope, still a bond. Still family. I needed to fix things before it
was too late. And I needed to do it when Stephen was in LA so he couldn’t try to stop me or
come with me and ruin things. In a massive panic, I left the auditions and drove up to Leeds.After
four hours of driving, I arrived outside Dad’s house. The house in Kirkstall that I’d grown up in,
the same one he refused to leave when I bought my parents a beautiful house in an upmarket
area of Horsforth. I sat in my car outside the house for a few minutes. I looked a complete mess
because I had been crying all the way up the motorway, going through speeches in my head,
imagining the worst scenes awaiting me. Outside the house there were no other cars. Just mine.
I looked at this pile of bricks and mortar as familiar to me as my own features, and through the
curtains I saw a shadowy figure. It was my dad. He peered through the curtains, he saw me, and
then he disappeared and I saw the front door open. I was shaking as I got out of the car; my
emotions were all over the place. I felt so happy that I was going to see him but distraught at
what I was going to be faced with.I walked to the door. Dad was standing in the hall. In his hand
was a can of Special Brew, which he lifted to his mouth and gulped at as I walked in. ‘Special
Brew. What the hell …’ went through my head. It was the last thing I expected to see. I’d been



picturing him at death’s door, weak and fragile, not knocking back a can of beer. The first words
that came out of my mouth after years of not speaking, after years of lying awake at night
imagining the day we would be reconciled, were, ‘Dad. What the hell are you doing drinking?’ I
blurted them out because the thought was pinging round my head in shock. As I heard them fall
from my lips, I knew I’d blown it. I should have hugged him and kept my mouth shut. I knew him
well enough to know how riled he’d be, how he’d take it as me coming in and criticizing him.The
atmosphere – after years of no communication – was tense enough. Now it was like I had
chucked a lit match into a room filled with petrol. My dad had not forgiven me because five years
previously I’d made a documentary in Leeds. I’d been filming a few streets away from him and
hadn’t gone to see him once. Now he wanted to know why. I garbled something but it wasn’t
right. I didn’t know what to say. ‘Because I’m a fucking idiot,’ I should have said. ‘I love you,’ I
should have said. ‘And I’m sorry.’ In the end it was all the wrong words.My dad started shouting
at me. ‘Melanie! Mind your own business! Go home. I don’t want you here.’ He kept ranting,
saying that I’d forgotten who I was and that he never wanted to see me again. I couldn’t take
those words back or turn back the clock, and it just went from bad to worse. He literally pushed
me out of his house – the house where, after he died in March 2017, my sister, Danielle, found
his dozens of scrapbooks with almost every magazine article I’d ever done, pictures of all my
children, even cuttings from posh women’s magazines like Grazia and Glamour that I can’t
imagine him standing in a newsagent’s and buying. There were even – on the kitchen wall –
scribbled messages from me, Geri, Emma, Mel C and Vic when I’d dragged them up in the early
days of the Spice Girls to meet my dad. He’d repainted his kitchen, but he’d painted around
those messy scrawls. I cried all the way back to London. Everything I really cared about was a
mess, and I didn’t know how to make it better.All of these emotions had been swirling around me
for months, but now in this Kensington bathroom I had to get control of myself. I couldn’t let
myself go under. I had to believe things could get better. I couldn’t do it to my girls, my family or
all those people who actually believed in me. I looked in the mirror and said, ‘No.’ Suicide was
not the answer. I had to make my life count. I had to get to a hospital. I had to get those pills out
of my stomach before anything happened.It was like being shocked out of a trance. Actually, I felt
weirdly calm, as if I’d finally taken control of myself and I was going to be all right. I thought I
could hear Stephen on the other side of the door, in the bedroom. I looked at myself in the mirror.
I looked weird. I was wearing pyjamas and no makeup, and I was kneading my hands together
trying to compose myself as much as possible. In a very clear, calm voice that sounded to me
like a teacher talking to a child, I said, ‘Stephen, I’ve done something stupid and I need you to
help me. I’ve taken a massive overdose of pills.’My head was spinning. All I thought was that I
needed to get out of the room but for some reason the door was jammed. I can’t clearly
remember what happened next but I remember throwing myself at the door, crashing my full
weight (at the time I weighed around 110 lbs) against it. I felt like a trapped animal. I was so
confused. Why wasn’t it opening? Why couldn’t I get out? I knew I needed to get my stomach
pumped and I could picture myself in a hospital bed. Safe. But I wasn’t safe, I was stuck in this



bathroom flailing around in complete confusion. My mind wasn’t working properly, I didn’t know if
words were coming out of my mouth or whether I was hearing voices in my head. I couldn’t feel
my hands, my arms and my grip on reality was going. I was telling myself to shout to get help and
not to shout because I didn’t want to wake up Angel and Madison who were asleep in their beds
a few hundred yards away. ‘Maybe this is it’, I told myself. ‘Maybe I’m never going to get out of
here.’Those bruises on my face and shoulder everyone saw on television at the ‘X Factor’ final
three days later – most of them were caused by those moments trapped in that doorway. I can’t
remember the pain but I can still remember the fear, the panic and the absolute confusion in my
head.Then everything started to go black and I collapsed to my knees. I could feel the life in me
starting to drain away. I kept trying to get up and I could hear my own voice sounding strange
and blurry. I remember scrabbling for my phone and talking to people, but I couldn’t remember
who – feeling myself not thinking straight, not remembering the number for emergency services.
‘Is it 911?’ went round and round in my head.I heard another man’s voice in the other room. (I
later found out that it was Chris Little, my security guy for the London run of ‘The X Factor’.)And
then nothing, silence. I lay semi-conscious on the bathroom floor and, with tears streaming down
my face, drifting in and out of consciousness, waited to die.It was only three years later that I
found out the full events of that night. As I can only remember the haziest details, I’m going to let
Randy, my hairdresser at the time, tell it in his own words …RANDY’S STORYIt was about 1 a.m.
on Friday morning. I was asleep in bed in my hotel in Kensington.My mobile went. I picked it up
and heard Melanie’s voice saying, ‘Randy, Chris,’ (her security guy), and then the line went dead.
She sounded very strange. I called her back, but she didn’t pick up. Straightaway I called Chris,
who was already on his way over to her apartment.Half an hour later, she called me again. She
was sounding really blurry. She said, ‘Randy, I took a bunch of pills. I need it to stop.’ I knew she
was talking about Stephen even though – as close as we were – she never actually talked about
how bad it was with him.Then she told me she was going to lie down with her kids till she died.
She wasn’t making much sense. I could hear Chris in the background. I could hear the word
ambulance. But again the line went flat.I ran over to her place. When I rang the buzzer
downstairs, Stephen appeared. He was cool as a cucumber. He was smiling as he opened the
door, like he couldn’t believe there was any reason for me to be standing there on his doorstep in
the middle of the night.I thought something was wrong. But I knew Chris was there and he’d look
out for Melanie. Stephen was super-calm, so I thought I’d go home and see her in a few hours.
There was no way he was going to let me push past him so I left.At 7.30 a.m. I went back to the
apartment. Melanie buzzed me in, which was a relief. But when I walked in and saw her, I was
shocked beyond belief. She was slumped like a broken doll in a pile of clothes in the middle of
the hall. The kids and the nanny had all left for school. Stephen was in the bedroom with the door
shut.I grabbed her under her arms and dragged her into Phoenix’s bedroom. She was groaning,
telling me she’d taken an overdose, and that all the pills were still inside her. Everything she was
saying was jumbled, but I knew it was bad. I had to get her out of there as fast as possible
without alerting Stephen that I thought anything was wrong.
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Displaced Californian, “Sad and Scary. I read this book in just a few hours. I couldn’t put it down.I
didn’t know much about the Spice Girls, but I enjoy Mel B. on America's Got Talent. Brutally
Honest is just that. Some of her story was very unpleasant for me to read, but I plugged along.
Never having been abused in the way she has been, and by so many men, it was difficult for me
to understand why she kept falling for the same kind of abusive men. I did begin to understand
how this happened to her, and I feel so much empathy for her and her daughters. I hope very
much that she is now as strong as she says she is and will stay away from those types of men.
I hope the drinking has stopped. I hope she continues to see Dr. Sophy until she is one hundred
percent sure that she is cured of all of her addictions, including men. She’s only in her early
forties. I think she’s still susceptible to falling for the same kind of guy. Be careful, Mel B!! I hope
you make a ton if money with this book.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Brutally Raw. What a gut wrenching book. I cried during most of it. Melanie
packs a he'll of a story but it's been a hell of a life. This is a woman I admired and thought she
had everything and the best of life. Truth shall set you free. Being a abused wife myself, I know all
the signs so reliving that through this book was incredibly hard and there were times I had to put
it down and stop. But I am thankful that she had the courage to get this done and start her life
over and be the mom her children deserve. My heart, prayers and love to put to a remarkable
woman who got sucked into a terrifying experience and was able to recover and come away with
her life and love. There is a special place in hell for abusers and I pray one day they all get what
they deserve. May Melanie now have the life she and her children deserve. Book packs a
wallup!”

WindyCityDreamin, “Left me Speechless. I wasn't a huge Spice Girls fan but I was somewhat
familiar with her Spice Girls days because my little brother was a big fan. My familiarity with Mel
was from her brief reality show and her time on AGT. I've always liked Mel's public persona as
I've find her funny and affable. Initially, I had no plans to read the book but after hearing Mel B
discuss it on TV I changed my mind.I'm glad I checked it out. Once I started the book I couldn't
put it down. It only took me three days to finish it. I had no idea that Melanie's experienced so
many trials and tribulations in her life. Parts of her story are hard to read but ultimately, I came
away feeling relieved and proud that Mel finally had the strength to leave her ex-husband. She's
a survivor in every sense of the word. I hope the next chapters in her life are filled with happiness
and continued success in her career.I don't want to give anything away but the book will hold
your attention even if you have just a passing interest in Mel's life. I do wish she'd talked more
about her Spice Girls days but from her perspective I suppose she feels like she shared all that
needed to be said. Much of the book talks about the last ten years of her life with her ex-
husband and her struggle to survive his abuse. Those chapters she seems to "tell-all" but I'd say



the rest of the book is measured and respectful. She's honest but doesn't share more than is
really necessary. After all, she does have two young daughter's to protect. I enjoyed the book
immensely.”

Joy Walker, “Shockingingly fabulous!. Mel B was my least fave Spice Girl, but after reading this
book she is my hero! She does not hold back anything about her horrendous controlling
husband, Belafonte, and it is a very upsetting read. She does not glorify the violence in her
marriage but it is so distressing to read about how her children knew about the abuse especially
the effect it had on her eldest child, Phoenix - heartbreaking. Despite what she believes, she is a
fab mum; her adorable children love her very much and all she can do now is never to repeat the
cycle of abuse.I admire Mel B's spirit and I do believe every word. She was controlled and would
do anything to keep the peace. The fact that he threatened to release the sordid sex tapes to
ruin her career shows what a nasty svengali type of villain she was dealing withLike Mel B or not,
this book is a true page turner, I could have read it in one sitting. It is written well and flows well. I
can't believe she has been 'brutally honest' - takes some guts but she is safe now hopefully. It
was a shame that her horrendous marriage broke up relationships that Mel valued such as with
her close friends and lovely family. She can only move forward now and I wish her luck in finding
a decent man who can show her what true love means.Buy it!”

Mrs P Hill, “Very honest and no holes barred account. There are so many psychological abusers
about who prey on people who are naive manipulate them so that they feel they cannot live
without them.That’s when the coercion begins.Why people have to make others feel so bad I’m
not sure, they obviously have many insecurities that they project onto others.Everyone
contemplating a new relationship should read this book.From a fellow survivor”

Trudie Arr, “Title says it all. Was not a fan of Mel however decided to read this after her Loose
Women appearance discussing it .Firstly I believe every word she says ,shame for her kids but
she can now rectify that .Love that her family were instantly there for her even after all that
time .Very honest read and I definitely understand her behaviour since being with him now .”

The book by Melanie Brown has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 2,345 people have provided feedback.
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