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Œ Nicolas and I also took our first 
steps into adulthood together 
by getting ‘proper’ jobs – his in 
advertising, mine as a bilingual 
PA – and our own apartment. 

The cracks began to appear 
so gradually that, initially, I paid 
them no heed. Nicolas worked 
late and I found myself spending 
lonely evenings in front of the 
TV while his dinner slowly 
congealed on its plate. Soon, 
I started eating out with 
colleagues after work, instead, 
and our social lives 
became separate, 
only overlapping 
at weekends. 

After the first 
couple of years, our 
sex life had also 
burned down low; 
the flame faltering 
to the point where 
it was in danger of 
being snuffed out. 

I confided in my 
best friend, Sally, 
to see whether 
this was normal in long-term 
relationships. ‘I can’t imagine 
you not having regular sex,’ she 
exclaimed. ‘It always seemed so 
important to you before.’ I blushed, 
recalling the thin wall that divided 
our bedrooms at university. Sally 
knew me better than anyone.

I felt numb. On the rare 
occasions when Nicolas did try 
to touch me, it sort of tickled, and 
I had to resist the impulse to swat 
him away. And yet, aside from the 
occasional harmless fantasy 
about a guy from work, I’d never 
been tempted to look elsewhere. 

‘You do realise that, if you want 
him to father your children, you’ll 
have to drag him to bed,’ said 
Sally, mock seriously, one hand on 
her own swollen, pregnant belly. 

I don’t regret bringing our 
daughter Lily into the world, but 
when we made the decision to 
start a family, alarm bells should 
have been ringing. I did love 
Nicolas – even if I suspected I 
was no longer ‘in love’ with him 

– and I had convinced myself 
I wanted to have his baby. 

We were much closer during my 
pregnancy, even though Nicolas 
was still wedded to his job. At 
the antenatal classes I attended, 
surrounded by couples, he was 
conspicuous by his absence.

The summer Lily was born, Paris 
had a heatwave. While I suffocated 
in our apartment, cradling her 
and staring out at the thick smog 
obscuring the skyline, Nicolas 
worked 12-hour days. The office 
was so busy, he didn’t take any 
holiday. When I returned to work 

four months later, I was at the end 
of my tether. He’d let me down, 
precisely when I needed him most. 
I never forgave him for that.

Life as a working mother was an 
exhausting routine of childminder-
metro-work-metro-childminder. 
When Nicolas slunk in, often 
around midnight, he headed 
straight for the sofa and TV. 

‘I’m sick of coping alone,’ I yelled 
one night. I wanted to shake him, 
take the remote control from his 
hand and throw it against the 
wall. ‘You take me for granted. 
I work full-time and care for Lily 
on my own. I’m living like a single 
mother. Maybe, I’d be better off 
alone. Is that what you want?’ 

Nicolas withdrew to the balcony. 
I don’t think he was ready to admit 
– even to himself — that staying 
late at work was more attractive 
than being at home with a cranky 
girlfriend and colicky baby. 

Shaking with anger, I stared at 
him, outlined against the Paris 
skyline, the end of his cigarette œ 
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Going it alone

Œ brushing a tear from my 
eyelashes. ‘It’s been such a long 
time since I was touched in that 
way,’ I said, shyly. I felt like I’d 
awoken from a prolonged sleep, 
and had finally remembered 
what my body was for.

James made it clear to me that, 
if I chose to leave Nicolas, he 
would be waiting in the wings. 
Now I’d had a taste of what I’d 
been missing, I didn’t know how 
I could stay with Nicolas any 
more – not even for Lily’s sake. 

That night, Nicolas returned 
home early and read Lily her 
bedtime story. Meanwhile, I 
paced the apartment, rehearsing 
my speech, heart pounding. 
When we’d kissed Lily goodnight, 
I beckoned Nicolas into our 
bedroom and closed the door. 
‘I don’t think being together is 
making us happy,’ I said. ‘We’re 
not in love any more, are we? 
I thought I could live with that, 
but now I don’t think I can.’

‘You’ve met someone, haven’t 
you,’ he said flatly. I nodded. 
‘I can’t believe you’re giving up 
on us,’ he said. ‘How can I live 
apart from my little girl?’

Of all the emotions I wrestled 
with that day, disappointment 
and anticlimax were the most 
unexpected. Being separated 
from Lily clearly caused Nicolas 
anguish, but shouldn’t he be 
distraught about losing me? 

Over the next few months, James 
and I took turns to travel back 
and forth between Rennes and 

Paris. Meanwhile, Lily adapted 
to spending every other weekend, 
plus one night a week, across the 
road with her dad in his new flat. 
My feelings of guilt began to fade 
as I saw their bond strengthen.

As things turned out, James 
and I only lasted 10 months. At 
first, I was inconsolable, but the 
transition to a single mother 
wasn’t as hard as I’d feared. 
However, less than a month after 
James left, my boss found out 
about my blog and asked me to 
leave, claiming my office anecdotes 
had brought the firm into 
disrepute. After I got myself 

up off the floor, I took my 
ex-employer to a tribunal for 
wrongful dismissal. My story, 
picked up worldwide by the 
press, catapulted me into the 
limelight. I found myself at the 
centre of a surreal bidding war, as 
publishers clamoured for me to 
adapt the story of Nicolas, James, 
the blog and me into a book. 

Lily is four now, and having two 
homes seems normal to her. She 
loves the time she gets with her 
daddy. Determined to remain 
friends for Lily’s sake, Nicolas and 
I struggled at first, but it got easier 
when James wasn’t in the picture. 
We have our tense moments – I 
still curse his job when he’s late 
picking up Lily – but I’m grateful 
for his friendship and his support 
when James left and I lost my job. 

We’re better friends and parents 
now than we would have been had 
we stayed together. Being a happily 
splintered family works for us. 
It’s infinitely preferable to living 
resentfully under the same roof. 

Last spring, after months of 
skirting gingerly around the 
shark-infested dating pool, I took 
the plunge and joined an online 
dating site. I didn’t expect to find 
love, but I felt ready to put myself 
out there and test the water. 

When I met a Frenchman 
several years my junior and very 
different to Nicolas, at first 
I thought we were just having 
a very enjoyable fling. But as 
I got to know him better, I 
started falling for him, and 
realised I’d found that elusive 
cocktail – the man I want to drag 
to bed and to father my children. 
And so, on New Year’s Day, 
I asked him to marry me. 

I wish I had known when I 
wrestled with the terrifying idea 
of going it alone that everything 
would eventually turn out for the 
best. But, looking back over the 
past two years, I don’t regret 
anything. I wouldn’t be where I am 
now if I hadn’t been prepared to 
take a few risks along the way. And 
I really like where I’ve ended up.s

THE STORY SO FAR…
● 2004: Catherine 
starts her blog. 
● April 2006: sacked.
● July 2006: number 
of visitors to Petite 
Anglaise rockets from 
3,000 to 30,000 a day.
● September 2006: 
Catherine wins a 
six-figure publishing 
deal with Penguin. 
● March 2007: 
awarded £30,000 for 
wrongful dismissal.
 ● 2008: Catherine’s 
novel is due out.
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