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Introduction

I started watching Made in Chelsea from Day One, when it hit our screens in 2011. This was mostly because it began on a Monday night, and if you don’t stay in on a Monday, then you tend to find yourself in all sorts of trouble come Thursday. I was mildly curious and a little skeptical about a show that focused on the lives of the privileged. For one thing, privilege is a word that I really struggle to spell. But, ten minutes in, it became apparent that this was absolute telly gold.

For me, Twitter came into its own when I started using it when I watched TV – and MIC was made for Twitter users. I was coming into contact with brilliant, hilarious strangers who found the show as funny as I did. I started showing off, and seeing how many quickfire, rapid response MIC jokes I could fire off when the show was on. Matthew Wiener, one of the editors of Sabotage Times, spotted what I was doing and told me to write about it. It was supposed to be a review, but ended up as a 1500-word love letter to the episode and its silliest moments.

I started writing regular catch ups and was amazed by the response – it seemed that a lot of people were tuning into the show to giggle along with it, as well as enjoying the drama. People started to tell me they were only watching the show to find out what I would write about it. The cast were reading it. The production team was reading it.

Made in Chelsea has always been a joy to write about, because it’s such a human show. Beyond the yachts, the pardies and the last minute trips to Dubai, it’s about stuff we can all relate to – love, friendship and fun. We’re watching brand new adults failing, changing and growing – all the while, entertaining us with their questionable haircuts, poor romantic choices and absolute conviction in the power of musk. This edition of the book contains guides to love, pardies, fashion and more – in a totally tongue-in-cheek way, I think we can all learn a lot from the show.


Series One


1.1:

Setting the scene: Spencer’s keen, Rosie’s mean and Ollie’s a drama queen!

The very first episode of Made in Chelsea immediately plunges us into the drama – and, as we quickly learn, in Chelsea there is no better place for drama than a pardy. So we drop in to Amber Atherton’s jewellery launch at Raffles. Cheska Hull is there ‘blogging’, Ollie Locke is working the door and Caggie Dunlop is narrating. Or possibly off her meds and talking to herself. It isn’t clear. We meet Francis Boulle, and the moment we learn his name we are told that he’s in ‘business’. ‘Business is the warfare of the modern age,’ he announces, ‘and I’m a general.’ By general, we think he means vague – model pal Fred Ferrier wants to know ‘how is that diamond … thing … going?’ If your friends are this unclear about your job, you’re either an arms trader or you work with Excel a lot. Francis is keen to distract Fred from work talk, and focuses his attentions on the ‘cheeky’ Caggie, who has ‘nice lips’. If you’ve watched subsequent episodes of the show you’ll know that the idea of Caggie getting her Boulle on is about as freaky as Francis abandoning his briefcase and turning up for a ‘business’ meeting with a Aldi Bag For Life.

But we’re about to meet Caggie’s true soul mate – Spencer Matthews, whose hair glistens with unguents and lechery. Spencer has brought his buddy Hugo Taylor, who likes jewellery designer Amber (oh, do keep up!), Hugo is hoping for some sexy social networking. ‘I friend requested you on Facebook, and when I went on it was still pending. It upset me a lot. So, shall we go for a drink?’ Amber looks horrified. Perhaps she’s more of a Myspace girl.

Cheska has gone to interview Mark Francis for her blog. Mark Francis is like telly hundreds and thousands. He appears to have no function, but you can’t deny that his presence is decorative. Wearing a luscious, mossy green velvet blazer that looks very Kate Moss for Topshop, he announces, ‘Topshop is definitely a turn off’. He likes big hair, though, to Cheska’s delight. Cheska’s buddy Binky bounces in to view after one too many swan cocktails and announces she’s going for food. ‘Chelsea girls don’t eat!’ screams Mark Francis. ‘This one does,’ replies Binky, who, according to rumours, spent the next three weeks fending off phone calls from Greggs who wanted her to be the face of their new Swan and Bean Melt.

At this stage, we’re hoping the producers are going to set up Mark Francis with Ollie, who is also camper than Millet’s and has hair so glossy and enormous it deserves its own episode of VH1 Divas. But, to the surprise of the universe, Ollie has a girlfriend, Gabriella, who is as strong jawed as she is sweet. As she whispers tender words to him over the dinner table Ollie interrupts, ‘Those eyelashes look exceptional!’

Spencer Matthews is also trapped in a relationship he probably shouldn’t be in. He abandons his live-in girlfriend, the sexy Turkish Funda, to watch Caggie sing Rihanna covers at a pub in Earl’s Court. The next day he claims that he ‘met up with Hugo, et cetera’. ‘Who’s et cetera?’ wonders Funda. Smart girl. Although if we’re talking about the importance of honesty in relationships, perhaps Funda should tell Spencer why says she’s from Turkey but talks like she’s from Sheffield.

This episode also introduces us to Rosie Fortescue, who is Mark Francis’ opposite number. Excellent for plot recaps but less good for human happiness. You wouldn’t even want her to come and pet-sit for you, lest her tales of woe inspired your cat to throw itself under the wheels of an oncoming Eddie Stobart. Rosie rings Francis to gloat over his lack of success with Caggie, saying ‘How do you feel about last night? You got rinsed! Have a good day!’ She pitches up at Amber’s jewellery shoot brandishing Cheska’s blog post, announcing ‘I’ve got something awful to show you! I find it really offensive! Probably not as offensive as you!’ I wouldn’t be surprised if there’s footage of her camped outside an A&E department, yelling ‘What a shitter!’ at weeping patients.

So far, we know who to root for and who to watch out for. And the gang have started to lay a geographical path – their world is made up of West London bars and barnet-botherers. But there’s no point looking for them by the Topshop sale rail.


1.2:

Binky sees an old flame, Caggie meets a new one and no-one will touch Gabriella’s bum – this is life

This episode starts with the bizarre revelation that posh people wear coats to dinner! Amber is fingering something lovely in Miu Miu, which Rosie is urging her to buy. ‘It will look great at my dinner pardy.’ I guess Trustafarians don’t leave their jackets on a bed somewhere with a load of coats and scarves and subsequently snog someone inappropriate on top of them. ‘I feel like I need some colour in my life,’ frowns Rosie, trying to decide between a taupe jumper and a black one.

Rosie’s pardy is causing consternation with Caggie’s crew because for the very first time she’ll be meeting her love rival, Funda. And it’s not just Caggie who is anxious. ‘What’s she like?’ Funda asks Spencer as she pirouettes in something expensive and flammable.

‘Not like you. She’s younger than me. So she’s a lot younger than you.’ Funda bristles. We wait for her to call Spencer out on his tactlessness, but she just silently vows to apply more ground gosling placenta to her neck.

The pardy is dramatic. Rosie tells Cheska that her blog is ‘offensive’, Amber sidesteps Hugo’s request for dinner by suggesting that a friendly go ‘on the lunch road might lead to the dinner highway’ and Caggie has a bit of a weep when she realises Funda is Spencer’s actual girlfriend and not just a funny word that sounds a cross between a mid-priced family saloon car and a vagina. Caggie and Funda seem to be getting on well. Hugo thinks they might be plotting a threesome but both Spencer and the audience think this is ‘optimistic’. Also, perhaps I’ve been watching the wrong porn, but I’ve never seen a threesome in which the participants stop boning to talk about their feelings every forty seconds. Not even in Canadian porn.

Caggie makes her excuses, presumably to pick up a Zinger Tower meal on the way home because there is NO FOOD at the dinner party. Ollie announces, ‘It’s my birthday!’ No cake appears. He adds, ‘In a week. Does anyone want to come skiing?’ Girlfriend Gabriella suggests that the pair of them go away together for a romantic break, and Ollie looks like someone has just tried to open an umbrella inside his anus.

However, help is at hand! If anyone can be relied upon to save you from your own girlfriend, it’s Cheska and Binky! Cheska isn’t sure how happy Ollie and Gabriella are. ‘We could ruin their one romantic holiday.’

‘No, we’re gonna make it better!’ beams Binks. Even if their intervention destroys OzRiella forever, it makes for an excellent spin off reality show concept. Brangelina is heading to the Cayman Islands for relationship crisis talks? Let’s send in Cheska and Binky!

We know that Gabriella won’t like this because she instigates her own crisis talk in the hot tub. ‘You smack Binky on the bum, but you never do that to me. You don’t treat me like your girlfriend,’ she pouts. Personally, I think not smacking someone on the bum is a sign of respect, but then I’m old-fashioned. If it’s what Gabriella wants, they could build up to bum-smacking in a slow, posh way. A rolled up copy of Harper’s to the rear. Flicking the base of the spine with a Coutts card. Goosing with a goose. Goosing with a lobster. There’s no time to sort it out as Binky and Cheska run in screaming, tearing their clothes off and shrieking ‘SURPRISE!’ Gabriella looks like she’s been goosed by a lobster. And not in a good ‘Canadian porn’ way.

Millie goes off on a lunch date with model Fred, changing clothes after Caggie gently suggests that a gold sequin dress and marabou cape might be a little bit dressy for anyone who is not a character in a Joan Collins novel. Spencer and Funda take Coco the dog for a walk around Hyde Park. They’re talking about The Caggie Problem but it’s hard to pay attention when the viewer is forced to spend all their mental energy figuring out what breed Coco is. It looks like the result of a romantic union between a Furby and a praying mantis. Anyway, Spencer says something like ‘Me and Caggie had a chad [sic] and we’re not going to secretly bone! Aren’t I nice!’ and Funda points out that he’s not really going beyond the call of duty.

Kindly Hugo introduces Caggie to his mate CJ. ‘Not been to work today, CJ? CJ gets to take lots of time off because he’s his own boss! And he’s a musician! And he has magical powers!’ He’s about to produce a picture of CJ building an orphanage with Bono when Spencer walks in. He’s cross that Hugo is letting Caggie meet other boys, but apparently he can’t break up with Funda because he’d ‘need removal trucks’. So all that stands between him and happiness is finding out the phone number for Pickford’s.

Back on the slopes, it transpires that even though she has booked a skiing holiday atop a snowy mountain, Gabriella ‘feels like [she’s] gonna cry’ when she thinks about skiing. To be fair, she did think it mainly involved ‘having lovely glasses of wine’ before she arrived. If that was what skiing was about, I would be an active participant in the GB Winter Olympics team. Though podium mounting might be problematic. Binky meets her bad old boyfriend Simon and Cheska exhorts her to ‘be careful’ when she goes off to the slopes with him. Kids, this is good winter sport advice whether you’re with an evil ex or not.

Simon is the poshest person on the show so far because he is completely incomprehensible. I give up when he talks about falling over at dinner. ‘Yaaaaaarrrr, ahrrrrrr stharrrrrrrrrked ahhhhhhhht,’ he smirks. Cheska and Ollie make cryptic references to the terrible things he did to Binky, who promises her friends she won’t shag him. At least, she pretends to.

We’re not sure how much the cast have learned in this episode, but let’s hope they are inspired to learn. Some need lessons in skiing, some need lessons in spanking and some just need to be taught how to use the Yellow Pages.


1.3:

Tears, tantrums and sniffing bums

By the time the third episode of Made in Chelsea was screened, we were getting restless. This show is meant to be about the poshest people on the planet, but they’re disgustingly and disappointingly relatable. Where are the breakfast Fabergé eggs? Why has no-one been pictured striding about town in a top hat and monocle? Won’t someone find some grubby urchins to indulge with shiny sixpences and faggot pie? Fortunately someone in production is committed to keeping our smarter traditions alive – this week, the cast are going shooting! Caggie, Spencer, Hugo, Rosie, Millie and Funda are off to CJ’s country estate to kill some adorable baby clay pigeons. I bet PETA are fuming.

Francis Boulle has been left in London to take care of business. You know, the important business that he does involving private banks and NDAs and having his portrait painted. Today, he is getting a business massage – to paraphrase one of his famous business quotes, ‘to oil the wheels of commerce, you must first be oily.’ His delectable PA Agne tells him he has a ‘business meeting’ later, so with a day to fill, he tasks Agne with getting him a penguin. Possibly a Business Penguin. ‘You do know what a penguin is?’ She does. We’re unclear about how Francis is going to explain the penguin on his tax return. Perhaps he’ll going to drape treasury tags across its beak or use it as a paperweight.

As all posh people know, the trouble with the countryside is the people one meets there. Like the girl your boyfriend is in love with, or the woman who’s dating your childhood crush, or your sexy Turkish girlfriend and sexy British girl-who-is-a-friend. Caggie sums it up nicely: ‘I don’t think we should be together when there are loads of guns around.’ It doesn’t help that host CJ is playing Lord of the Manor when Spencer is dressed like the Lord of the Outlet. You can take the boy out of the discount Dolce store …

It’s time for Francis’ business meeting, and at last we get a glimpse of what business is about. Having pardies! Anika, Misha and Saba are granted an audience with the Boulle, presumably after bribing security with Skittles, and make their proposition. ‘We’d like to go into charity work, so we thought you could help us hold an event.’ If that’s how it works in the diamond world, I’m off to Ernest Jones to ask if I can use their head office for a ‘Support The Baby Clay Pigeon Sanctuary Bring And Buy Sale’.

These girls are dreaming a bit bigger – after Francis suggests their ‘Hermès for the Homeless’ event might be a little bit tasteless, they come up with ‘Louboutins for the Blind’. They really propose this. Blind people ‘may not be able to see the red sole … but they’re averagely over £700!’ If you have poor vision and you’re saving up for laser eye surgery, just go out and buy some pricey shoes. That will make you feel LOADS better.

After the girls tell Francis the event should be Harry Potter themed ‘because of your red hair and glasses’ and Agne proposes a sexy man auction, Boulle Enterprises goes to Kettner’s for a business lunch. Francis tells Agne that if she were an animal, she’d be a fox.

‘So you think I’m foxy?’ she pouts.

‘That’s an inappropriate question!’ blusters her red haired, red faced boss. Dude! You started it with all your foxy blather.

Back in the lovely relaxing countryside, Funda strides up to Caggie and yells, ‘We need to talk now! Please.’ The pair yammer on about Spencer and fail to come to any useful conclusions, and Millie tells Hugo how ‘dashing’ he is. We could see that liaison unfolding from space, but could we have predicted Rosie’s reaction? To be fair, she might be upset or she might be allergic to her own lipstick – it’s making her mouth look swollen and enormous. Maybe she could rub some Piriton on it.

In the classic German legend Faust, the protagonist’s dodgy doings affect the behaviour of everyone in his household. And so it is with Rosie, who is so sad and snarky that she’s beginning to bleak out Noodle the Dog. A proper posh person would pour themselves a gin, shake their head and mutter ‘blasted animal!’ but Rosie has hired a dog therapist. The therapist gives Noodle a three-second cuddle, then asks Rosie if she’s been sniffing enough bums. ‘I think she’s lonely.’ Apparently Noodle would be less lonely if Rosie were getting rogered on the regular. Noodle, all romantic discord in and around the King’s Road is your fault. Seriously, how hard is it to sniff a bum?!

Luckily for Rosie, the ‘Sexy Men for the Blind’ auction is going well, so if she stumps up enough dollar she shall be lonely no more. But the only man she wants to bid for is Hugo, and Millie is matching her twitch for twitch. ‘Millie! You can’t bid AGAIN!’ she shrieks, outraged. You can imagine how she feels when Hugo starts trying to sniff Millie’s bum.

Poor old Gabriella thinks that she can make reluctant boyfriend Ollie fall in love with her again by turning up in a diamante-studded wedding dress. Ollie is so overcome with passion that he sweeps her outside and … dumps her. ‘I want to be with you so much, but I can’t,’ he whispers as Gabs’ body heaves with sobs. She stays in his lap for quite some time, possibly because her boob has fallen out of her dress, what with all the heaving. And on that note, the sad occasion is made happier by Binky, who is perky in her plunging neckline. Life goes on, Gabriella. One day you get your heart broken on reality TV whilst wearing a sparkly white dress. The next, Alex Reid is sniffing your bum.


1.4:

Hugo does romance, Francis does business and Mark Francis does ‘trash, biker and Valentino’

It’s only taken three episodes, a lot of ‘business’ meetings and one ‘Sexy Men for the Blind’ auction pardy, but the gentlemen of Chelsea are all suddenly realising that they’d quite like to have sex with Francis’ intern/PA Agne. If you’re Hugo or Spencer, what’s the best way to get a beautiful, smart, totally out of your league girl to want to have sex with you? Exactly. You set up a poker game and demand that she attends as a croupier. Even model Fred isn’t immune to the Agne effect – especially when Francis shows him a picture of the two of them. Agne looks hot and Francis looks like he’s just won the Nobel Prize for Winning The Most On Euromillions. Fred and Francis are playing polo, which Spencer dismisses as ‘a little bit rah’, which is like having Princess Anne slag off the Queen for putting on airs and graces. Hugo gives the boys some brilliant sporting advice, saying ‘don’t fall off the horse’. Ah. Now I know why my career as an international polo star has stalled. Also, Spencer explains that he and Funda have got over the Caggie related ‘semi-misunderstanding’ – Caggie gave Spencer a semi and Funda was having trouble understanding it.

Around the corner, love nemesis Funda is entertaining Caggie and Millie over lunch. She is trying to get exclusive rights to Spencer’s semis by ‘doing silly things like dressing up in a Wonder Woman outfit’. I wonder who Spencer dresses up as in the bedroom? My guesses are either Doctor Colossus or Madame Cholet. Either is harrowing.

In other dressing up news, Francis is being measured for a business suit. For business. So he is just as convincing as all the other business men when he turns up for the Annual General Meeting of the Actual Legitimate Businessman’s Social Club.

As if to demonstrate just how darn businesslike Boulle is, by way of contrast Mark Francis shows up. Unless there’s money to be made in anecdotes about the quality of the oysters in Baden Baden, I’m guessing Mark Francis has never done a day’s work in his manicured, moisturised, wrapped-in-fragranced-tissue-paper life. Agne is impressed by his outfit. ‘Of course I usually shop in London, Paris, Milan … I can do trash, I can do biker, I can do Valentino.’ Biker as in … Grove? I’m stumped. Perhaps he rides pillion whilst eating ripe, imported brie whilst he watches himself in an antique guilt hand mirror.

The only person we ever see actually doing anything that looks like hard work is Funda. She’s rehearsing for a corporate event in Dubai in a bra and pants set that has been festooned with streamers, presumably to distract the authorities from the legal problems a lady might encounter when she gets her tits out in the UAE. Spencer, despite nodding along gleefully to the rehearsal like an unconvicted sex offender, is cross. ‘I think you should respect the fact that I’ve had trouble getting over what you do,’ he pouts, as if supporting your partner’s career choices is an heroic act that should earn you double Nectar card points.

Romantically, Hugo is doing a little better, wooing Millie with handmade sushi. The smart set’s obsession with sweaty hand-rolled parcels of rice and ginger makes me sad. If I were fancy, I’d eat whole pigs cooked inside whole cows! And instead of an apple in the mouth, a limited edition Popping Candy Chocolate Orange. Anyway, Ollie tells Binky he broke up with Gabs because he’s bi, Binks fails to look shocked and the audience admits to themselves that they weren’t convinced of the pure heterosexuality of a man who owns more than one pair of eyelash curlers.

Gabriella is not taking it well. She’s singing a sad, bad song about Fighting For This Love when Binky pays her misguided, comforting visit. ‘That’s a good song!’ she chirps. ‘What’s it about?’ Tricky one, Binks. I suspect either the Spanish Civil War or the deteriorating relationship between the four members of ABBA post ‘Super Trooper’.

Agne is croupier-ing, or crouping, or having the croup – whatever you call it, she’s doing it very well and all the boys are feverish with excitement, notably Spencer who gleams with a light sheen of poker perspiration. Must be an intense game. He’s so hot that he has to have ice in his whisky, which is the epitome of ungentlemanly behaviour. You can get your parlour maid pregnant or shoot a beater in the face and it will all be brushed under the carpet, but a single ice cube in a single malt will get you removed from Debrett’s Peerage. Francis wins, presumably because he has business skills.

After some nonsense with Binky figuring out the difference between oxygen facials and carbon dioxide ‘it’s so confusing’ a few of the gang head to Kettner’s, a restaurant famous for looking much fancier than it really is. Just what does that remind you of? Hugo gets a seemingly anonymous message telling him that Rosie gets jealous when he flirts with Millie. We don’t know who sent it, although Rosie looks guiltier than a burglar caught pooing under a pillow.

Luckily, Spencer can reassure Rosie about Hugo’s intentions at the next pardy, a Do at an art gallery. ‘Hugo and Millie will never be more than close mates. Don’t let it bother you,’ he says, as the camera cuts to Hugo and Millie going tongue to tonsils. But the star attraction is Mark Francis who has turned up purely to annoy Francis. ‘Do you like Kandinsky’s work? We have a couple of sketches. Of his work. In Cannes. NYAR NYAR NYAR!’ He exhorts Francis to buy an £11-grand bargain, before adding, ‘This wine’s not terribly good.’ Still, Francis ends the evening by scoring a date, which is mad because his opener is ‘obviously you know who I am’. If I was the girl I would have squinted and said ‘Mick Hucknall?’

Finally, Gabriella has played Ollie her Fighting For This Love song, and Ollie has made it clear that he’d definitely prefer to date boys. Or a mime.


1.5:

Sneaky snogs, missing dogs and Francis on wheels

Say what you like about Spencer Matthews but he knows how to ask a pertinent question. ‘HOW DID YOU WANGLE THAT?’ is exactly what we shouted at the screens when Francis bagged his art gallery date in the previous episode. Francis may be a king in the business world, but his hyper-English flustered flirtiness is not so much Hugh Grant as Hugh, Pugh, Barney McGrew, Cuthbert, Dibble and Grubb.

According to Francis, you can persuade anyone to do anything with ‘suggestive language … for example, if I wanted a girl to give me a blow job I would say something is be-LOW me’. I see. This is why I am always being taken advantage of by men on ladders.

Rosie is also feeling that she has been taken advantage of by Millie. How dare she snog Hugo as soon as Rosie’s back was turned?! Caggie is mostly impressed that Millie managed to get off with someone in an art gallery. If Francis can bag a date with ‘subtle verbal clues’, Millie’s achievement isn’t that remarkable. Mark Francis could probably have got a hand-job off Fred as he straddled a Kandinsky.

Rosie, Millie and Caggie manage to stop talking about The Snogging for long enough to take Funda out for a drink. Funda has the shiniest hair in the bar – in fact, she probably has the shiniest hair within the M25. In spite of this, she’s not happy. She gets to meet Spencer’s ex Louise for the first time (as do we) and the experience is about as relaxing as getting a massage from Wolverine.

‘Me and Spencer had a thing,’ admits Louise.

‘It’s OK, I know his history,’ smiles Funda, because she is a Cool Girl and can deal with Women Who Have Had Spencer In Their Vaginas.

‘Ah, but did you know that he kissed Caggie WHEN WE WERE GOING OUT? And I was always MASSIVELY PARANOID ABOUT HER? And Spencer thinks she’s REALLY PRETTY SO WATCH YOUR BACK?!’ smiles Louise.

Funda sips her drink and tries not to finangle her straw into Louise’s eye. Still, her discomfort is nothing compared to Spencer’s when he walks into the bar and sees Louise, Funda and Caggie hanging out, like the ghosts of romantic disappointments Past, Present and Yet To Come. He has the face of a man who soiled himself an hour ago but only just noticed. Francis tries to save him by drawing everyone’s attention to The Snogging. ‘Millie, you went on a date with Hugo? Rosie, didn’t you go on a date with Hugo too? Let’s talk about that!’ His subtle verbal clues rival his business skills here.

Agne’s date with Fred is going much better. She tells him why he should like her dress (‘it suits me. Brings my eyes out.’)and he tells her about the flag of her home country Lithuania. Apparently, the red in the flag stands for bloodshed. I think that’s a great fact to wheel out on a date with someone from any country. Especially if you go back to theirs afterwards and watch old tapes of the Eurovision Song Contest.

Lest we forget that Fred is an international man of modesty, he mentions that as well as modelling, polo playing, being a massive pianist and having hair that dreads itself, he is also a talented singer.

‘I’m having a recital next month. You’re gonna come.’

‘I like it when guy tells a woman she’s gonna come,’ says Agne, her usually perfect English breaking a little for the full porn-dialogue effect.

Stuck between a rock and a disgusting place, we’re now forced back to The Bar of Confrontation. Why is everyone still in here? They should have been evacuated and quarantined by now, in case there’s a nationwide outbreak of Foot In Mouth. But Funda is edging a fingernail under the scab of Spencer’s past. ‘Louise said you kissed Caggie when you were with her.’

‘I don’t recall kissing Caggie back then,’ replies Spencer, pausing for long enough to give the viewers enough time to listen to a couple of prog rock albums. ‘Or … AT ALL!’ Nicely done, Spenny. I’m sure Funda is completely relaxed about Caggie now.

Now that Ollie’s bisexual and single, he has a favour to ask Fred. ‘I want to ask you something. A new chapter’s opened.’

Fred looks a little nervous, but also quite excited.

‘I’m thinking about the modelling thing.’

‘Ah,’ pouts Fred, looking like he is removing the amyl nitrate from his shopping list. ‘I can set you up with an agent. But you need to stop wearing make-up and straightening your hair.’

‘If I stop wearing make-up and straightening my hair, I’ll look like a very tired Brian May,’ grumbles Ollie. ‘They might literally say I look like a dog.’ Ah, well. Better to be literally told you look like a dog than to be told you literally look like a dog.

Binky, Cheska and Gabs go for an intense yoga session in which they all sit on the floor and look at their noses. Cheska complains about being forced to befriend Gabs and deal with the aftermath of the break up, ‘Now we’re left with you!’ She should volunteer for the Samaritans. She’d be a natural. Her other comforting gem is, ‘At least he broke up with you because he’s bi. It’s not because you smell.’

Francis arrives at his date on a skateboard, a red rose held between his clenched teeth. Just like a Lidl-level Milk Tray man. ‘I thought it was a bit more understated than the Phantom,’ he humblebrags at poor Rebecca before serenading her with ‘Heaven is a Halfpipe’.

Millie tells Hugo she wants a relationship and Hugo reveals that’s exactly what he wants too – but with Rosie. He goes off to tell her the good news, leaving poor old Mils sobbing into a Daquiri. It turns out that Rosie doesn’t actually want to date Hugo – she just wants him to not go out with Millie. Is it my imagination, or is this the point that Rosie’s hair starts to violently flatten like month-old supermarket cola?

Funda and Spencer’s relationship limps to its sad but inevitable end. A single tear undulates down Funda’s cheek, and I can’t help but think about the passing of time and the different people who are in your life for different reasons and … fuck! Where’s little Coco? Funda’s rat dog is on the loose! This is what happens when you date Spencer. You get your heart broken and your animals desert you! Obviously Spencer notices straight away and organises a search pardy. In Cannes. With Caggie. For her birthday. And Funda’s not invited …


1.6:

Cannes, wandering hands and final demands

It’s Caggie’s birthday! And having been told that the Fulham Wimpy doesn’t do surprise pardys, Spencer is sweeping her off to Cannes with Hugo and Millie in tow.

Obviously the birthday girl and her buddy are going to need bikinis, so they head to the fancy swimwear shop and bump into Amber and Rosie who are also buying bikinis. Which is weird, as we learn that Amber has just come back from holiday. Perhaps she kept the protective plastic strip on and she’s trying to get a refund. Anyway, Rosie is ‘literally absolutely fine’ about the trip. So fine that she gurns the way you do when discovering half a pint of month-old milk in your fridge.

Fred and Francis are fencing, and to make the point that it’s a posh sport, they are doing it in a room bedecked with oil paintings and chandeliers. I bet they play rugby with Fabergé eggs or Jenga with Bullion bars. They’re deep in conversation about Agne, and come to the conclusion that they’d both quite like to schlong her.

‘What are we going to do about that?’ ponders Fred, aiming for Francis’ crotch. Guys, you’re both in a room together holding swords! Have a bloody duel. Conditions are perfect.

Rosie and Amber arrive for a recap. Fred explains that he and Francis will both date Agne and see what happens. ‘It’s bros before Lithuanians!’

‘So you’re going to two-time this poor girl?’ frowns Amber. So let me get this right. Two-timing is when two guys are both desperate to impress you and take you out for fancy dinners and such? I’m not sure I understand why people get so upset about it …

Caggie and Millie are about to be two-timed by Spencer and Hugo, who are on their way to pick them up for the surprise birthday trip. ‘By the way, I dumped Funda last night,’ he tells Hugo, as casually as someone admitting that they had the last of the Tropicana. Hugo points out that this is A) a big deal and B) could be weird for Caggie.

‘It just so happens that I did it right before Caggie’s birthday weekend,’ says Spencer, screwing his face up. I have never seen a man less convinced of his own contrived coincidence. The girls get into the car looking gorgeous and Hugo is already regretting backing the wrong sexy lady horse. ‘What happens in Cannes stays in Cannes, yeah?’ he grins. But what about what happens on Millie’s cans?

Spookily, when the foursome hit France they all have the exact same tan. I’m not sure if they picked an identical shade on the St. Tropez pantone chart or if they’re being filmed in Sunkissed Hipstamatic, but they’re definitely all yacht-ready.

Spencer confides in Hugo that it might be a bit soon to ‘spring the feelings’ on Caggie – but not too soon to slide his hand up her bikini bottoms during some semi-erotic sunscreen application. Glad that’s clear.

Agne has also gone to Cannes. She’s escaped her two-timers to hang out at Mark Francis’ villa. You know, where he keeps the art work. He wants Agne to help him with a ‘project … you’d be buying antiques and such’. Wow, that sounds much more fun than boring business! Screw you, business! Mark Francis is horrified to learn that one of Agne’s duties is picking up dry cleaning, possibly because Agne is benefitting from all the Johnson’s loyalty points or possibly because Mark Francis thinks it’s vulgar to have your suits cleaned by anyone other than tiny trained owls.

Having decided to be a model, Ollie is getting ready for his close up. Binky and Cheska have made him take all his clothes off and straddle a tree, with nothing but a bunch of carrots covering his Lonnie Donegan. ‘Take it seriously, darlings!’ pleads Ollie as Binky snaps and Cheska helpfully puts her head up his arse. The newly single Funda has arrived and wants to know what’s going on. ‘He’s got a very small willy at the moment, he’s embarrassed!’ yells Binky helpfully.

Funda explains that the break up has left her feeling a bit shaken. ‘Still, this has cheered me right up!’ she grins, snapping Ollie in what looks like a ball holder made out of Terry’s Chocolate Orange wrappers. If a man in short shorts can fix you, your heart can’t be too damaged. Or can it? The second she starts smiling, her phone buzzes with an anonymous text telling her that Spencer and Caggie are in Cannes.

‘You know when you get that woman’s gut instinct that something isn’t right?’ frowns Funda. Perhaps some Activia will help? ‘Sorry you’re going through the shit right now,’ commiserates Cheska. Yup, definitely try the Activia.

Just after Mark Francis has complained that all the restaurants in Cannes are unbearable, Spencer reveals that he’s taking his crew to the ‘sickest one’.

‘What kind of food is it?’ asks Hugo.

‘Beaut food!’ beams Spencer. He’s just like AA Gill, if AA Gill was sponsored by Wella Shockwaves.

Ollie’s hoping that Vogue-ing with vegetables will pay off. He’s gone to Fred’s agency to show an agent what his penis looks like next to a pineapple.

The agent is very professional and does not piss himself laughing. ‘These pictures are very sexy. There are lots of gay influences.’

‘Oh, really?’ replies a shocked Ollie. ‘I thought they showed how much I like being naked in a park. And bananas.’

The agent suggests that Ollie might want to get a haircut, and we discover that Ollie started to grow his hair because he wanted to look ‘like Paul Nicholls in EastEnders’. Ah, he’s rocking a Mad Joe. Just with fewer psychotic episodes and more leave-in conditioner. Ollie is worried that short hair might expose his big ears. He’s probably just being self-conscious, right?

‘Ah,’ says the agent, as Ollie pushes his hair back. ‘You could always have them reduced.’

Spencer is crazy for Cannes. He doesn’t know if it’s being newly single, or being with his mates but he’s ‘never felt happier’. If I were a cynic, I’d say that it’s because someone has just made him a cocktail with nine different kinds of booze. He’s also pleased with his tan. ‘Mate, I am BROWN.’ Brown like a clown’s nose.

‘Come and check out this view with me,’ he says to Caggie. ‘It’s of my cock.’ Not really. He tells Cagg he’s been in love with her for six long years, and Caggie tells him the timing isn’t right. ‘It would be far too straightforward for us to get together now. Let’s leave it for a bit. It needs maximum narrative impact.’ Hugo and Millie aren’t concerned with narrative impact – just narrow-lip impact. They have a lovely drunk table snog.

It’s the End of Episode Garden Pardy! Rosie is desperate to know if anything happened with Millie and Hugo in Cannes. Not that she’s bothered, at all. She had Hugo ‘literally on a plate … and then I put the plate on the floor!’

Caggie serenades the crowd with Rihanna’s ‘Man Down’, and understandably loses her shit when Funda stalks her way through the audience mid-set. ‘Ah, you two look bronzed,’ she growls at Caggie and Spencer, ‘Been somewhere?’ I bet Caggs and Spenny wish they’d snarled back ‘Yeah! Your Mum, actually.’ Ah, l’espirt d’escalier.

Hugo and Millie run away from the confrontation to attend a wedding, which sounds suspiciously like an excuse. Especially as Hugo is the only person at the garden party not in formal wear, having chosen to sport a cosy-looking, acrylic car coat.

Funda doesn’t believe that Spencer and Caggie went to Cannes as friends. She deserves some answers. Apparently you don’t take your friends on holiday for their birthday. I’d better ring up Centre Parcs and cancel that chalet. ‘Good luck – you’ll need it,’ she shouts at Spencer, swinging an inauthentic-looking piece of Vuitton like only a woman scorned can.

I used to like Funda, but I think her exit was most inelegant. Still, I hope she got her gut sorted out. I wouldn’t wish that shit on anyone.


1.7:

Is love a masquerade – or just a right old balls up?

Poor old Ollie. He’s victim of a serious social disease. It’s the sort of problem that can affect anyone, from any background, but people like him are much more vulnerable to it. I’m talking about Pardy Tourettes. The affliction is caused by the panic you feel when you run into someone you don’t wish to spend any time with. You’re worried about hurting their feelings and desperate to fill the searingly painful silence they’re presence has created. So, you say ‘my friend’s having a Do tomorrow. It should be jolly. Come along!’ This is how Ollie’s ex, Gabriella, gets invited to the Chelsea Masquerade Ball. Cheer up, Ollie. If you find a nice, big mane covering mask, there’s a good chance that Gabriella won’t be able to recognise you!

Post-Cannes, Caggie is still unsure of her feelings for Spencer, but Spencer has an idea. ‘I’m going to be unobtainable,’ he smirks to Hugo. ‘This is Plan B.’ Unless being ‘unobtainable’ means that Spencer is going to wave his willy in Caggie’s face and snatch it away whilst singing ‘Can’t Touch This’, I’m not sure Plan B has much substance. Best of luck, Spencer.

Rosie the Relationship Grim Reaper is paying a visit to Boulle Enterprises with some books and a bombshell. Francis wants to borrow Rosie’s art books for business purposes – perhaps he hopes to Ebay them and use the money to take Agne to Garfunkles’. But he’s in a meeting, so Rosie thinks it’s the perfect time to reveal Francis’ plan to ‘two-time’ Agne with Fred.

At first, Agne is incredulous. ‘They’re both dating me? I don’t think so.’

‘I’m sorry to be the one to tell you!’ grins Rosie.

First of all, she’s not sorry. She LOVES it. She should become a war reporter or police liaison officer because she loves telling people about terrible events! Imagine it. Imagine her talking to a weeping mother and child, saying, ‘It’s really shitty that you lost your home and all your possessions in that terrible earthquake. You must be gutted.’ She would have an absolute wide-on for it. Secondly, Agne is right. If Francis were dating her, she would be the first to know. It’s just possible that Francis set up Boulle Enterprises purely to woo Agne using nothing but his GCSE Business Studies skills, but whatever Francis says, calling a business meeting in a restaurant a ‘date’ is like me watching Catchphrase and saying I had a ‘date’ with Roy Walker. Which I do, worryingly. Thirdly, would you believe anything you heard from someone who is wearing a pleather waistcoat that looks like it has been stolen from an S&M magician? Still, Agne is upset.

Having done her evil magic, Rosie rushes to tell Amber that she ‘ended up’ telling Agne what was going on, as if Agne had extracted the information from her with a pointed stick, when Rosie volunteered it as freely as if she were offering her a Smint. They talk about Project ‘Not Going Out With Hugo, But Trying To Thwart His Relationship Happiness’. ‘If I were to turn around to Hugo and say “I’m in love with you”… [Millie] would get ditched … let’s see what happens.’ Rosie is like a mad scientist. The sort that would skulk around Clinton’s with a Bunsen burner, setting fire to Valentine’s Cards.

Meanwhile, Francis has left the meeting and Agne isn’t happy about what she’s heard. ‘Don’t believe everything you say!’ stammers Francis. Even when Agne is ramping up the Eastern European sex bot chat, her English is superior to his.

Spencer has checked into the Mayfair hotel – we’re not quite sure why but it appears to have something to do with him having stuff in his car and not being keen on taking it all the way home. He gives Millie a call and puts Plan B into action.

‘Hey there, is that Millie? Caggie’s best mate? I’ve decided that I don’t really like Caggie anymore. But don’t tell her. Byeeeeeeee!’

Spencer is confident that Millie is a perfect patsy and will have Caggie realising what she’s missing faster than she can say ‘take me NOW, Spencer!’ Sure enough, Millie takes the bait. ‘Caggie, there’s … something I’m not allowed to tell you,’ she reveals at the hairdressers. And then tells her. Millie, you could have waited until you were by the sinks with the taps running and Caggie had her ears full of shampoo! Caggie jumps up, her hair full of sectioning clips, and runs off to declare her love for Spencer. (Not really. She just thinks he’s a goon.)

At the ball, everything is hanging in the balance. You know, the way balls hang. Francis attacks Rosie for telling Agne about the double-dating plan. ‘You have no fucking right to meddle … this is none of your business,’ he snarls. He knows this because he is a business expert.

‘You’re a meddling little bitch. What goes around comes around.’

‘Exactly,’ smirks Rosie. ‘And your mask looks like a nob on your face.’

It’s hard to take sides when both sides have bad intentions. All we can do is take a ringside seat with Mark Francis who is watching, laughing and presumably cracking open a bag of Share Size Revels.

Fred is singing Italian Opera. His performance is impressive, but nothing compared to Spencer’s who is doing his best to look like he’s enjoying it. It’s more than Ollie can manage – Mr Locke is making a face that suggests he’s just heard La Prairie are going into administration. Hugo sums it up. ‘Definitely not what I was planning on hearing. Really good singing – but what the fuck?’At least Caggie sticks to Rihanna for her public engagements. Everyone likes Rihanna.

Spencer and Hugo walk up to Caggie and Millie. His head’s in the game, his eyes are on the prize – Plan B, ACTIVATE!

Ah. It would appear that Plan B involves standing back, not saying hello and then complaining that you’re a bit tired. Nice work, Spenny. He spends the rest of the evening looking across the room for Caggie and then throwing his head back and laughing. The effect is less sexy bachelor about town and more ‘I am thwarting the powers of Greyskull’. Caggie chews him out for being a douche and storms off. Spencer later says ‘I was looking for a reaction. She obviously cares about me.’ Ah. Possibly a graduate from the Francis Boulle School of Bad Relationship Business.

Francis and his nob-head are not doing well. Agne has told Fred that she’s going to ‘forgive … and forget’ him and hands Francis her notice. ‘We can talk about this! I can change!’ bleats Francis over an aural backdrop of Bon Iver. It’s too late. Agne is packing her executive stress toys into a box. No more business for her. It’s as if poor Francis is on the bad end of a terrible break up. And he didn’t get laid once.
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