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Prologue

Hiya. This is weird. I’m sat on the 16.40 train from London Euston to Manchester. That’s not the weird part. The weird part is that I’m typing on my own laptop for the first time ever. That is honestly no exaggeration. THE FIRST TIME EVER. I’ve obviously typed on a computer before as a kid – at school in those shabby little computer rooms that smelt like farts, where it was apparently just the perfect time to flirt with the boy you fancied. Swinging around on your chair and saying things to him like, ‘I might get plastic surgery when I’m older’, for attention. Or on MSN, or secretly trying to look at minger.com with my mates after school (still feel guilty about that). And there was, of course, Myspace, Bebo, Facebook etc. as I became a teen. But this is genuinely the first time I have ever typed on a laptop that I own. I’m 29, and I thought maybe that was a step I should tick off as an adult. So here we are.

It’s Wednesday 16 January 2019, and I can honestly say the last year, and especially the last few months, have been the most interesting, insanely challenging, eye-opening and wonderfully life-changing months of my life. I decided to make some very bold decisions and changes, both in my personal wellbeing and in my career. Both of which, over the years, have been at times utterly joyous, and at other times really, REALLY shite. Whose twenties aren’t sometimes? But by 2018, I had got to a point where things were at a bit of a standstill and I felt unhappy. Don’t get me wrong – I have been blessed with a great life and so many wonderful things have happened to me that I will be forever grateful for. But … I have also found that some of life’s struggles have really got the better of me at times. And as the last year of my twenties was creeping closer, I decided to try to take control of my life, whatever that means.

This book is part of that. I’m trying to understand myself more, to work out what I want and to accept that I’m an all right human being, really, just how I am. Doing that properly means looking back and reflecting on how I got to this point: all the highs, the lows, the hangovers, the relationships, the lucky breaks – and breaks I worked my arse off for – that have got me to the here and now. Standing on this exciting but sometimes-bloody-scary precipice of 30, working out how I feel about it and which road I want to go down now. Basically, I hope you’re sitting comfortably because you’re all my therapists for the next couple of hundred pages. Think of me as that drunk friend who is waffling on in the back of the cab while you scoff your kebab at the end of the long night.

Some of you might know who I am from The Inbetweeners, some of you might only know about me from I’m a Celeb …, some of you might have watched me in both. A very small (and I mean a teeny tiny amount of you) may have caught me in the odd film or two, on a random channel, on a Sunday night, when you should probably be asleep and there was nothing else on. But none of you will really know the blurry bits and bumpy moments in between. So, I guess this is a book that fills in those blanks. If you’re on the tube to work, I hope you have a nice day. If you’re in your bedroom, well done for not being on your phone! Light a scented candle, pretend you’re an Instagram influencer (probably take a photo to show off) and get cosy.

I’ve got my packet of crisps, miniature white wine and my shiny-new-totally-unfancy laptop (I’ve accidentally bought one that is absolutely massive. It’s certainly not very portable and it’s actually too big for my lap despite its name, oh and it’s definitely NOT a Mac), so I’m good to make a start.
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