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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.









Copyright


Published by Renegade Books


ISBN: 978-0-349-13097-2


Copyright © Georgia Harrison 2023


The moral right of the author has been asserted.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.


The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.


Renegade Books


Little, Brown Book Group


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


www.littlebrown.co.uk


www.hachette.co.uk









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.











‘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.











‘THE UNIVERSE IS MIRRORING YOUR INNER THOUGHTS AND FEELINGS BACK TO YOU. CHANGE THE WAY YOU LOOK AT YOURSELF, AND THE WORLD WILL CHANGE HOW IT LOOKS.’







‘TO MANIFEST WHAT YOU WANT, YOU HAVE TO DECIDE FOR YOURSELF WHAT THIS IS. THE PROBLEM IS, MOST PEOPLE ARE TOO SCARED TO DREAM BIG, OR TO IMAGINE A LIFE BETTER THAN THEIR CURRENT REALITY. DON’T BE MOST PEOPLE.’





Chapter One


TAKING BACK
MY DREAMS


CALA BASSA BEACH CLUB, IBIZA, SEPTEMBER 2014


‘Okay, George, you know what you’re doing, right? You’ll take a short walk along the beach until you reach the two girls on the sunbeds over there … then do your thing, just be yourself.’


The geezer wearing giant bug-like headphones swung his clipboard diagonally right. Squinting in the mid-morning sun, I clocked three figures shouldering television cameras, Lego-sized people in the distance. Shit, this ain’t a ‘short walk’ – more the length of Loughton High Street. Or so it looked to me, anyway. Then somebody shouted, ‘Action,’ and off I sauntered, trying to look cool, calm and sexy in my white House of CB bandage bikini, hoping the penis-shaped shisha-pipe burn on my right thigh (a recent injury) wasn’t obvious beneath the make-up artist’s work. My inner voice chanted, Don’t fall over, Georgia. Don’t fuck this up. You cannot fuck this up.


I continued along the beach, following another cameraman who’d popped up some ten metres ahead, pacing backwards to capture my debut on the set of The Only Way is Ibiza: Part One – the first of two special episodes in the semi-reality series The Only Way is Essex (TOWIE).


God, I was nervous. This moment was massive for me, even though, off-screen, I was part of the TOWIE family already. Growing up around Loughton, Essex, one of the series’s filming hotspots, I regularly socialised with the cast, some of whom had gone to the same schools as me. I’d been a hardcore fan since it launched in 2010. I thought the faces of TOWIE had it made. They were all living the life, getting paid to go out partying and making a living simply by being themselves; it seemed like a fun work–life balance to me. Landing a role on the show was a dream come true – my natural calling, surely? I tried to remember this as I walked towards the set, but seriously, my mouth felt like a lizard’s arse on a hot summer’s day. This was my first television shoot, and I was going in blind and alone. How will I even get my words out?


Although TOWIE is unscripted, I had inadvertently created a storyline. A few weeks back, while working as a shot girl in Marbella, I’d snogged cast member Lew (Lewis) Bloor in a nightclub, which wasn’t an unusual event. Lew and I had kissed several times before – we’d flirted on and off with each other for the last three years, although we’d never actually got together or anything.


Recently, Lewis had been in a relationship with fellow TOWIE star Lauren Pope, but just before we kissed in Marbella, he said their romance had fizzled out (I’d subsequently learned otherwise). ‘I haven’t seen Lauren in weeks. I only came to Marbs to see you, babe,’ he’d shouted in my ear above the throbbing house music. Then, bang, we were kissing. It was just a cheeky, drunken smooch. As I said, Lew and I had been here before, and I honestly didn’t give our latest clinch too much thought – until a show producer called me, saying, ‘We want you to come to Ibiza to appear in the next series of TOWIE. Are you up for it?’


In my head I was like, Pour me a piña colada – I’m on the next flight. There was no need to ask me twice: it was a definite ‘yes’ from me.


Relief washed over me when I finally reached the two girls, both in glam chiffony beachwear with gorgeous honey-highlighted hair tumbling past their shoulders.


The girl closest to me was my good mate, Georgia Kousoulou, who was a big-sister figure to me. Back home we were known as the ‘two Gees’. She used to lend me her ID to get into clubs in my earlier teens. Georgia’s a lovely girl, and I can’t tell you how grateful I was to be sharing my first TOWIE scene with her.


I pattered over, kissed Georgia on both cheeks, and she was like, ‘Oh. My. God. What are you doing here?’ I’d been under strict lockdown in my hotel room since arriving in Ibiza, so my sudden appearance was a surprise. She was with Lydia Bright, who I knew from the show but hadn’t met until now. Georgia introduced me to her co-star, and I sat down on the empty sunbed beside them.


Watching this clip today, I can’t help but laugh at myself. If you haven’t seen it, this is what happens: after telling the girls I’ve been on the island for ‘about two days’, my attention quickly turns to the loaded drinks bucket to my right. ‘Mind if I have a beer?’ I ask, and Georgia replies, ‘Yeah, go on’. I grab a bottle, shove it in my mouth and crack off its metal cap with my teeth.


Georgia snorts into her platinum-manicured hands, saying, ‘Oh my God’ again, clearly not expecting me to perform my party trick on camera, a stunt I’d earlier bigged up to the crew, hoping it’d give me a unique edge (it was long before I got my composites done!).


Anyway, a couple of swigs of Dutch courage later, I tell the girls about my night in Marbella with Lew and a few friends. ‘He [Lewis] came out there [to Marbella]. He said he hadn’t been with Lauren for about three weeks. Well, we all went out for dinner, we all got a bit drunk, and I snogged him … ’


Georgia and Lydia exchange confused looks. ‘What, wait a minute, he’s with Lauren,’ they say in unison, and I have no time to think. All I can do is tell the truth. ‘He said he’d hardly spoken to Lauren,’ I say, ‘he said there’s no spark between them and, honestly, I thought he would have gone home and broken it off with her.’


Then the camera zooms in on Georgia’s face, her grimace audible through dazzling clenched teeth before the scene fades to the sound of Gorgon City’s ‘Imagination’.


My debut in the can, I went straight back into hiding. If other cast members got wind of my presence, on or off set, I could be dropped from the show. ‘We’ll call you just before you’re needed on set again,’ a producer told me. So, I spent the rest of the day – and night – in my hotel room, doing sit-ups on the balcony, waiting for the phone to ring. I had a serious case of FOMO, knowing the rest of the cast were probably out filming and partying. But I did as I was told and stayed put – no way would I jeopardise this opportunity.


I shot my second TOWIE scene the following afternoon. My instructions were to enter a nightclub, which involved descending a flight of glass stairs in five-inch heels. Feeling a hundred times more nervous this time, I necked a glass of wine before I tackled those steps, which led me onto the dancefloor and directly to Lew.


He was with Lauren and Tommy Mallet, another cast newbie, when I teetered over. As I threw my arms around Lew’s neck, I spotted Lauren Pope behind him, chatting with Lydia and Vas Morgan. Camera in my face, I told Lew straight: ‘Look, I don’t want to be the girl who kissed Lauren’s boyfriend in Marbella – and that’s sort of what I think that I am. I don’t want to rub it in her face. You need to understand that.’ Again, I was telling the truth; the last thing I wanted was for Lauren to think I’d deliberately muscled in on her boy – I would never do that.


‘You don’t have to feel bad,’ was Lew’s response. ‘I kissed you and you stopped it. I’m single now and that’s all that matters.’ That brief exchange concluded my second scene.


At nineteen, I was then one of the youngest actors on TOWIE. Suddenly, I found myself in the public eye. My Instagram account swelled from a few hundred followers to almost 70,000. I became an influencer, promoting products including hair extensions and make-up for beauty brands. It was ridiculous the amount of stuff I got for free.


Getting papped when out with my TOWIE co-stars was another new thing for me – although I was nowhere near a household name compared with the likes of Joey Essex or Gemma Collins. Fans constantly approached them for photo opportunities, so I felt chuffed whenever somebody asked to pose for pictures with me. My TOWIE role meant the world to me; it was a dream that had been a long time coming.


From the age of five, I aspired to become an actress. ‘Georgia was a proper little entertainer when she was little – she still is,’ says Mum, and I guess she’s right. I’ve always enjoyed being in the spotlight, if only to make people laugh.


While I struggled with some subjects at school, I excelled at music and drama, and often landed the lead roles in school plays. Once, aged around nine or ten, I played Ariel in Shakespeare’s The Tempest. That was a big number; I had to sing and play the flute, and I remember getting a massive round of applause and brilliant feedback after the show. My teachers told Mum, ‘Georgia should definitely be an actress when she’s older. She was fabulous out there.’ Ah, Mum’s eyes welled with pride. Even today, she loves flicking through the photographs of me as Ariel – she reckons I looked proper angelic in my ivory costume complete with sparkly wings. That was one of my finest moments at Chigwell School – before I got kicked out for ‘misbehaving’.


Personally, I don’t think I did much to warrant my expulsion, besides being a bit of a class clown. A page I created on Piczo (an early social-media and blogging platform) caused a stir, I recall.


On my page, which I designed during an IT lesson, I posted two photos I’d found online – one depicting a man with the world’s biggest moobs and another showing a huge set of human testicles squished into a jar (I think this came from a joke world records site). Those images were accidentally broadcast on a big screen in the IT department to horrified parents and prospective pupils attending a new-intake open evening – the biggest annual event for the fee-paying school. I was in the classroom when it happened, acting as a pupil ambassador. Talk about a hear-a-pin-drop moment. A deathly silence filled the room, broken by the tip-tapping of keys as my classmate Matt hurriedly tried to erase the images accompanied by bold text screaming: Check out the world’s biggest balls and man-boobs.


My parents got hauled in to see the headmistress – Dad said he couldn’t stop laughing throughout the entire meeting. Then, about a week later, I got accused of throwing a rock at a car on a school scouting trip. It was a marshmallow, not a rock, but nevertheless, that minor incident was the straw that broke the camel’s back for my headmistress. Then it was a fresh start for me at Roding Valley High School.


I was a bit of a lost soul during my secondary school years. Granted, I was quite naughty, mucking about in class, but I lacked confidence and focus. I suffered from acute psoriasis – my face, arms, legs and scalp were covered with red, flaky splodges. Horrible bullies nicknamed me ‘Scabby’ or ‘Crusty’, which made me feel ugly and worthless, despite my ability to stand up for myself. Gratefully, away from the handful of bullies, my brilliant circle of friends – Cenk, Reiss (who introduced me to Cenk), Bella, Rachel, Benj and sisters Tyla and Star – had my back no matter what. They’ll be my best friends forever.


When I left school in summer 2011, armed with a handful of GCSEs, my acting dream seemed too far out of reach. I didn’t have the right qualifications, experience or money to go to drama school, and my ancient Ariel performance would hardly cut it in the competitive world of stage and television. I panicked about my future and stressed about my past when I should’ve been embracing the present. Then, just after I turned seventeen, Tyla gave me a gift that would completely transform my outlook on the universe. ‘You should read this,’ said Tyla, handing me a copy of The Secret, a bestselling self-help book by Rhonda Byrne. ‘It teaches you how to manifest your thoughts and dreams, using the laws of attraction to change your life path. Seriously, it’s wicked.’


Wow, I devoured The Secret, hooked and moved by its introduction alone, which describes using ‘The Secret’ to learn who you truly are and achieve anything you want.


In The Secret, Byrne champions a three-step process to ‘manifest’ your desires. The first step is to ‘ask’ for what you want to achieve, be it a new job, wealth, a happy relationship or whatever, but once you’ve made your decisions, you must then ‘believe’ in them. The final step is to visualise and feel good about ‘receiving’ your desires. Being grateful for everything is key to finding joy and happiness, which will further enable you to manifest whatever you dream of, says Byrne.


The Secret blew me away. Buoyed by newfound positive energy, I started a manifestation journal, charting my aspirations and everything I was grateful for. My first manifestation list went like this:




1 – Get a part on TOWIE


2 – Become an influencer (so I don’t have to pay for things)


3 – Get a French Bulldog


4 – Buy my own flat





Of course, those dreams wouldn’t come true overnight. It took me two years to manifest TOWIE, and a lot of that manifesting happened in my subconscious mind, while I was doing other things.


Around that time, I juggled multiple jobs. I didn’t care what I did or how many hours I worked, so long as I made money and mingled with people. A promotional agency I signed with booked me for some mad jobs. Once, I was a ‘sausage girl’ at Stamford Bridge stadium, which involved wearing a big placard around my neck while parading in front of a hot-dog stand in a plume of oniony smoke, shouting, ‘Come and get your hot sausages’.


That slogan prompted the same line from most blokes. ‘Oi, love, I’ve got a hot sausage for you,’ they’d leer, and I’d respond with an oversized smile, thinking, Yeah, really smart, mate – not heard that one before.


Another job saw me in a yellow boiler suit, handing out vodka shots at a Breaking Bad-themed event at London’s Shoreditch House. Waitressing gigs were the best. Easy work, really; all I had to do was rock up at posh venues like the Shard and serve canapés and champagne to VIPs. Some girls I worked with moaned about their aching legs and feet, which I understood – it was tiring work – but I loved it. I got stuck into the canapés and champagne. I’m not working, I’m just part of the party. Bring it on, I thought. I’d be the tipsiest waitress, but the agency kept rebooking me after clients raved about my ‘chirpy’ demeanour.


I threw myself into every job I did, determined to enjoy the moment. Alongside my promo shifts I also worked nights, shot-girling in clubs. During my breaks I kept writing my manifestations, my TOWIE wish constantly topping those lists.


The manifestation process is a powerful phenomenon, but, as I’ve learned over the years, you need to enjoy and own your successes. Sometimes, you can manifest a dream situation, only to be overwhelmed with imposter syndrome once it happens. Although I manifested my TOWIE role, I didn’t embrace that opportunity with the same confidence I have today. Negative thoughts plagued my mind: I’m not good enough. I don’t deserve to be here. Why am I not getting more scenes?


I kind of felt like a spare part on TOWIE. The pay wasn’t great initially – around £150 a day – and I couldn’t do other work because I was on standby for filming twenty-four-seven. But, like many of my castmates, I clung to the honour of being on the show.


Most weeks I only worked on Wednesdays and Sundays (the main filming days). My storylines, devoid of major rows, tears and tantrums, didn’t venture beyond the will-they-won’t-they? scenario with Lew and a short-lived romance with another castmate, Tom Pearce, so I guess I couldn’t expect to film every day. Network bosses wanted high drama to keep the million-plus viewers on the edges of their seats, right?


I won’t lie. I struggled to get involved with the social dynamics on set. Everyone else seemed established and naturally confident, whereas I needed a couple of drinks to be myself on camera. Instead of being my authentic self, I worried about not being a big enough character. I did get excited about filming my first TOWIE Christmas event though.


‘The theme is a “festive” party,’ said the director.


Ah, how lovely, I thought, I’m gonna nail this one. Mum and I traipsed around Westfield shopping centre for hours looking for an outfit. We finally decided on a cute Rudolph affair, comprising an arse-skimming fawn velvet dress, a flashing red nose and a headpiece sprouting ears and antlers.


‘Oh, that’s made for you, sweetie,’ said Mum, snapping pictures of me in my reindeer gear before I left for the shoot.


‘Ah, thank you,’ I said, striking a few red carpet-inspired poses, antlers bobbing as I laughed and drained a glass of white. ‘You watch, the whole TOWIE cast will be dashing out to buy reindeer outfits tomorrow.’


Turned out, nobody asked me where I’d bought my Rudolph get-up. The second I pranced into the filming venue, a mansion in the Essex countryside, my fake ears and antlers wilted with embarrassment. All the other girls were in slinky, jewel-encrusted ballgowns. I’m talking Hello! glamour to my Christmas-catalogue look. The whole room cracked up. Even the walls and chandeliers laughed at me, I swear. Fuck, how did I misread the brief? I laughed with my colleagues, novelty laughter that complemented my outfit but masked my devastation. What else could I do?


The next morning, Mum burst into my bedroom brandishing a newspaper. ‘Look, Georgia, you’ve had the last laugh.’ I sat up in bed, blinking as Mum passed me the tabloid – the Sun, I think. Anyway, there I was on the page, looking a little worse for wear in my comedy costume, antlers skew-whiff, a reindeer ear flopped over my left eye. ‘Ear Comes George,’ declared the headline. It was a great article, capturing my true self. Mum and I proper belly laughed for ages. I’m going to up my game now, I thought. I will make it big on TOWIE.


The universe had other ideas.


I’d just stepped outside the ITV studios on London’s South Bank when a TOWIE executive called me. ‘Stay where you are, George,’ he said, ‘we’ve sent a taxi for you – we need you to come into the office for a chat.’


‘Okay, great, see you soon,’ I breezed, buzzing after my first live appearance on daytime television to promote a charity fundraising event for TOWIE. Waiting in the foyer, I took my manifestation journal out of my bag and wrote a new list, titled ‘Career and Work’:




1 – I want to get my own ITV show.


2 – I want to become a presenter.


3 – I want to go on I’m a Celebrity … Get Me Out of Here!


4 – I want to have one million Instagram followers in the next six months.


5 – I want to land a fashion collab with a huge brand.





I continued writing during the taxi ride to Lime Pictures’s offices, relatively unfazed about the upcoming meeting. This was my first visit to the office and, naively, I assumed other TOWIE stars would also be at this ‘chat’. It’s probably a group briefing about filming or something, I thought as we pulled up outside a converted warehouse tucked away down a backstreet in Fitzrovia. I sashayed through the glass doors all smiles. ‘Hiya, I’m Georgia Harrison,’ I told the receptionist. ‘I’m here for the TOWIE meeting.’


What happened next is still fuzzy in my mind. I remember sitting in a white open-plan office with two production bosses whose names and faces escape me. Those two blokes turned to watery blobs before me the moment they started talking, when the words ‘we’re sorry’ crashed through my heart like a freight train at full pelt.


‘We don’t need you on TOWIE anymore,’ continued one of the guys.


‘So, you’re dropping me?’ I asked – the only words I could muster without having a massive meltdown.


‘We might look into having you back in the future but, for now … ’


I didn’t catch the rest of that sentence. In my head it was game over, my TOWIE dream shattered. I managed a meek, ‘Thank you for having me,’ before I left. I sobbed all the way home to Essex.


Mum was annoyed at the abruptness of my sacking. ‘Bloody hell, Georgia,’ she said, ‘I mean, they could’ve warned you – I would’ve come with you to that meeting. No way should you have gone through that alone.’


God, I was devastated. Mostly, I dreaded what my ex-co-stars thought of me. Am I the first TOWIE actor to be dumped after only one series? I moped around in my pyjamas for a couple of days, crying on and off, believing my television career was over. But then a switch flicked inside of me. I thought, Sod it, you’re made of tougher stuff than this. Turn this experience into something positive.


In hindsight, I understand why I got fired from TOWIE. First, I wasn’t seeing anyone at the time (Tom Pearce had dumped me in one of my last scenes), and secondly, I was probably a bit immature on set.


I dusted off my copy of The Secret, ready for a new start. Before, I’d thought TOWIE was my be-all and end-all. Now I viewed my reality-TV stint as a stepping stone to further opportunities.


Making money was my priority, so I joined a temping agency, happy to take on any roles that came my way, my mantra being, Nothing is above or below me. A few days after submitting my (slightly embellished) CV to the agency, I started work on a construction site bordering a sewage plant in Barkingside. Hired as an admin clerk, I was the only woman on site, based in a portable office overlooking the sewage works. I had to wear a high-vis jacket, a hard hat and donkey boots and, no exaggeration, every square inch of the place, inside and out, reeked of ripe shit. I remember Mum crying when she dropped me there one morning – usually I’d take two buses to the site but there was a strike on that day. ‘I don’t want to leave you here,’ she wept, the stench of human faeces wafting through the car’s air vents.


I gave Mum a reassuring peck on the cheek. ‘Honestly, it’s fine, Mum.’ And off I went to tackle more spreadsheets. Okay, working on a construction site next to a shit plant hadn’t featured on my manifestation list but, smell aside, I was grateful to have a job. Career-wise, being on my arse fuelled my spiritual development. I filled multiple journals with daily affirmations, my faith in the universe growing stronger by the day.


Three weeks later I said cheerio to the boys at the construction site to start another temp job, followed by several more. Then, in early 2016, I became a personal assistant to the CEO of a City financial consultancy firm. Again, this was only supposed to be a short-term contract, but I ended up staying with the company for well over a year. I felt valued at work; my boss, JD, was such an inspirational character. He ran regular resilience training classes for staff, his catchphrase being: ‘You can do anything.’ Without a doubt, JD gave me the confidence to be the person I am today. ‘You’re a powerful force in this office, Georgia,’ he frequently told me. ‘You light up the room, just by being here.’


Meanwhile, my personal life was also going well. I’d rekindled my romance with Jake McLean, and we were now practically living together in my new rented flat in Debden, Essex. We rarely spent a night apart. We fell into a normal routine of going to work, eating breakfast and dinner together, having sex and snuggling up in front of the telly on my crushed-velvet sofa (crushed-velvet furniture was all the rage in Essex then). We lived like this for nine months before things nosedived. Jake announced he had to move abroad for work. I was heartbroken, as was Jake, but we didn’t split up as such. We agreed to keep in touch long-distance, but I knew things couldn’t stay the same. How can we be together if we can barely see each other?


Despite Jake being a lads’ lad, I loved him with all my heart. He always wanted me to shine. Soon after he moved away, I got signed by Neil Dobias, agent and manager at Force 1 Management. I was over the moon at the prospect of reigniting my TV career – and Neil reckoned he could get me on the nation’s favourite reality show. ‘I’ve spoken with the people at Love Island, and I think you should apply,’ he said over drinks one night. ‘You’re just what they’re looking for – you’ll be great.’


Naturally, I was thrilled to hear this. Much as I enjoyed my job, I couldn’t see myself staying there forever, commuting back and forth to London’s Liverpool Street, and being stuck within the same four walls every day. As my journals attested, I desperately wanted to get back into television, but Love Island? I hoped to work things out with Jake. How would he react to me mincing about in a bikini and getting it on with ripped boys on national television? Part of me was still deeply disappointed that Jake had taken a job abroad, but I couldn’t hurt his feelings. That’s how much I loved him.


So, I told Neil, ‘Look, I really appreciate the offer, but, as you know, I’ve got a boyfriend. I’m settled with Jake – I can’t do this to him.’


Neil’s eyes disappeared into his forehead for a second. ‘Oh, I know what Jake’s like – he’s known for being a bit of a one with the ladies. Just fill in the application form, see what happens. If you get the job, you can always turn it down.’


‘Okay,’ I said. ‘But I’ll need to run it by Jake first.’


I called Jake later that night after a few Sauvignon Blancs. ‘They want me to go on Love Island,’ I blurted. I was so nervous, I sounded like I’d been on the helium balloons.


‘Well, you need to do it then, George. I’m going to be away from home for a long time. I don’t want you to waste the best years of your life waiting for me to come back,’ was Jake’s calm response.


‘Seriously, you don’t mind?’


‘No, I want you to have this opportunity. I can just see you on the front pages of newspapers and magazines. Your personality is so special, Georgia – people need to see that. I’m not going to speak to you until you’ve done this – I’m not going to hold you back.’


I welled up then. ‘I love you, Jake.’


‘I love you too, Georgia.’


‘I’ll try,’ I said, ‘but please don’t cut me off. You don’t need to do that.’ Still, we agreed to park our relationship for the time being. I was gutted but, deep down, I knew Jake was right. If I were to be chosen for Love Island, it could open new doors for me. I resolved to give it a shot, but I couldn’t get Jake out of my head. I bombarded him with daily WhatsApp messages. Please, Jake, speak to me, I wrote. I miss your voice so much. He’d read my messages – two blue ticks at the bottom of my rambling texts confirmed as much – but he didn’t reply to a single one of them.
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