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Brainstorming


April 2025. A central London café.


Sam


Welcome to Staying Relevant, a book written by two best friends: me, Samuel Robert De Courcy Thompson, and Peter James Joseph Quentin Wicks.


Pete


Quentin? For fuck’s sake, another fake name? Anyway . . . as you already know from our podcast . . .


Sam


Our insanely successful and award-winning podcast.


Pete


. . . there will be swearing. So much swearing, in fact, that if you don’t like it, you can go fuck yourself. I haven’t been drinking much lately, but, as you can imagine, hanging out with this fucking bellend during the writing of this book has driven me right back to the booze. Which might explain some of the shit that comes out of my mouth. I strongly suggest you have a drink or two yourselves – it might help you get through the next eighty thousand words.


Sam


Eighty thousand words? Wow, that’s a lot.


Pete


It is, Sam. Which is why you’ll find I’ll be doing most of the fucking talking, while this gobby tit floats off into his dream world, thinking up more cringey TikToks to embarrass me with . . . while taking most of the credit for the fucking book – and half the money the publisher has stupidly given us to write this!


Sam


And here we are! I’ve got my quill in my hand, my notebook at the ready. I’m raring to go! I mean, this is awesome. A book, Pete! We’re writing a fucking book!


Pete


Well, it ain’t my first rodeo. Let’s not forget my Sunday Times bestseller Never Enough – still available to buy, by the way – and For the Love of Frenchies from 2018. But yes, this is our first – and most probably our last – foray into the publishing world together.


Sam


I can’t believe it, mate. I can’t wait to read it.


Pete


Well, we have to write it first.


Sam


Er, hang on . . . We have, though, haven’t we? That’s what our Staying Relevant family are holding in their hands right now?


Pete


Well, yeah, it is now . . . but technically, we hadn’t written shit when we did this bit. And to break the fourth wall for a minute – just to clarify for you poor sods who’ve forked out for this – what you’re currently reading is a stream of consciousness from months ago. Way before we even properly started writing. Picture this: an empty central London café at 11 a.m., a very tired me just off air from presenting Kiss FM’s breakfast show with my mate Olivia Attwood . . .


Sam


Ah, the third glorious wheel in our beautiful relationship!


Pete


Yep. My favourite third, as it happens. Anyway, this is the first time we’re actually getting round to talking about what the book is going to be about.


Sam


Ooh, I’d better get comfortable then.


Pete


Comfortable? This isn’t a fucking therapy session. It’s work!


Sam


I just feel like I’m all hunched up, leaning into the phone.


Pete


Well, let’s lean back then, shall we?


Sam


Ah, that’s better. Feet on the table? Or is that too much?


Pete


Too much. Always too much. We’re in a café. You’re not at home.


Sam


So . . . what’s the book about?


Pete


Cross-stitch! What do you think it’s about, you prick? It’s a Staying Relevant book. It’s about fame – and the desperate, humiliating, soul-destroying lengths you and I have gone to, to achieve it and maintain it.


Sam


So, you’re saying this is like a handy guide for people who want to follow in our footsteps and find out more about us along the way?


Pete


No. One thing this is not is a guide on how to become the next big Z-lister. Only a proper cunt would come up with an idea like that.


Sam


So it’s like the Staying Relevant quest for fame! Because being famous is sooo awesome! It’s the BEST!


Pete


And this is why this book might actually be pretty good. You see, Sam thinks being famous is the bollocks.


Sam


It is! It’s the absolute bollocks. Big hairy, bulbous bollocks, full of juicy goodness.


Pete


While I think fame is as much fun as having to sit through a twenty-four-hour marathon of your least favourite TV show.


Sam


Which means fame is fucking awesome!


Pete


Anyway . . . let’s get moving, otherwise this book is going to be a thousand pages long. And I’m already getting bored as fuck.


Sam


Okay, so how should the book start?


Pete


Well, the pod started because of our quest to be famous, so why don’t we start with fame and the days before we were relevant?


Sam


Are we famous? That is the question. Are we? Are we?


Pete


Well, what does ‘being famous’ mean?


Sam


I think ‘being famous’ is getting let into nightclubs for free.


Pete


Jesus Christ. That’s one of the most pathetic things I’ve ever heard.


Sam


That’s the entire reason I joined Made in Chelsea.


Pete


How fucking sad. I used to get into nightclubs for free because I actually knew people.


Sam


You see, I didn’t. I got bounced even when I was twenty-one.


Pete


Yeah, and at twenty-one you looked like a sewer rat.


Sam


And I looked about fifteen.


Pete


To be fair, you still actually look young, while I look like I’ve been knocking around for donkey’s years. Stupid question, I know, but would you say you’re happy being famous?


Sam


Fuck yeah, mate! Are you joking? It’s the best in the world.


Pete


I fucking hate it.


Sam


I know you hate it – everyone knows you hate it – because you don’t like people. I absolutely love people. Do you know what? There is nothing better – literally nothing better – in the world than someone you don’t know coming up to talk to you.


Pete


Well, it depends, really, because I’ve had people I don’t know come up and call me a cunt. So that’s not so great, is it?


Sam


I love it. When guys in a van drive past me and yell, ‘You’re that funny cunt from thingy!’ I love it. I’m like, ‘Yes! Come on!’


Pete


That’s true. There’s been times at PAs . . .


Sam


That’s personal appearances, for those who aren’t sure.


Pete


Sam, our readers know what a PA is. They’ve been listening to the pod for three fucking years.


Sam


But what if someone reading this hasn’t listened to Staying Relevant before, and bought it because they’d seen me on Made in Chelsea or I’m a Celeb, or you getting with a babe on TOWIE, or shaking your arse on Strictly?


Pete


Then they must be out of their minds. Buying a book based on a podcast they haven’t listened to – who does that? They must have more money than sense. Anyway, where was I before you chipped in with your scat chat?




But we thank you anyway – Sam





Sam


PAs. Personal appearances.


Pete


Oh yeah. You see, Sam will literally do anything any fucker asks him to.


Sam


I do. I can’t deny it. I’m a people-pleaser.


Pete


So, let’s get back to it. We’ll leave the whole concept of fame on the back burner. Why are we actually doing the book?


Sam


I haven’t got a clue. You just told me we were doing it. I was like, ‘Okay, sweet. We’re doing a book. Great.’


Pete


Fuck me. Well, this book, for me, is a look back at the madness of the past decade of us trying to stay relevant. Even though I’ve hated every single fucking minute of it.




That’s not entirely true – Pete





Sam


Are we gonna go deep?


Pete


Well, I’m almost forty fucking years old, so yeah – I’m going to give it a good go. I want to write about some of the big things, proper things, rather than just talking about getting into scraps with geezers or you getting picked up like a fish.


Sam


Awesome! Let’s get balls deep. I’m totally ready. Two-footed, straight in.


Pete


So I’d say this is a chance for us to reflect on how we became Sam and Pete, this weird little duo that, for some reason, people seem to like.


Sam


You mean millions of people. We’re bloody superstars, Pete.


Pete


Get back in your box.


Sam


But we are! We’re Beyoncé. We’re Adele. We’re Ed fucking Sheeran. We just played the O2! We’re rock stars, mate.


Pete


Remember, this is being written in the spring of 2025, so hopefully the show wasn’t cancelled because one of us got killed during one of Sam’s dumb TikToks.


Anyway, back to why we’re doing the book. I still can’t get my head around it. For some baffling reason, the public have really got behind us, for which I’m genuinely grateful. I mean, if someone wants to think the sun shines out of my arse, who am I to stop them? I’m not entirely sure what that says about the great British public – probably that they’re clinically insane – but I’ll take it.


Sam


A win’s a win! I love the public. They’re awesome. Staying Relevant fam – we fucking love you.


Pete


But Sam, you always imagined this life. This was never my plan. So I reckon we’re going to delve deep into what we both wanted out of our lives and how we ended up where we are. I mean, without you, I wouldn’t be here, hosting podcasts, writing books, getting dicked up against walls dressed as fucking Spider-Man. And I hate you for that. I really fucking do. All this is really about you. I just get dragged along for the ride. I’m a side dish, the garlic bread – not filling enough for a main. You’re the main course.




He doesn’t really





Sam


Yeah, like a big cheesy pizza with meat toppings and extra spice. The one that gives you ring sting.


Pete


Jesus, we’re getting paid to write this shit. How the fuck did I get here? I ask myself that daily, usually after spending three hours dancing around like a twat in an inflatable outfit at Sam’s house. You’d never believe I used to have a proper job. In an office. This batshit crazy world was never a thought in my mind. Whereas you, Sam – you always wanted this.


Sam


I did. And I love it. And we’ve worked hard for it.


Pete


But has it been worth it? Has fame turned out the way you thought it would?


Sam


You know what? I don’t think so . . . and let me tell you why.


Pete


I can’t wait for this earth-shattering revelation.


Sam


Because I never think we’ve made it.


Pete


Because we fucking haven’t!


Sam


Exactly. People tell us we have – that we’ve done this, that, whatever – but I’m like, ‘I don’t feel like we have.’


Pete


In fairness, the only people saying we’ve made it are the ones fresh off a reality show, doing their first PAs. Give it two years and we’ll be asking them if we can appear on their show. ‘If you need someone to do a voiceover . . .’




That’s the circle of reality life





Sam


Yep, we’re your guys. I genuinely don’t think we’ve made it. It’s weird, because I always think back to when I was in the jungle . . .


Pete


He can’t get enough of telling us he was on that! That’s mention number two!


Sam


You go in there and you’re surrounded by actual famous people. Properly famous. And I’ve always wanted to be one of them. But I still don’t think we will be.


Pete


Well, that’s what this book is about. We’re going to explore the nature of fame – why people chase it, how we found ourselves stuck in it – look back at all the crazy shit we’ve done, and cringe at all the stuff we’ve had to do to stay in the public eye and earn a few quid. Plus, like any good story, there’ll be drama as we look back at bad relationships and fall-outs . . .


Sam


And lashings of bromance as we open up about our very special friendship and what we really mean to each other.


Pete


I can tell you right now, Sam: fuck all. Right, my coffee’s cold and I’m knackered. I’m heading back to my flat to see my dogs and have a well-earned kip. From here on in, you can enjoy – well, that might be a stretch – the book we’ve been talking about. And if you get bored, why not make a note of all the times I say ‘fuck’ or ‘cunt’? That’ll keep you on your toes.


Ten minutes later.


Pete


Right, I’m back at my pad, dogs by my side. After that absolute car crash of an opener, I’m taking the reins for a bit to salvage whatever’s left of this shitshow. Let’s get one thing straight: this book is just two fucking idiots spouting opinions and banging on about the completely random jobs we did to get to where we are, and trying to finally work out how this fucking weird and occasionally dysfunctional friendship came into being and why it’s lasted so long.


So don’t come here expecting War and fucking Peace. This is the sort of thing you read on the bog while having a shit – or better yet, wipe your arse with afterwards.


If you’re after some literary masterpiece, shut this book now and walk away. And if you’re expecting anything even close to the heart-wrenching, emotional rollercoaster of my last book – which, by the way, I actually did pour my heart and soul into – then prepare to be monumentally disappointed. There’ll be no tears here. No vulnerability. Just swearing, and some serious frustration (mainly directed at Sam). What you can look forward to in this mess is me having a good old rant about some prick from the past, while Dopey fucking Drawers pipes up every five minutes, going on about how much he wants to hug people.




Oh Pete, there will be. Lots of them. Go grab a tissue!





Let’s be honest – the main reason Sam and I are doing this isn’t just the lovely pay packet (although that does help). It’s because, for some sick, twisted reason, people are intrigued by our friendship. And it’s a weird one, I’ll give you that. I’ve never loved and hated someone in such equal measure. They say there’s a fine line between love and hate – and with us, that line is damn fine.


It’s a proper odd-couple dynamic: two people who, without fame, would never have crossed paths. People seem to love seeing us be mates – probably because you couldn’t get more chalk and cheese than me and Sam.


We met on TV – we’re not old schoolmates. I barely went to school, while Sam had bloody Jeeves the butler dropping him off at his fancy boarding school’s gates. Now that I’ve known him ten years, I totally get why his family packed him off at age seven. Who the fuck would want to live with him? They probably had his suitcase ready before he stopped shitting in nappies. And if I could send him away now? I’d do it in a heartbeat.




Sorry mate, I’m stuck to you like glue!





MAYBE THE BEST THING THAT HAPPENED TO US IS WE FOUND EACH OTHER


Pete


On paper – and in life – what Sam and I have is the most unlikely of friendships. And yet, weirdly, it’s probably the only successful relationship to ever come out of Celebs Go Dating. If we hadn’t been a pair of social-climbing reality stars who met on that show, we’d never have crossed paths. We wouldn’t have started a successful business together. We wouldn’t have launched a podcast – a podcast, I might add, that I didn’t even want to do.




See what Anna Williamson says about our ‘bromance’ in Chapter 13





Sam had to convince me. I had zero interest. I genuinely didn’t think anyone would give a shit about what two wallies like us had to say about anything. But – and it fucking pains me to admit this – he was right. Staying Relevant has somehow turned into this thing that’s kind of like our baby. A massive, weird, ugly baby, granted, but one we’ve grown to love anyway.


In fact, I’d go as far as to say the podcast is probably what we’re most proud of. Out of everything we’ve done. Between us, we’ve pretty much completed reality TV. There isn’t a show we haven’t touched – and that’s purely because we’ll do anything for money. We have no shame. Someone says ‘do it’, we do it. Sam fucking loves all that. Without TV and without fame, he’d probably still be working in a bar . . . or living off Daddy’s money.


Me? I’m the opposite. This whole ride has left me with a confusing sense of purpose. People always want to know what our day-to-day looks like. And when you’re on TV or in the public eye, they assume it’s all really fucking easy. And look – we are lucky. We know that. But it’s been a slog. Over a decade of graft. We both started around the same time, scrapping around with all the other aspiring arseholes desperately trying to make a living.


And maybe the best thing that ever happened to us is that we found each other. Why? Because since that moment, we’ve both gone on to do all sorts of mad shit.


Sam


Like appearing on the country’s biggest TV shows, meeting amazing people like the king of fucking England, His Majesty King Charles and George Clooney, working with brilliant charities like UNICEF and making loads of dosh for doing ads for big brands like Subway and Burger King.




Technically, that was just you, Sam





Pete


We even had our own show. It got cancelled – probably because I said ‘cunt’ too much. So I’ve learned from that, tried to tone it down. Although I’ve just said ‘cunt’ twice in the last ten seconds, so maybe not a great start.


But yeah, we teamed up to try and actually make a proper go of this whole fucking game together.


And at the risk of sounding like a right soppy twat, it has been a beautiful thing, sharing this journey. A journey I never thought I’d be on. I mean, I thought I’d have a proper job by now. Some self-respect. Bit of dignity. Instead, here I am – just fucking Sam Thompson’s mate. It’s a sad existence, but it’s mine. So I deal with it.


Thing is, I reckon both Sam and I want to share our lives with people – and not in the scripted way. That stuff’s not ‘reality’ any more. Not really. What we want to do is give you a proper glimpse of what our lives actually look like. The madness of it. The chaos. The stuff that makes us feel lucky, and the stuff that makes us question everything.


And the easiest way to do that? Put it all in a book. You know what I mean? Lay it bare, so people can try and understand just how fucking strange – and strangely brilliant – this ride has been.


I actually think writing this book might end up being quite cathartic for me. A bit of therapy, really, trying to work out how the fuck we’re still friends. Maybe that’s it. The last book I wrote made me re-evaluate my life a little bit . . . Maybe this one will give me some answers too. Like: why is Sam Thompson my friend?


So yes – this book will be fun, probably quite insightful for you lot, but it’s also a journey of discovery for me. And the big question is: should I finally dump him, or keep him around a bit longer? By the end of this book, we’ll either be stronger than ever . . . or this’ll be the last thing we do together. Who knows? We’ll find out together.


And if you think you know us already, you’re wrong. You’re gonna find out a hell of a lot about me and Sam. Probably more than you ever needed or wanted to know, to be honest. I learn new shit about him every day. But I reckon – spoiler alert – the biggest takeaway from all this is that we are as normal as it gets.


Boring, I know. But that’s kind of the point. This book isn’t about the glossy, filtered version of us that people think they know. It’s about the real Sam and Pete, the ones behind the nonsense. The ones who wake up, have a shit, have a shave and just get on with life like everyone else.


Because here’s the thing: just because we’ve made tits of ourselves on TV, people act like we’re somehow special. Like we’re bloody gods made of solid gold. There’s this perception that being famous sets you apart from the rest of the world. But that’s bollocks. Anyone could do what we do.


We get paid to be ourselves. We don’t have any talent. Not a single fucking ounce of it between us. There’s nothing Sam or I are actually good at. Nothing. And yet people stop us in the street for photos or send us weird shit in the post. Why? We’re just two wallies, one who looks like he’s crawled out of a wheelie bin and the other who no one noticed until he got his teeth done. Snaggletooth Thompson and the fucking hairy cunt. That’s us.


And as I write this, it’s dawning on me that maybe this book is really just about us trying to understand why we are where we are.


Reality stars get a bad rap. And to be fair, some of them fucking deserve it. There’s a right load of tits out there. But are we really any different? I don’t know. I do respect anyone who puts themselves out there to try and better their life. That’s usually the reason people get into this – to change something, to reach for something more. Everyone’s reasons are different. Some crave the limelight. Others, like me, never wanted it. I was just looking for a new experience and didn’t really think about what came with it. I’m actually quite private. I like being private. I miss the days when I could just disappear. Fade into nothingness. That’s harder to do now.


If someone asked me what superpower I’d have, I wouldn’t say flying or strength or any of that bollocks. I’d say invisibility. Without question. I’d fucking love to be invisible. Sam, on the other hand, loves the spotlight, the attention, the validation, all of it. Maybe he didn’t get all that growing up. Maybe he wasn’t the most popular kid. And now he’s found a way to fill that gap.


In a way, that kind of validation, that love from people, is a beautiful thing. I never really gave a fuck what people thought. But weirdly, doing this job has made me care more than I ever did. But probably for all the wrong reasons.


Because now, you get these heartfelt messages from people. Lovely stuff. And suddenly it gives you this weird sense of responsibility – like you can’t let people down. And that’s one of my biggest fears: letting people down. But it’s not just your mum or your mates any more.


There’s this whole army of people, whether it’s the O2 crowd or the podcast listeners, and if we do a shit episode I sit there thinking, I’ve let them all down. And then I’m like, Why do I even care? I don’t know them! Those silly fuckers aren’t my problem.


But . . . I do care. You feel this pressure to always be at your best. To deliver. And that’s hard. That’s fucking hard.


So there you go. That’s the manifesto for this book. Now grab a bevvy, get comfy and take a little trip down memory lane with us – through the best bits, the worst bits, and all the absolute bottom-of-the-barrel moments in between.


And help me figure out, by the end of this book, whether Sam and I should still be mates.


The choice is yours.









Part 1


Irrelevant
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1


When Will I Be Famous?








Why the fuck would you wanna be?









Sam


So, let’s start at the very beginning of our story, long before Pete and I were what you’d even dare to call famous. Back in the distant past when the idea of writing a book like this wasn’t even a consideration. Those were the days when our Staying Relevant story actually began, though we certainly didn’t realise it at the time.


Pete


If you think about it, it’s pretty mad where Sam and I are these days. Who’d have thought some posh kid from Chelsea and a long-haired gobby lad would one day form a friendship that would ultimately change their lives? I can’t help but wonder, if we hadn’t started doing what we did eleven years ago would we be the people we are today? What impact has fame had on who we’ve become? Has it made us better people . . . or worse?




Wow, we’re getting deep already





For me, I think it’s probably made me a better person – mostly because every mistake I’ve ever made (and trust me, there’s been a fuckload) has been documented, dissected and scrutinised. I’ve had to face up to every part of myself that’s a complete dickhead – which, let’s be honest, is the majority of me. You don’t get to fuck up quietly. It hasn’t stopped me, but if I hadn’t been in the public eye, maybe I’d have just carried on down that same road – mullet and all – without ever looking back.


I NEVER WANTED FAME IN THE FIRST PLACE


Pete


When I look back at my pre-fame days . . . I think I was a bit of a prick.


A little bit selfish. I still can be, to be honest – but can’t we all? Probably why I’m still single. I’m too selfish, too ambitious, too caught up in my own shit to let someone else in. I used to have a very small-minded view of life. I knew exactly where I wanted to go and what I wanted to do, and I didn’t want help. Didn’t accept guidance. Just tunnel vision.


Before I was acting like a prat on TOWIE, I was the international sales director for a medical recruitment company. Can you believe it? Me – with a full-time job, doing actual grown-up stuff. And I was pretty good at it too. I made sure only the best of the best doctors ended up in the right places. At one point, I even considered starting my own recruitment agency. The plan was: build it up, sell it for millions then move into capital investment. That was it. The vision. I wanted to be retired by forty. Settled. Sorted. Now I’m thirty-seven and still living like a fucking eighteen-year-old. It’s wild.


Do I miss it? Yeah, probably. Why? For the security. The control. I’m a control freak, which will come as no surprise to anyone who even half knows me.


But when I fell into this world I started to see all the great things I could do. And now, all these years later, I’ve achieved so much and my whole view of life has changed. After years of moaning about not really feeling part of the showbiz world, I discovered I was pretty good at it and found myself on a career path I never thought I’d be on. I mean, who’d have thought that Pirate Pete would end up running his own production company?


I WAS RIPPED FROM MY MOTHER’S ARMS AND SENT TO BOARDING SCHOOL


Sam


There are two reasons why I wanted to do reality TV when I was younger. First of all, I wanted to do it for the most ridiculous and selfish reasons – to get into nightclubs, have some drinks and get with girls. A pretty basic and embarrassing reason, I agree, but when you’re a gawky, not-exactly-great-looking teenager, you look for any way you can to make life better.




Good point





Pete


No arguments from me!


Sam


I needed my ego massaged, and for me, that was reality TV, mainly because I’d seen my sister’s life change for the better when she joined the cast of Made in Chelsea, the scripted reality show that wasn’t The Only Way is Essex!


Pete


The snooty one where everyone strutted along the streets of west London necking champagne.


Sam


Even though Lou got emotionally battered when she was dating on the show, she reaped the rewards of being on telly: getting invited to parties and events, hanging out with famous people and making money from flogging stuff online.


I was a bit of a tyke at school, but I only ever got in trouble with the police once, when I tried to crash a bar called Amika on Kensington High Street with fake ID. See – as a spotty teenager, I was pretty desperate to get into a club!




What a criminal mastermind. Bet the Kray twins were quaking in their boots!





Pete


Fuck me, I guess in Chelsea they’re not fighting the same kind of crimes they do down in Essex!


Sam


For some mad reason, the police were called and two officers actually escorted me all the way home. I was shitting myself, but when my mum answered the door she was like, ‘Oh my lord, what’s he done?’ When they told her I’d been caught with fake ID, she just laughed and said, ‘Really? Is that it?’


Pete


Karen is one top girl.


Sam


When I was about seven, I was sent to a boarding school in the country called Horris Hill.


Pete


Ah, so your mum had had enough of you by this point. Understandable.


Sam


I have to admit, it felt a bit like I was being ripped away from home. It was tough. I remember when my mum dropped me off, she started crying. Then when the reality of not going back home hit me, I started bawling too.


Luckily, I got used to it super quickly, once I got in with a group of mates. In the end, it was brilliant. I loved it: the sport, the banter, everything. I was basically a sportsman, never an academic. I was in all the first teams – rugby, football, cricket. I cared about my mates, the fun of it all.


I LOST MY VIRGINITY, THREW MY HANDS IN THE AIR AND SCREAMED ‘YEEEEAAAAH!’


Sam


My secondary boarding school – Bradfield College, near Reading – was co-ed, and it was where I got to mix with girls for the first time. I was like, Wow. Okay. Game on.


Pete


Jesus, I bet they weren’t prepared for Hurricane fucking Sam!


Sam


Actually, no. To start with, I was super nervous. I didn’t talk to any of them – just watched them . . .


Pete


You what?


Sam


In a non-creepy way.


Pete


Is there such a thing?


Sam


You can see now why being famous was such a goal for me!


Pete


Yeah, so you could become someone who wasn’t you!


Sam


Then, when I got a bit of confidence, the lads and I would try and sneak into their dorms. We’d throw pebbles at the windows, but they’d just tell us to go home.


My first proper crush was a girl called Georgia Rose. Big crush. But I was just her mate. No one knew I fancied her. I actually thought I loved her. All my mates would ask her out, and I’d just sit there thinking, God, I’d love to, but I don’t have the courage.


Pete


Not surprised, but these things happen.


Sam


What are you saying – you went through the same thing?


Pete


Course not. I was fine, thanks. I was talking more about guys like you: awkward, gamer, online mates.


Sam


I was a bit of a handful and got up to all sorts, but somehow I always managed to get away with it, while everyone else was getting suspended or expelled. That said, I did get suspended four times.


Pete


Rebel!


Sam


But my teachers all seemed to like me. They always saw me as the unlucky guy who just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.


Pete


Yeah, I felt like that when we met for the first time.


Sam


I think they saw potential in me, because they’d always say things like, ‘Look, we know you’re trying to be a good lad, you’re just a bit of an idiot sometimes.’ So I kind of always managed to wriggle out of it.


Academically, I was rubbish. I was good at English literature, and when I know I’m good at something I try to excel at it. But with something I’m not good at – like maths – I don’t even try. I’d look at the board, see numbers and my brain would just shut down. But when I’ve got a passion for something – like creating content for social media – I thrive off encouragement. If my housemaster told me my homework was brilliant, I’d run back and do something else for him. But if no one showed interest, I’d just think, fuck it, and go find something else to do.


Pete


Fuck me, you’re a needy knob. Now, shut up and get back to your boring fucking school story,


Sam


I probably would’ve been all right at academics if I’d applied myself more. But yeah, English lit was the one for me. I got an A. Of course, back then I didn’t know I had ADHD. I’d only find that out in my thirties. I wonder how different things would have been if I knew then what I know now.


For A levels I did photography and history of art, mainly to talk to girls. But none of them fancied me. I was the only boy in the class so there was no competition, and still nothing. I ended up being friends with all of them, but I didn’t go out with anyone.


I lost my virginity at fifteen to a lovely girl from school. We were at a house party, and it just happened. We did it in my mate’s mum’s wardrobe. Then I literally ran out, threw my hands in the air and went ‘Yeeeeaaaah!’
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Baby Steps Towards Fame


Way back in the 2010s, reality TV exploded. TOWIE and Made in Chelsea turned everyday Brits into tabloid royalty.


Pete


Before I joined TOWIE, I didn’t have a fucking clue about reality TV.


I didn’t watch it, didn’t pay much attention to it, but I knew it was out there, mainly ’cos my mate James ‘Lockie’ Lock was part of it. I also knew I hated it. I thought it was full of absolute jokers who spent their time getting fake tans and lip fillers. Anyway, the idea of ever ending up on a show like TOWIE had never even crossed my mind. Until, that is, I was approached by the producers at Sheesh restaurant in Essex on a night out with Lockie. At first, I was like, ‘Fuck off – that’s the last thing I wanna do.’ But work was starting to get on my tits, and after thinking about it I figured it might be a laugh – take my mind off things for a bit.


Sam


A change is as good as a rest! Even if it’s on reality telly with your life playing out in front of millions!


Pete


So I met with the producers. They liked what they saw and asked me to ‘come and do a couple of eps’. Just a fleeting cameo. In and out. Easy. Next thing I know, I’m flown out to fucking Marbella and told to get myself to some villa party where, let’s just say, I turned a few heads. And to cut a long story short (or read it in fuller detail in my book Never Enough) I became a bit of thing in the press.


BEFORE I’D EVEN AIRED, I WAS SPLASHED ALL OVER THE TABLOIDS


Pete


The filming side of it didn’t bother me. I felt pretty chilled, to be honest. I wasn’t taking it seriously – just having a laugh. But I could tell everyone was curious about me, asking each other who I was. I liked that. Ruffled a few feathers. Didn’t faze me, though – none of them were my mates, so I didn’t give a toss what they thought.


But as soon as I shot my first scene, everything went a bit mad. Word got out that some new bloke had joined the cast – long hair, covered in tatts, blue eyes, not your standard TOWIE geezer. The papers lapped it up. Before I’d even aired, I was splashed all over the tabloids. And that’s when it got even crazier. Out of nowhere, I started getting messages from people asking me to do appearances at their clubs – offering me a grand just to turn up.


Sam


You lucky bastard. I got diddly squat!


Pete


I bit their hands off. I was doing PAs before I’d even been on TV. What a result. At the time, I didn’t have a manager. I didn’t think I needed one as I was only meant to be doing a few episodes out in Marbella, then back to my normal life – my boring, unglamorous but safe and well-paid day job. Who’d have thought I’d spend the next decade or so actually trying to stay in the game! And ultimately succeed.


A PRODUCER’S DREAM – AND THEIR WORST FUCKING NIGHTMARE


Pete


It didn’t take long for me to get into the swing of things on TOWIE. I actually started to enjoy the filming process, but didn’t feel totally invested in it. Not at that point, anyway. I thought to myself, if people liked it, great. If they didn’t, I didn’t give a fuck. That’s just how I am – I wasn’t nervous, I wasn’t scared, never have been.


Sam


Well of course you weren’t. You’re Peter James Wicks – they were probably scared of you! But I reckon they loved you. You’re a producer’s dream!


Pete


And their worst fucking nightmare.


Sam


Oh I bet, but from what I know of you, you get the job done!


Pete


I went in thinking, I’m not gonna be told what to say or do. I was just gonna be real – take it or leave it. And over time, I learned that even though it’s called ‘reality’, what you see on camera ain’t always the full story. There’s plenty that goes on behind the scenes that you don’t see. And some of the cast were really lovely people – beautiful inside and out.


Sam


I know we moan about our reality pasts sometimes – well, Pete has on more than one occasion – but a lot of the time the rest of the cast were great.


Pete


They couldn’t believe their luck. They were getting paid to be on holiday, film a few bits, go out, live it up. What a life. And we knew how lucky we were. Everyone was mates, genuinely. It wasn’t just work. We’d all go out together, have a laugh, proper camaraderie. That was reality TV back then. Different world.


I THOUGHT DOING THE SHOW WAS GOING TO BE A PIECE OF PISS, BUT ON MY FIRST DAY I JUST PANICKED


Sam


Meanwhile on the other side of London, I was desperate to be part of reality TV, as you know. I’d seen my sister have great time on Made in Chelsea and wanted a piece of the pie myself so could live life as a king, get into as many swanky bars as I could and maybe, just maybe, get with a girl or two!


Pete


Yeah, so you keep telling us. What aspirations! You get more tragic by the minute.


Sam


I was super young, mate. I wanted to live the life. By this stage I’d left school and gone to Australia on a gap year, where I’d planned to stay for seven months and do the whole Gold Coast, then fuck off to Thailand. But I loved Sydney so much I got lost in it and started thinking, Shit, I could live here for the rest of my life. But then my visa ran out, so I couldn’t. So I came back to London and got myself a job at Broadway House in Fulham, as front of house for its members’ bar. Easiest job I’ve ever done. Checking and swiping membership cards. I basically watched Frozen Planet every single night and got a kebab on the way home. That was it.


Pete


Good to see you took your job seriously as always!


Sam


Then one day these two women came in, called Roz and Sarah, who had just been to the Made in Chelsea end-of-season party. Turns out they were producers of the show. I got excited and squealed, ‘I’m Louise’s brother.’ And they were like, ‘Really? That’s interesting.’ I can’t tell if they were really interested or just humouring me, but they gave me their number anyway and said, ‘Give us a call.’ Result! I thought. No more work. I was suddenly excited! I would get to meet girls as part of my job! What more could I ask for? I didn’t waste any time and called them the next day, but sadly it didn’t work out that time.


Pete


Why? ’Cos they could tell you were a twat?


Sam


Probably. But they said I looked so young. I was twenty, but I looked about eighteen. And they didn’t think I was going to hook up with anyone.


Pete


Rough! But fucking true. I mean, who would wanna snog Snaggletooth?


Sam


Yes, I agree, I was orally challenged.


Pete


In many ways!


Sam


Looking back, I can see why they were unsure about me. I mean, the show is predominantly about dating, and it would have been stupid for me to have gone on at that point because – sadly – there was no danger of me becoming MiC’s resident lothario. So I carried on working at Broadway House, saved a bit of money and took half a year out to enjoy life and party while I was young.


Then later that summer, I bumped into Sarah and Roz again in a beer garden. I looked a little bit older and was with a big group of people.


Pete


Were the gnashers any better?


Sam


Sadly not – they would come in time – but it didn’t seem to put them off. They gingerly said to me, ‘Oh, we’re casting for the show.’ I reminded them that I was Louise’s brother, and they seemed shocked – ‘Oh my God, yeah. You look so different’ – and asked me to come on the show. Louise was going out with a lovely guy called Andy Jordan, and because they were experiencing a few ups and downs in their relationship, she was getting a lot of screen time and they thought I could easily fit into the show. I told them I knew other cast members (I didn’t) and that I had opinions on everything, and tried to make myself sound like I was going to be the next big thing on the show. As it turned out, I wasn’t.


Pete


No you weren’t, were you? Fuck me, could our lives be any more different? There’s me coming in an accidental instant hit with viewers on TOWIE, and there’s you sloping unnoticed in as Snaggletooth the drippy extra.


Sam


I wasn’t Snaggletooth. In the early days I was referred to on-screen as ‘Louise’s brother’.


Pete


Oh yeah, that’s right, you weren’t even named for the first six months, were you? You were just ‘Louise’s brother’!


Sam


I had a tough time settling in. I thought doing the show was going to be a piece of piss. But on my first day I just panicked, got a bit of stage fright and ended up doing fifteen takes of my first scene.


Pete


Fifteen fucking takes? How? It’s reality TV. What happens just happens. You never have to do things over and over again.


Sam


I stacked it. I got nervous.


Pete


I guess that’s the major difference between the two of us. You do fifteen takes of the same scene, while I rock up, film a scene then hobble off to the bar.


Sam


It wasn’t even meant to be my scene. My sister was getting dumped by Andy. All I had to do was open the door for him. But by the fifteenth take he ended up walking me into my own house because I’d fucked it up so many times. He felt sorry for me, put his arm around my shoulder and said, ‘Don’t worry, mate. I’ll take it from here,’ and walked me in. Which was really nice of him because in the scene I was meant to be the little brother who’s a bit pissed off about him breaking up with my sister.


‘I DON’T WANT TO BRAG, BUT I’M ON THIS TV SHOW’


Pete


So your first day was a bit shit, granted. What about when you first watched it back? What did you think?


Sam


Fuck me, I loved it. I went to straight out to Embargo’s, mate.




A trendy club about fifteen years ago





Pete


What, giving it the big one? Thinking everyone would know who you were? And did they?


Sam


No, not really. I’d have to tell people. I’d be like, ‘I don’t want to brag, but I’m on this TV show.’


Pete


Fucking tragic, mate.


Sam


Well, I used to be worse. Before I was even on the show I used to say to girls, ‘My sister’s on Made in Chelsea,’ just so that they’d talk to me.


Pete


I give up! How the fuck are we mates?


Sam


The coolest thing that ever happened in my life was when I was in Shagaluf. Not shagging, mind . . .


Pete


Shock! . . . So Wankaluf, then.


Sam


Crankaluf, actually. Had a cry and a wank.


Pete


Which is a technique Sam still uses to this day. It’s better than spit.




Sorry Mum, if you’re reading this





Sam


Anyway, I was walking down the Magaluf strip and someone – a girl, a female – came up to me and said, ‘You’re Louise Thompson’s brother.’ Bro, I died. I just went, ‘Drink now? Should we go? I’ll take you anywhere you want.’


Pete


Jesus, you’re easily pleased, mate.


Sam


It was – honestly – such an amazing moment . . . That was the first time I’d ever been recognised. It was epic!


Pete


I can’t believe you remember your first time. I don’t, at all. So once you settled in, did you study the rest of the cast to see how they stayed relevant on the show – like showmances, arguments, going to the park with a full face of slap? Did you ever think about doing any of that, just to kind of get yourself out there?


Sam


Absolutely. I’ve always thought I was best on the fly, without really thinking too much.


Pete


True, thinking’s not your strong point.


Sam


The more I overthink, the worse I get, then I end up being a bit weird. Jamie Laing, Proudlock and Spencer were the stars of the show, in the middle of these big storylines, and I knew I was never going to be like them, because I wasn’t good-looking or old enough. So I decided I’d be the joke.




Ain’t that the fucking truth





Pete


Don’t put yourself down. I mean, you were fucking awful to look at.


Sam


I was terrible. I looked like Gollum. I could never do what you do, Pete, like walk on, be the new eye candy and hook up with someone who was really beautiful. I never had that luxury. So my only way of existing was to crack a gag or get naked. So that’s what I did.


Pete


Fuck me, what an existence.


OEBPS/images/pub1.png
SPHERE





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Brainstorming



		Part 1 Irrelevant



		1. When Will I Be Famous?



		2. Baby Steps Towards Fame



		3. Dating and Drama = Relevance



		4. The Public React



		5. Personal Appearances









		Part 2 Almost Relevant



		6. Next Steps



		7. Money is Relevant



		8. Building Your Brand



		9. Building Your Brand Part



		10. Getting Noticed



		11. Imposter Syndrome



		12. Divas









		Part 3 Becoming Relevant



		13. When Sam Met Pete



		14. Can’t Fight the Chemistry



		15. Staying Relevant Begins



		16. Doing It Ourselves



		17. Behind the Scenes of Staying Relevant









		Part 4 What Comes with Relevance



		18. The Dark Art of Social Media



		19. Fandom



		20. When Being a Celebrity Changes Other People’s Lives



		21. The Reality of Reality



		22. Dating in the Public Eye



		23. Getting the Look



		24. The Benefits of Fame









		Part 5 Staying Relevant



		25. Going Legit



		26. Going Legit Part



		27. The Importance of Having Proper Mates



		28. Staying Resilient









		The Future



		Acknowledgements











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start











OEBPS/images/f0028-01.png







OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
A book written by two best friends. ..

SAM THOMPSON
& PETE WICKS

STAYING
(ELENA

OUTRAGEOUS STORIES
FROM LIFE IN THE SPOTLIGHT

LA 01 vy R
U1 b i ol st

s Y @ S ‘l
i |l:.|=m‘%@ ‘

e

- o







OEBPS/images/f0019-01.png





OEBPS/images/pub.png





