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Introduction

 

Nowadays, I’m covered in tattoos – from my neck, more or less down to my feet. But, believe it or not, I was a blank canvas before the age of fifteen, when I decided it was time to get my first one. At that point, I already viewed myself as a proper geezer, and I had started going out to pubs and nightclubs. However, the bouncers occasionally clocked on to the fact I was just a kid, and they wouldn’t let me in. I thought a tattoo would help me look older. In my mind, it meant more female attention and more beers. Happy days.

I didn’t pre-plan it. I had no idea what I wanted the tattoo to be until I was inside the shop. I knew I wanted some kind of cursive writing (that was the big trend back then), and I thought it would be cool to get something in Latin. Not sure why I thought Latin was a good idea – I didn’t know shit about it; I could barely speak English – but I didn’t know what I wanted it to say. It was only when I was sitting in the waiting room that the phrase popped into my head: ‘Never Enough’. And that has been etched into my forearm ever since (or, at least, I think that’s what it says. I wouldn’t know. I can’t read Latin).

At the time, I didn’t acknowledge why this weirdly depressing phrase felt so important or relevant. I was always the life and soul of the party – I wasn’t some sort of emo moody kid – so it wasn’t something I said a lot. But those words meant something to me, because I had never felt like I was ever enough. I still don’t, to be perfectly honest with you.

I might seem confident, but these two simple words sum up the way I have felt my entire life. Back then, I never felt like I was enough for my parents. Later, I’d find myself with a ‘more, more, more’ attitude towards my career, partying and adrenaline-chasing, which meant I never felt satisfied. And now, I still feel all of that crap, but I’m also preoccupied with the fact I’m not doing enough to give back and make my time on this planet worth something. I have always tried to get better and be better in all aspects of my life, but I feel like I have always fallen short. I’m still carrying the words ‘Never Enough’ with me, both metaphorically and physically, because they’re on my fucking arm. So, in a way, this book has been twenty years in the making.

That said, I didn’t really want to write this, but as a nod to our podcast, you’ve got to do whatever you can to stay relevant in this world, right? I’m not sure why anyone would care what I have to say. However, I’m here now, and you’ve spent your hard-earned money on this book, so I’m going to try to make it worthwhile – for both of us.

I have been in the public eye for the past decade, ever since I first appeared on the unscripted reality show The Only Way Is Essex (otherwise known as TOWIE). Since then, I’ve been doing all sorts of bits – from reality shows, to podcasting, to a thirst-trap calendar that outsold Justin Bieber (those were the days). Since I started out in this industry, people have held a lot of assumptions about me. The arrogant Lothario. The grumpy git. The bad boy. The stubborn dictator. The hairy, tattooed dickhead. To be honest, most of that is true. However, behind every identity or label, there’s a lot more that makes a person. I’ve also done a fair bit of charity work, particularly with animals, so I’d hope that some of you know there’s a nice person in there somewhere. But I also know that the caricature of Pete Wicks takes over, and the first impression probably isn’t great. It’s frustrating to feel misunderstood – we all want to be seen for who we really are. That doesn’t just apply to ‘celebrities’ (God, I hate saying that word). Lots of us feel tied to certain identities and don’t know how to escape them or how to ever grow out of them and move on. So I guess this book is partly my attempt to put the real, most vulnerable me on the table. Because if we can all understand ourselves better, we allow other people to understand us too.

The problem is, I think we all struggle to really know ourselves and each other. We’re so used to judging other people based on shallow, surface-level characteristics – and then we compare ourselves against something that is completely manufactured. Yes, I blame social media for that. All you see, day in, day out, are pictures of perfect-looking people with perfect-looking lives. We all know that’s not reality, but sometimes we need a bit of reminding. Behind every curated feed, there’s someone with a fuck-ton of demons and struggles they’re having to deal with. Just because someone is constantly posting from a beach in Dubai, doesn’t mean they’re happy with all they have. They could be deeply lonely and unfulfilled. Just because someone is partying with their friends, doesn’t mean they’re not grieving the loss of someone they loved. I understand why we all want to show our best bits – it’s human nature, ain’t it? But I think it’s important to show some of the harder shit too, because it reminds us we’re not alone.

As a man, I feel an extra layer of responsibility to come clean about some of the shit I’ve been through, and still struggle with. I know fuck-all about history, but I can tell you for a fact that we’ve been living in a culture of toxic masculinity for centuries. You have to be strong, you have to provide, you have to hold onto power. You can’t cry, you can’t show weakness, you can’t seem ‘feminine’ in any way. I know this is gradually changing, but we still have a way to go. Male addiction and suicide rates are shockingly high, and I believe a big reason for that is that many of us blokes still don’t know how to process our emotions – because we’ve never been given permission to or we just have no outlet where it feels safe or comfortable to do so. It comes out in anger or aggression, or drowning our sorrows. I’m not on a high horse preaching about this – I’ll be the first to admit that I’m one of these geezers – but, after losing the most important person in my life and reflecting a lot on where I’ve been and where I want to be, I know these attitudes aren’t doing bits for me anymore. Let’s face it – they’re not working for any of us. Men, women, anyone. For the longest time, I’ve been suppressing a lot of my insecurities and traumas, and pretending they don’t exist, but that just ain’t cutting it anymore. We could all do with getting some stuff off our chests.

All of this to say: buckle up, because this book is going to get deep. When conversations get serious, my default is to take the piss or self-deprecate (and there will still be some of that, don’t get me wrong – it is my book after all), but I think now is the right time to open up Pandora’s box. We’ll cover grief, where my fear of abandonment comes from, the most abusive trolling I’ve ever experienced and my use of unhealthy coping mechanisms like anger and booze. Don’t worry, I promise this won’t be the most miserable book you’ve ever read. I’ll also take you behind the scenes of my life and this ridiculous industry I work in, and bring you in on all the wild nights and my dating life. I’ll even lift the lid on my fake friendship with Samuel Thompson (I’m joking . . . or am I? You’ll have to read on to find out).

I know my life is unique to me and me alone. Even after you’ve read a whole book about me, you still won’t fully understand who I am. No two people are the same – and that’s okay. My goal is just that some small part of my story resonates with you and makes you reflect on your own journey. Maybe, like me, you pay far too much attention to your flaws and this has a knock-on effect on your self-worth. Or, you feel a lot of pressure to live your life the ‘right way’ and you don’t have a clue what that even is. Or, you feel like nothing you do is ever good enough to feel like you’re worth something. I don’t have all the answers for this shit, but I like to think I have some – even if I’m not the best at putting my own lessons into practice.

You should know that there will be hundreds of hypocrisies and contradictions in the pages ahead. But that’s just life, ain’t it? We’re all complicated messes of human beings and life is full of shitty moments. The more we can lean into that, embrace it and fucking talk about it, the easier it will be to move forward and feel a bit more positive about all the good stuff. We might all be a bit messed up in our own ways, but there’s still a lot of life to enjoy along the way. That’s the plan, anyway.

A few words of warning before we get into it: I will be swearing – and if you don’t like that, go fuck yourself. I may be drinking – the jury’s still out on that one. I’ll probably be crying as I delve into the depths of my soul. You won’t have to see it, but you can visualise it if you want. You can read this book from start to finish or you can go to the chapters you think will be most helpful to you in a given moment. But this ain’t a self-help book. I’m not here to tell you what to do or what you should take from reading this. You’re an adult – you can make your own decisions. This is just my experience.

I know I said I never wanted to write this book, but you’ll come to realise that some things I say are best taken with a pinch of salt. (A lot of the time, I say one thing and then I change my mind. Ain’t nothing wrong with that – it’s called growth, and we should all be open to it.) Teenage Pete never believed he would amount to anything and didn’t think anyone would want to listen to anything he had to say, and he’s now publishing a book about his life and his point of view. He never read any books, mind you, but he loved the sound of his own voice, so I’m sure he’d be over the moon. So, this is for that prick – and for every other person who feels like nothing they do is ever enough and they will never be just enough. Let’s all go on this fucked-up adventure together.
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