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About the Book


The fourth and final of four exclusive part-serialisations of THE YEAR OF SAYING YES by Hannah Doyle. Sit back and relax for the final instalment of Izzy’s magnificent year . . .


Dear Readers


The time has come . . . It’s the final part of my ‘Year of Saying Yes’. Excuse me while I wipe the tears from my eyes. #Emosh


After my crushing heartbreak, New Izzy has bounced back and is stronger than ever:


- I learned to be honest with myself (cue shocking public confession)


- I stood up for all of womankind – take that, cheating ex!


- Something spectacular and magical and wonderful happened – that’s all I’ll reveal on the matter for now ;)


What a hell of a year it’s been. I’ve had highs, I’ve had lows, I’ve flashed my boobs to a crowd of 500 (but let’s not dwell on that . . .) If I’ve learned anything it’s that life is about taking chances. Now it’s over to you – join me in saying yes! You never know what surprises life might have in store for you . . .


Love, as always


Izzy x




Part Four


The Dare of a Lifetime




Chapter Ten


October: Be honest with yourself


In the first few days after Sam delivered the news that my beloved boyfriend George had been two-timing me with an Australian called Temple, I’ll admit that my behaviour was not particularly New Izzy. I’m not saying I had a total meltdown or anything like that, but I did practically hibernate in Sam and Olivia’s spare bedroom for a while. I figured that if I was going to wallow in self-pity do some deep thinking, I might as well wrap myself in my sister’s fancy bed sheets while I was at it. Plus Sam makes a mean full English and there was something utterly heart-warming about watching the smile on his face when he offered Olivia a sausage and she actually accepted it.


But even heartbroken hedgehogs can’t hibernate forever.


Note to self: do hedgehogs get their hearts broken? Google it later.


And so here I am, pulling my socks up and having a stern word with myself whenever I feel that bottom lip beginning to quiver. I am a strong, independent woman. I am New Izzy. I am not going to let some badly behaved, ridiculously good-looking man get me down! So what if he was the man of my actual dreams? So what if I fantasised about dating him for three and a half years?


Argh! My bottom lip is beginning to go again and I bite down on it, hard. Focus, Izzy! What are you actually meant to be doing right now?


‘Are you okay?’


Bewildered by the intrusion into my manic thoughts, I look to my left to find a shop assistant in a green tunic staring at me in concern. Oh, that’s right, I’m in a shop, doing some shopping, like a normal person.


‘Absolutely!’ I boom.


Too enthusiastic, Iz.


‘It’s just that you’ve been staring at that maca powder for a good five minutes now.’ She nods towards the tub in my hand.


Hmm, so much for pulling my socks up.


‘Ah, yes. Just, um, deliberating the pros and cons,’ I waffle. God, I sound like an idiot.


‘Okay, well shout me if I can help at all,’ she adds, backing away from the crazy lady.


Back from my lunch break, I slump down at my desk and drop my bag of shopping on the floor.


Lucy spots my arrival and scurries over, enormous glitter lashes attached to her eyelids. She shoos our features intern out of her seat and plonks down in her spot, pulling a puppy-dog face and batting the lashes at me. It’s a look that I’ve grown worryingly accustomed to over the past few weeks. Not the false glitter lashes; I mean the sad, pitying face people make whenever they ask how I’m doing.


Poor you, you big, sad, boyfriend-less loser. And you got cheated on to boot? The horror!


That’s basically what the sympathy face says.


‘Hello, Lucy,’ I state in what I hope is an optimistic voice.


‘Babes.’ She shakes her bushy brown ponytail from side to side. ‘Oh babes.’ Then she gathers me in for a hug while my whole body goes stiff.


‘Everything okay, Luce?’ I ask, grimacing at Emma behind her back.


‘I’m fine, but are you?’ she asks, tilting her head to one side like I’m the patient and she’s the therapist.


‘Yes thank you. Just a bit busy.’ I wave in the direction of my computer. It would help if I’d turned it back on after lunch. Or if the blank screen wasn’t covered in a Post-it note that says ‘Buy maca powder and post to Olivia – good 4 fertility’.


‘Sure, sure,’ she nods. ‘Listen, Emma and I are going out for a few drinks tonight. There’s a jewellery launch in Soho that Pulse has been invited to, and I’ve heard that the goody bags are full of amazing stuff. We need to be there. Are you in?’


‘Um, let me see,’ I ponder. ‘I actually thought I’d head home for a Thai Thursday after work. I haven’t done one in months and I could really do with getting my accounts up to speed. Besides, it’s been an age since I ordered beef massaman. What if they’ve forgotten that I like extra chilli and I have to spell it out over the phone?’


It doesn’t bear thinking about really.


Lucy sucks in her breath and folds her arms in front of her chest. She’s wearing a neon bomber jacket and looks like she could be in a dance troupe. Then she shoots a pained look at Emma.


Emma, my eternal favourite, smiles serenely.


‘That’s okay, Iz. If you’re not ready, we can do it another time,’ she says.


‘Thank you, Em,’ I reply, grateful that I’ve been saved from Lucy’s bullish tactics. Because the truth is, I’m just not in the mood to be sociable right now. I’d only rain on everyone’s parade if I went out tonight. It’s not that I’m feeling sorry for myself; I’m just . . . delicate. I guess that’s what happens when someone you love takes your heart, tramples all over it with their great big size tens and then doesn’t even bother to get in touch, let alone apologise.


‘How about we take a look at this month’s dare?’ asks Emma, brandishing the klaxon and offering a welcome change of subject. ‘It might take your mind off things.’


‘Yes please,’ I reply thankfully. Anything to stop me thinking about my shambolic love life would be super.


Emma summons the office, opens up an email and starts to read aloud.






Dear Izzy,


I’m not much of a crier but your last feature was so emotional that it had me in tears. Like you, my sister and I have never seen eye to eye. After we read your piece, we’ve decided to take a weekend away to try and reconnect. I’m pretty nervous, because there’s stuff that we’ve both bottled up for so long, but you’ve made me realise that the best thing we can do is be honest with each other about how we’re feeling.


All of this has got me thinking about being honest with ourselves, as well. I know I’m guilty of doing things just to please other people. Maybe now would be a good chance to take a look at yourself. How does Izzy feel? What does Izzy want for the future? You might find that you’ve been following the wrong path, just because you thought you should, or you might discover that you’re exactly where you need to be.


Good luck!


Annabel from Kent x








I scratch my head with my biro and frown.


‘Be honest with myself?’ I ask. ‘Isn’t that a bit . . . vague?’


‘Oooh, I’ve got one,’ says Lucy proudly. ‘Izzy, I don’t think you spent enough time getting ready this morning. You’ve not even brushed your hair properly.’


I run my fingers through my locks in lieu of a brush and try not to picture the look of pure horror on Henri’s face if he could see me.


‘It’s not about us being honest with her, Luce. It’s about Izzy being honest with herself,’ Emma tries to explain. She smiles encouragingly at both of us, but I feel just as baffled as Lucy.


‘Maybe it’ll come to you when you’re least expecting it,’ adds Emma encouragingly.


‘Maybe,’ I mutter, pulling an envelope out of my drawer and slipping Olivia’s maca inside.


I shrug on some baggy old trackie bottoms, chuck my contact lenses in the bin and open up my laptop while I wait for the delivery. Come to Mumma, Thai curry.


‘Ooof, you haven’t updated your spreadsheet since February!’ I chastise myself as my computer whirs into life. I know I’ve been busy, but really, there’s no excuse for shoddy bookkeeping.


I pour myself a glass of elderflower cordial, scrape my hair back into a ponytail and put on my old glasses. It’s time to get busy with my finances. Ten minutes later, the doorbell goes and I buzz the delivery man up to the top floor.


‘You’re early,’ I grin, opening the door and expecting him to great me like a long-lost friend.


Only there is no delivery guy on my doorstep, and I cannot smell beef massaman despite my eager inhalations. Instead, Lucy, Jamie and Emma are jostling for position at the entrance to my flat.


‘Jamie? What are you doing here? And why are you with Emma and Lucy? And . . . are those my earrings?’ I ask.


Jamie shoots a sheepish hand up to her ear and mumbles something about me not having worn them for weeks before barging past me and into the hall. Lucy follows suit, while Emma brings up the rear.


‘Sit down, please,’ orders Jamie, hands on hips.


I know that look on her face. It’s a mixture of determination and resolve, with a smattering of the murderous thrown in for good measure. It is always wise to do what Jamie says when she’s in this mood, so I flop down on my sofa obediently.


‘Two things. One, your outfit. Those trackies are heinous. Those trackies belong to Old Izzy and I told you to burn them at the start of the year. Take them off.’


Given that I’m currently wearing them, along with a Snoopy T-shirt, I assume she doesn’t mean right now. Besides, I like these cosy old joggers. They are fleece-lined, and now that the cool October nights are setting in, a girl needs to keep her pins warm.


I look up to spot that Jamie is glaring at me.


‘Right now!’ she barks.


‘But . . .’ I begin to protest. Except her face is looking more murderous by the second. On the one hand, I’m thrilled that my best friend in the whole world is now back to her feisty self, but on the other hand, I really wish she wouldn’t channel her scariest moments in my direction.


She continues to stare at my tracksuit bottoms.


‘Fine!’ I retort, standing up and letting them drop to the ground. ‘So now I’m wearing pants and a T-shirt in my own home. Are you happy?’


‘Lucy . . . do your thing,’ Jamie orders.


I have never, ever witnessed Lucy taking orders from another human being in my life. Normally she is the boss of everything. Lucy is the kind of girl who makes interns quit after three days just because she rolled her eyes at them. I swear that even Tallulah is mildly afraid of her. But as I turn to watch, expecting her to rip Jamie’s head off like she’s in Kill Bill, Lucy simply does what she’s told. She turns to the wheelie suitcase she dragged in on arrival, unzips it and opens it up on my living room floor. Then she walks towards me gingerly, like a zookeeper approaching a randy gorilla, looking me up and down carefully without getting too close, before muttering things like ‘shimmer oil’, ‘nail paint’ and ‘THOSE EYEBROWS!’


I fidget uncomfortably, painfully aware that my butt is hanging out while my three closest friends in the world discuss me like I’m not actually here.


‘Um, hello! What is going on, please?’ I demand.


‘Now we come to the second thing we wanted to talk to you about,’ Jamie says.


‘You mean you didn’t just invite yourselves round to my flat to strip me of my clothes and poke fun at my unruly brows?’ I huff sarcastically.


Tears well up in Lucy’s eyes and she abandons her slow approach, rushing over to give me a hug.


‘Look at you, having a little go at sarcasm! I knew you were still in there somewhere,’ she coos, tapping my forehead proudly with her finger.


I shrug her off.


‘Well?’ I demand.


‘We are here to stage an intervention,’ announces Emma.


‘I’m fine!’ I practically laugh. ‘I’m drinking elderflower cordial, FFS.’


‘Not that kind of intervention, you idiot,’ says Jamie. ‘This is the kind where we tell you that you’ve slipped back into Old Izzy and you need to pull yourself out of it.’


‘What?’ I ask, baffled. ‘Old Izzy is long gone!’


‘Look at you,’ Emma says gently. ‘This behaviour isn’t anything like the new you. I bet you’ve been having a self-pity bath and everything, haven’t you?’


Oh the indignity!


‘No, actually I have not. And . . . what behaviour? I am doing just fine, thank you very much,’ I rage. ‘You were the one who stood up for me at work earlier when I said I wasn’t ready to come out, you duplicitous wench. Anyway, I happen to think that I’m okay. Sure, I spent a few days under the duvet in my sister’s spare room after I discovered that my boyfriend was cheating on me. But that’s normal! Now I’m back at work and back in my flat and getting on with my life, despite the heartbreak.’


My voice cracks on the last word and I have to summon all my willpower not to cry. Instead, I stamp my foot in anger as all three of my friends pull that ruddy sympathy face at me.


‘You’re meant to be being honest with yourself,’ Emma says softly. ‘It’s been three weeks, and despite what you say, you’re not really getting on with life, are you?’


I’m getting pretty bloody annoyed right now. What right have these three got to barge into my home and tell me that I need to pull myself together? I have pulled myself together!


‘YES I AM!’ I shout, balling my hands into fists and really, really wishing I was wearing trousers right now. Being fully clothed would definitely add gravitas to my fury.


‘Iz, we caught you in your tracksuit bottoms on the verge of a Thai Thursday. There’s a takeaway menu on your dining table, a calculator on the sofa and I can see the spreadsheet open on your laptop,’ Jamie points out.


‘So?’ I fume. ‘Thai Thursdays used to be my thing; why can’t they be again? It’s . . . really important to keep your accounts up to date.’


But as I try to demonstrate that I am totally okay with my life right now, it dawns on me that I am categorically not. Who am I kidding? Three days eating sausages at my sister’s and hiding from reality was never going to fix my broken heart. And now look at me, back to my boring old ways like the last ten months of my life have never happened.


‘And . . . and . . . I’m not actually wearing my trackies any more,’ I add petulantly. ‘Because you made me take them off, and now my bum is getting cold.’


Jamie shakes her head. Lucy starts vigorously applying gold shimmer oil to my legs.


‘Oh sweet pea,’ says Emma, approaching me warily in case I shout some more. ‘It is absolutely okay to feel sad. You’ve been shat on from a great height! We just want you to know that we’re here for you and that we are not going to let you slip back into your old ways. We are your wing women, Izzy Mulligan, and we have got your back.’


She holds out her arms and flaps her hands, encouraging me in for a snuggle. I look down at my bare, newly shiny legs, then over at the incredibly boring spreadsheet I was about to spend the night updating. One (admittedly major) knockback and I’m back to my lacklustre old self? The shame. I let out a huge shaky sigh and pad over to Emma for a hug. Jamie and her long limbs envelop us from the side, while Lucy, who has scrambled along the floor in order to continue smearing oil into my legs, makes whooping noises from below.


‘That’s settled then,’ grins Jamie. ‘We are going out!’


‘Wait, what?’ I ask, pulling back. ‘Couldn’t we just have a cosy night in? I could order more Thai and we could totally watch a movie!’


‘Cool story, Mum,’ Lucy tuts. ‘Listen, New Izzy is invited out with the girls. Or would you like to stay at home with Old Izzy and a takeaway for one?’
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