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Reality TV star and influencer Georgia Harrison has appeared on Love Island, The Only Way is Essex, Ex on the Beach and The Challenge. Since her very public trial against her ex-boyfriend she has gained thousands of new fans and supporters around the world, who applaud and support her bravery in what has been regarded as a huge win for women. In navigating what was a deeply challenging period of her life, Georgia has come out stronger, and more resilient than ever, with a real desire to help others. As an ardent campaigner for causes relating to online safety regulations and privacy, Georgia has fought relentlessly to have her message, and those of the people she’s standing with, heard to great effect.
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This book is dedicated to my mum,
my absolute rock in life. Thank you for
being with me every step of the way.
I love you.
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‘THIS IS NOT A SAD STORY.

IT’S A STORY ABOUT THE POWER OF HOPE.’




‘EVERY THOUGHT HAS A POWER. IF YOU’RE GOING TO AIM, AIM BIG – AND WHEN YOU GET THERE, ENJOY THE MOMENT. OWN IT. YOU’VE CREATED IT. YOU DESERVE IT.’



Prologue

TAKING BACK
MY HOPES

MUM’S GARDEN, ESSEX, 11 P.M., JULY 2022

I don’t want to be here. I don’t see the point in being on this earth anymore. I want to be up there in the sky. With the stars. With my best boy-mate, Cenk, and my ex-boyfriend Jake.

But I’m here. I’m slumped on my back in the grass. My body’s present but my soul is switched off. I see myself from above: a girl of twenty-seven, lost in a baggy tracksuit I’ve lived in for days. My unwashed hair is a matted ball on the top of my head, and my eyes have swollen like golf balls from crying so much. My face shines wet in the moonlight. A wine glass lies limply in my hand, Sauvignon Blanc sloshing onto the lawn. I see all my hopes draining away to nothing.

I don’t want to be here.

I hear noises. Crying, screaming, pleading. Warm hands land on my forehead, then my shoulders.

‘Georgia, please, come inside. You can’t stay here all night. Please, Georgia, sweetie. I need you to get up … for yourself, for me, for us.’

Mum’s voice sounds like it’s coming from afar, from a deep tunnel somewhere inside the house behind me. I can’t move. I can’t speak. I can’t think. I don’t care about anything right now.

This has been my state of mind since my friend Tyla called me – was it two, three or even four days ago? – with news that ripped my world apart.

‘Oh, God, Georgia, have you heard what happened?’ she’d said. ‘Jake drove off a cliff in Turkey yesterday. He broke his neck and died instantly.’

‘What, d’you mean Jake McLean?’ I could barely get the words out. In my mind I knew Tyla was telling me that Jake McLean, who’d been my on-off boyfriend for the last ten years, was dead. But I didn’t want to believe it. No, not my Jake! The funniest, cheekiest man you could ever meet. Everybody loves Jake – he has the most magical personality. Please, no … My whole body went into shock. Shaking uncontrollably, I dropped my phone, threw myself onto my bed and screamed hysterically into the pillow for hours. I’ve been inconsolable ever since.

I can’t get through this, I really can’t. My grief is unsurmountable. Jake’s passing has come nearly seven months after my best friend, Cenk Fahri, died after fighting a ten-year battle against cancer. Cenk was the same age as me and we’d been inseparable since the moment we’d met back in 2006, on my first day at Roding Valley High School, when he’d flashed me his mischievous grin and said, ‘I’m going to look after you, Gee.’ We spent literally every day together. He was just the most decent human being: kind, funny, selfless and true to his word. Cenk looked after me, always – right down to his final days in hospital.

Cenk and Jake were the two men who were there for me, the people I could trust and rely on. Tonight, as Mum continues to beg me to get up, I wonder, Will I ever heal? I was just regaining some semblance of normality after losing Cenk, and now … this.

‘Georgia, please, I’m begging you.’ Mum’s shaking me now. Still, I don’t move. I have no idea how long I’ve been here, sprawled on the grass. I have fuzzy recollections of the evening, of sitting around the garden table with Mum and my girlfriends, drinking glass after glass of wine but not feeling anywhere near drunk enough to dampen my pain. Repeatedly playing Ed Sheeran’s ‘Perfect’ on my phone, wailing at the lyrics that once belonged to Jake and me. ‘Perfect’ was our song.

When did my friends leave? When did the moon and stars replace the sun? I haven’t a clue, but the two brightest stars in the clear night sky are all I can see. They’re all that I want to see – because I decide that one star is Cenk and the other, Jake.

‘I want to stay here, with Cenk and Jake,’ I tell Mum. My voice is unrecognisably deep and jagged; my breath smells of sour wine. ‘I can’t leave them. I want to be with Cenk and Jake. I want to be with Cenk and Jake. I have to be with … ’

I feel as though I’m flooding the garden with my tears. The stars are zigzagging in a pool of navy ink, and suddenly I’m rising, surrendering to Mum’s grasp around my waist as she half carries me indoors. ‘That’s it, sweetie, we’ve got this,’ she says.

Next thing, Mum’s tucking me into her bed, but I don’t remember climbing the stairs. There’s literally nothing left in me. Mum kisses my forehead then opens the balcony doors opposite the bed.

‘There you go,’ she says. ‘Now you can see the stars again. You can be with Cenk and Jake.’

Mum gets into bed with me, kisses my head again. ‘We’ll get through this, Georgia, I promise. Things won’t stay this way forever.’

Silent tears soak my face. The two stars flicker in and out of focus as I close my eyes. I don’t want to be here.

When I look back on those days following Jake’s death, I ask myself, How did a young girl, full of hope and love and positivity, find herself in such a desperate situation? It scares me to think of the dark depths of grief I’d plunged into. Honestly, lying there in my mum, Nicola’s garden that night, I couldn’t imagine ever smiling again, let alone facing another day. There wasn’t anything anybody could have said to lift me. My brain wasn’t functioning properly – that’s what intense grief does to you. I know as much now, but I had no idea at the time. Back then, I didn’t want to be there. I wanted to fade away, disappear.

Those were rock-bottom times, without a shadow of a doubt. But I was also dealing with another trauma – one inflicted upon me by Stephen Bear, fellow reality-TV star, winner of series 17 of Celebrity Big Brother in 2016 and my narcissistic ex-boyfriend.

In August 2020, after a drunken reunion at Bear’s house in Loughton, Essex, he secretly filmed himself having sex with me in his garden. Then, without my consent, Bear uploaded the CCTV footage to his OnlyFans site, adding a caption along the lines of: Sign up now for 50 per cent off to see me fucking this bitch in my garden. I felt violated, exploited. By sharing this intimate footage of me, Bear took away my innocence and dignity. He ruined my life for no other reason than financial gain and presumably to boost his already-inflated ego. How could he do this to me?

So, as I struggled to process the shock of Jake’s death, so soon after Cenk’s passing, I also faced confronting Bear in a packed courtroom. After I reported the matter to police – and waived my anonymity – Bear was charged with two counts of disclosing private sex photos or film and one count of voyeurism. Of course, he’d pleaded not guilty to all charges and his (postponed) trial was due to start in December 2022.

Amid my all-consuming grief, I was terrified at the prospect of coming face to face with Bear in court. My faith was shattered. What if he swans into the courtroom, tells a pack of lies and gets exonerated? How can I rebuild my faith in humanity and the universe in the short amount of time I have to get my shit together?

A few days after my garden episode, I spoke to Mum about Bear’s forthcoming trial.

‘I can’t do it, Mum. I can’t go to court. I can’t be strong anymore. I’m a broken woman,’ I said. ‘I can’t face what’s coming. Having to go up against Bear, up against the cameras, the press … I just don’t know where I’m going to find the strength for that.’

Mum, bless her, wrapped me in her arms. ‘Look, we’re not looking for strength for that right now, sweetie. We’re just looking for the strength to get up in the morning. To get into the shower, get dressed, eat breakfast. This is what we’re finding the strength to do, and we’ll take one day at a time.’

I cried into Mum’s shoulder, her words igniting in me the first glimmer of hope I’d felt in days. ‘I hope so,’ I sniffed, and picked up my phone. I’d been glued to it twenty-four-seven, listening to ‘Perfect’ on YouTube, scrolling obsessively through my last text messages from Jake. Sobbing while swiping through hundreds of photographs of me with Jake and Cenk. ‘I really hope so.’

How I got through that awful time in my life, I’ll never know, but somehow, I did – thanks to my amazing mum and friends who would guide me along the perilous path ahead. I relinquished my phone to my agent, Neil, and slowly began to regain my hopes. My addiction to self-help books was also pivotal in restoring my faith. ‘Trust the universe,’ I began to tell myself. ‘You’ve got this.’

A week later, I flew out to Los Angeles with my little stepsister, Darcey, who was then seventeen. My friend Ahmad had invited us to stay with him for six weeks. I was looking forward to getting away from it all – a change of scene was just what I needed to kick-start the healing process.

Soon after take-off, I opened my notebook and began writing. Once I started, I couldn’t stop. I spilled all my emotions on to the page. Darcey nudged me when I was mid-flow. ‘Oi, Georgia, what are you doing?’ she asked. ‘C’mon, let’s play cards.’

I cast her a sideways smile – my first smile in a long while. ‘I’m writing a book.’

Darcey laughed into her copy of Heat magazine. ‘Oh, fuck off, you’re so not writing a book.’

‘I am,’ I replied.

Truth was, I didn’t know where my path was leading. In hindsight, I realise I had an underlying faith burning inside of me. I knew that, despite my agony and grief, I could pull through this, take back my hopes and manifest into a better version of myself. If I’m strong enough, everything will align one day, I thought, and continued writing at a frenzied pace.

I can’t believe that my dream of writing a book has come true – and you’re reading it now.

This is not a sad story. It’s a story about the power of hope, and how I managed, with resilience and faith, to navigate myself through my lowest times.

This is my journey.
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‘One woman’s campaign for justice for herself and for all victims
of image-based sexual abuse. Georgia writes with unflinching
honesty and, perhaps most powerfully, with hope’

“Georgia has been so brave. A total inspiration.
Everyone should read this book’






