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DEDICATION


This book would have been impossible were it not for the work of one woman. My mum. If she hadn’t enjoyed one too many beer garden snakebites on a lusty summer night back in 1984, I wouldn’t have been here at all. (I’ll give you a moment while you imagine the blandness of a world without me in it ... )


However, I’ve shown my gratitude for her snatch game many times over, through petrol station flowers and loan repayments, so while she’s important, she’s not the one this book is dedicated to. No, that dubious honour belongs to my nana. Long since turned to lavender-scented ash and thrown to the wind to trouble the emphysema of her mourning friends, my nana was an absolute hero of mine. If this was a fancy book, I’d tell you all about how she used to pick raspberries for my sister and me, us all laughing gaily as we burst their scarlet beads all over our cherubic faces, talking about adventures and ginger beer and the war.


But it isn’t. My teenage (when I knew better) experiences with my nana involved consistently pushing Trex-laden pastry out of her hands, refusing the ton of off-brand Werther’s Originals that she would proffer from her tissue-strewn pockets, and desperately trying to solve why there was always half a potato sitting in a jug of water on the worktop. She died before I ever worked that mystery out, and I can’t say in all honesty that I’ve ever quite forgiven her.


However, she was always there for me growing up, and supported me in whatever I wanted to do: drop out of school (‘You’re too good for that posh place, with all those bastards in their fancy cars’); marry a bloke (‘But who is the woman?’); or grow my hair so long I could sit on it (‘You look as though you’d sell me pegs and read my fortune’). Nothing fazed her.


She came to our civil partnership and then proudly told everyone at the Women’s Institute that I’d finally found a husband. I was twenty-two. Imagine the scandal that caused among people for whom modern values were a distant concept. Still, they’re all dead, so who’s laughing now?


But what does this sepia-tinted memory have to do with Twochubbycubs? It’s because of her that it even exists. I was trying to show her how to use an iPad and I took a photo, which we turned into a comic strip using an app. Well, she thought that was tremendous, and it planted a seed that the same app could be used to make recipe cards. We gave it a go, stuck a recipe online for some awful curry loaf (a much-improved version can be found in this book) and never looked back.


Paul and I would go over and excitedly tell her that we had forty followers, a hundred, a thousand. She assumed we had joined a cult and offered to pray for us – I didn’t have the heart or the patience to tell her that nothing could save my soul. When we made our first ten pounds from advertising she was absolutely cock-a-hoop, not least because she saw a future where she would get more than a box of jellied fruits for Christmas (not that she would let you buy her anything, of course).


Then, just as the blog began to really take shape, so did a bowel obstruction, and after a brief couple of days where we awkwardly stood around her hospital bed hoping she would manage a crap and be fine, she decided to nick off and see what my grandad was doing up in the clouds. (I might hold a seance and ask her if she can send me some of my old nudes from the cloud, actually. I lost them in the great Apple password leak of 2013, and damn those were the days when everything stood firm.)


We cremated her, scattered her down the West Road (accidentally, my mum dropped the urn trying to light a cigarette and a good half of her blew straight into the brushes of a roadsweeper), and all moved on. Not a week goes by without me thinking about her, and if she could see this now, and how terrifically exciting it all is, she would be proud and amazed. For about five minutes, that is. Then it would be time for Coronation Street at a volume that would crack concrete.


This one’s for you, Dorothy B.


James
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‘THIS ONE’S FOR YOU, DOROTHY B.’





James has covered the schmaltz side of things, but let’s not forget why we are really here: all the hundreds and thousands of people who follow us and make it all worthwhile. All the people who wanted something different from yet another boring old recipe blog; who wanted to laugh their way through a diet rather than sob into an egg-and-sweetener cake.


We would write and post even if the only person reading our blog was the Google Indexing machine (and he never calls or writes, the bastard), but knowing that there are folks out there taking the time to scroll through our nonsense means the absolute world. We never set out to make a difference, but the sheer amount of comments, positive feedback and nudes puts a whole new spin on it. Seriously though, ladies, stop sending us fuzzy shots of your bajingos – we’re not for turning.


We’ve had some amazing stories; our favourite is a young lad with a heart condition – hi David! – who has his mum reading our nonsense to him in his hospital bed (I presume she leaves out the dirty jokes) and who has been inspired to cook as a result. The amount of people who have said this is the first time they’ve ever stuck to losing weight because they realize it doesn’t have to be tiresome and tasteless. Ladies and gentlemen who have stopped caring what everyone else thinks of their bodies and embraced a new lease of life, away from feeling shy and judged. It’s incredible. We wake up daily to such amazing stories and comments and it just makes it all the sweeter that we love what we do.


With all that in mind, our second dedication is to everyone out there who has followed us and made what we do so enjoyable, so fun and so lucrative. You’ve made us smile, cry and travel the world. This is just the start – we have our eye on an American road trip, after all. James and I hope you enjoy the book and that it helps you on your slimming journey, but even if it doesn’t, at least you have a nice weighty tome to kill spiders with.


Good luck, and thanks again!


Paul


KEEP IN TOUCH AND TAG US WITH YOUR TASTY CREATIONS!
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WELCOME


We have tried to keep the style of the blog in this book – so although the photos may look fancy and the paper glossy, it’s still very much us. We’ve been asked to tone down the swearing and perhaps ease back on the vast array of saucy jokes, but we’re confident that you’ll see we have managed to slip in a few here and there.


Our cookbook is different because we wanted it to be the equivalent of us coming over, fingering your curtains, looking at your tatty cutlery drawer and telling you some nonsense while you fart about making dinner. Just like our blog. All our recipes are easy, tasty and – most importantly – something you’d want to eat on a diet. They’re meals to enjoy, not endure. We’ve included 10 classic blog recipes, these are marked with a star. If you’re the type of person who can’t bear all the flimflam you get with recipes where the author drones on about where they sourced their spaghetti (Lidl, since you ask), just jump straight to the recipe itself.


We aren’t chefs – we need to make that clear. We’ve accumulated a hotchpotch of cooking skills and ideas over the years of running the blog, but you’ll never find anything complicated in our recipes because frankly, Paul gets a sweat on trying to figure out how to cut a potato into wedges. To that end, you mustn’t fret if you want to mix up the ingredients or try something different – it’s what we do! Worst case-scenario if it all goes wrong? You get a takeaway.


Every dish featured in the book has been analysed by a nutritionist and the calorie count per serving is printed alongside the recipe. All the recipes in the book are under 500 calories per serving except for the Occasional Blow Out chapter, which is there for when you want to indulge. We’re firm believers here at Chubby Towers that if you’re making a lifestyle change to lose weight and keep it off, then this has to involve breaking the rules sometimes.


If you’re a member of a slimming club, you’ll find that the majority of our recipes are agreeable for your plans, though you will, of course, need to work these out yourself. Feel free to write notes on the recipe pages – don’t feel precious about it! We haven’t aimed to make these recipes as ‘low’ as possible because, honestly, we believe better flavour is always worth ‘spending’ on, but even so, old habits die hard with us and thus most of the recipes lean towards those low in calories. Funny that ...


Finally, a note about the structure of the recipes – turns out it is quite tricky being the sole writer of a duo book – so if we slip into ‘I’ when of course we mean ‘we’, then we humbly apologise. As somewhat of a grammar freak, it would do my nut in too! The stories are all written by me (James) with Paul popping up for the notes.


ALL THE RECIPES IN THE BOOK ARE UNDER 500 CALORIES PER SERVING EXCEPT FOR THE OCCASIONAL BLOW OUT CHAPTER, WHICH IS THERE FOR WHEN YOU WANT TO INDULGE.
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INTRODUCTION
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‘EACH WEEK I SPEND WITH HIM I FIND ANOTHER LAYER I DON’T KNOW ABOUT, LIKE AN ENDLESS BOX OF MILK TRAY. WHICH IS APT, GIVEN HE’S 70 PER CENT COCOA BUTER AND RUSTLES WHEN HE WALKS.’


While we’re going to write as one through the book, it’s difficult to do a proper introduction of each other without it sounding pretentious by writing in the third person. Please do bear with. To keep things spicy, we have typed each other’s bio.


JAMES ON PAUL


Paul remains a mystery to me, even after twelve years of happy, content, at least passable, marriage. I gaze at him as he sleeps, choking away on his wattle and dribbling all over the pillows, and wonder what I did to deserve him. Because Christ, it must have been an atrocity and a half.


Each week I spend with him I find another layer I don’t know about, like an endless box of Milk Tray. Which is apt, given he’s 70 per cent cocoa butter and rustles when he walks. Just the other week I discovered that he had sulked so hard as a child that he didn’t speak for three weeks. I’ve called his mother (I call her Iggy) to try to discover what set him off so I can use it in the future, but she doesn’t remember. Furious. For a man for whom adventure is opening a box of After Eight mints at half seven, he doesn’t half pack some surprises. They don’t call him tripod because he’s steady on his feet, y’know.


Paul works terrifically hard doing fancy things to help poorly people and for that, he should be applauded and held in high regard. The poor love’s only reward is me huffing around his feet with the hoover and chiding him for driving a Smart car. He’s tremendously loyal, eats anything I put in front of him and is wonderful around the house. I appreciate that I’ve just described my husband as though he was the family Labrador but actually, that’s fitting, because he’s also pleasant to cuddle into and keeps my feet warm at night.


Paul has undergone quite the transformation since I met him, and not simply because he’s swapping his vertical height for horizontal weight. He couldn’t cook – his first meal was cooked mince (no sauce, no onions, no herbs and spices – just a literal slab of grilled mince) and boiled potatoes. I thought he was joking, but he looked at me so proudly that I choked it down with a rictus grin and belly pains. Once I’d demonstrated the basics of cooking and moved him away from exclusively Chef Ding meals, he fair flourished, and it is he that produces most of the food that Twochubbycubs has become known for. So, think of my husband as you slip that fully loaded hotdog over your lips, won’t you? He’ll get a warm glow, and it’ll make a change for his face to flush from something other than the mildest of exercise.


Nah, I’m kidding. He’s all right really. For someone from the South.
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‘I CAN’T THINK OF A MOMENT IN OUR LIFE THAT HASN’T BEEN PUNCTUATED BY SOME SHRILL WAILING AND DRAMATIC STRINGS, ALTHOUGH THAT’S USUALLY HIM STRUGGLING TO PUT HIS BOOTS ON AND CRYING ABOUT HIS THICK ANKLES.’



PAUL ON JAMES



Well, I was going to write something nice but after that I’m not sure.


As ’er indoors has already said, Twochubbycubs is a well-oiled labour of love. As one sweats away in the kitchen throwing together dinners, the other is sweating away watching YouTube clips of old Coronation Street episodes. Once the food has been eaten, digested and about four cigarette breaks after, James will settle down to begin writing and I think that’s where the real magic starts. I’m not really quite sure how the division of labour turned out as it did – James was always the one that was the better and more adventurous cook, but over time as we developed our recipes and learned how to actually use anything other than a takeaway menu, I took over, and it’s gone on from there. James tends to go down the fancier route whereas I’m more of a simple, comfort food guy, which again is the perfect metaphor for our marriage.


Now, the food is one thing but the stories that go with it, I’ll admit, are my favourite part. You couldn’t have Twochubbycubs without the nonsense beforehand. He’s always been able to spin a good yarn – even the most boring story gets the treatment and turns into a fantastic tale of whatever, usually involving a hunky neighbour. It’s worth the hassle and the tuts I get from Iggy.


As for James as a person, he’s all right really. He’s prone to hysterics – he once suggested burning down our house and claiming it on insurance when a spider came hurtling out from under the fridge. He’s certainly a dedicated follower of fashion, if that fashion is Treasure Hunt re-runs broadcast via a dodgy satellite link. Life with him is certainly full of shock and awe – to give you an example, he surprised me with a trip to Florida when we first started dating. Always a rollercoaster, that one. He listens to far too much Doctor Who score than could ever be considered sensible – I can’t think of a moment in our life that hasn’t been punctuated by some shrill wailing and dramatic strings, although that’s usually him struggling to put his boots on and crying about his thick ankles.


We’ve been together that long that I can’t imagine a life without him. Who would rub my feet on the sofa for an hour while we watch our stories? Who would lull me into the land of nod if it wasn’t him, with his cascade of belly, snoring the song of his people? Who would mock my every movement, turn of phrase? Who would get so het up at being told that ‘thrice’ isn’t a proper word that he sulked for an entire night before sleeping in the car?


That’s my James.
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‘THE COMFORT OF LOVE LEADS TO THE DISCOMFORT OF FAMILIARITY. GOSH, WE’D PUT THAT ON A FORTUNE COOKIE BUT WE’D ONLY END UP EATING IT.’



US ON US



We’re one of those awful couples that just doesn’t argue and are happiest talking nonsense to each other, excluding everyone else. Smug, you might say, but we prefer lazy – you don’t need to make an effort with someone you have been with for twelve years. There’s no shutting the bathroom door for us or leaving the room to break wind like decent sorts.


We’ve seen Twochubbycubs grow from a tiny blog with eight mysterious followers (thanks Mum, Mam, Mother, Mutter, Mumsy, Chrissy69babe, retirementfund, @christIwishIhadaseconddaughter) to an unwieldy behemoth with almost half a million followers. Writing that out just seems so surreal – we remember getting excited by our first comment, for goodness sake. Now we get glorious comments all the time and it’s terrific, even if we’re on the verge of breakdowns from having to explain what panko is for the eight-hundredth time.


We’ve been stopped many times over by people in the supermarkets who shout that they love the Twochubbycubs – which, don’t get us wrong, is great fun, but give us time to at least hide the pile cream, box of cucumbers and numbing spray before you bound over and cuddle us.


Ah no, we love it really.


We’ve also been on a very unique journey together. See, since moving in together, we steadily became more and more spherical. That’s all right when you’re laughing gaily at the sound of your fat slapping together during special time, more troublesome when you accidentally set the sofa on fire and you sit there hoping it’ll sort itself out rather than getting up to call the fire brigade. The comfort of love leads to the discomfort of familiarity. Gosh, we’d put that on a fortune cookie but we’d only end up eating it.


Things came to a fat head in Copenhagen, of all places. Denmark, a place renowned for the super polite locals, opened our eyes to the state of our bodies. We had arranged to hire a boat to cruise up and down the river. The boat was built for four people and ran entirely on solar polar. Well. When we turned up at that jetty, all 48 stone combined of us, we saw absolute panic flash across the boat owner’s face. Would solar power be enough to move us through the water? Would we even fit? How could he tell us the bad news without breaking our hearts and the wonderful Danish politeness?


He couldn’t – he uttered something in broken English about maximum capacity, crossed his chest with his fingers and, after a fashion, sent us on our way. We had a merry old time pootling about the canals and waterways and actually, there must have been a nuclear explosion somewhere in the East because there was more than enough solar panel to move us about.


Disaster struck once we were finished, though. The boat owner was stood on the jetty waving his hands with significant alarm as we approached at quite the lick. Turns out we had more momentum than we had perhaps expected because we couldn’t slow down in time, and crashed straight into the side. Have you seen Speed 2? Imagine that but with a 25-stone bearded Geordie screaming his best Sandra Bullock impression and a 23-stone chunker trying to grab his partner by the arse-hair to stop him toppling in.


‘IF YOU FOLLOW OUR EXAMPLE: ENJOY YOUR FOOD, DON’T SCRIMP ON YOUR INGREDIENTS AND LEARN TO LOVE FOOD RATHER THAN ENDURING IT, YOU’LL BE ON YOUR WAY TO A MUCH HAPPIER WEIGHT LOSS JOURNEY.’


We wish the embarrassment had ended there, but as James stepped out of the boat, it tipped so violently that Paul was sent flying, and it was only after a feat of acrobatics that we would never witness again that he managed to hurl himself belly-first on to the jetty. This sight of traumatic obesity was only compounded by the fact that a hard-boiled egg, secreted from the breakfast buffet, came rolling out of Paul’s trouser pocket and came to a halt at the boat owner’s feet. In short, it looked like he had shat an egg out in fright.


We paid the owner handsomely for his trouble and slunk off to lick our wounds. Who could blame us – our blood was almost pure syrup at this point. But we knew we had to do something, and, surprisingly, an opportunity came up only a couple of weeks later – the chance to appear on ITV’s This Time Next Year. The show’s premise is that you pledge to do something and then film yourself over a whole year as you strive to meet your pledge, then there’s a big reveal and Davina McCall starts crying and you get wheeled out in your best Next slacks and it’s all exceptionally exciting.


The producers were very keen for us to take part, but rejected our initial pledge of ‘we want to try a hot-dish from every country in the world’ – possibly because I did a literal nudge-nudge-wink-wink when I said it. We swapped our pledge over to ‘we will lose 280lb between us’ – that’s 20 stone, for those still using an abacus. They accepted this, recorded our initial opening bit where we sat on the sofa with Davina and made our sad faces about being so fat and chunky and delicious, and then were sent on our way, pinballing into each other as we left the studio floor. Seriously, look on YouTube, we’re like two bubbles in a lava lamp.


On day one of our year, we went to Cadbury World, which should give you an indication as to how seriously we took it. It was only in month six when we received a call from the producers gently asking when we might be getting started that we realized we had to knuckle down. Our previous efforts to lose weight had resulted in losing a stone here, two stone there, the will to live entirely – the usual. It proved a tough nut to crack, which is surprising in and of itself given you’re talking to two lads who can chew a chocolate orange whole and still have room for a Toblerone chaser.


It was only when we started thinking about what we were doing wrong that we decided to do something different. We had spent years making watery meals, substituting tasty ingredients for awful replacements in the vain belief that we were making lifestyle choices. We weren’t.


We were kidding ourselves that the meals were worth coming home for, but instead, we were constantly snacking on unhealthy food to try to fill the void. So, with a bit of research, we decided to eat ‘properly’ – and the weight fell off. It was a revelation.


Which sounds over the top, but it’s true. We discovered that by eating decent meals we didn’t feel the need to eat rubbish on the side. Our meals were enjoyable, something to look forward to and an actual pleasure to eat. We didn’t feel deprived, or that we were missing out – and the results spoke for themselves. We didn’t hit our target, but we did lose 265lb between us. Davina was chuffed, we were thrilled and our local takeaway owners haven’t been seen for several months.


This is where the book comes in. We were asked so many times how we lost the weight, what had we been eating, how could we assist others? We pushed back for a good few months because frankly, we needed a holiday, but then, after a brief, rewarding chat with our publishers, we agreed to set out 90 new meals from our year, together with ten classics from the blog that will help you lose weight. If you follow our example: enjoy your food, don’t scrimp on your ingredients and learn to love food rather than endure it, you’ll be on your way to a much happier weight-loss journey.


We hope you enjoy these meals and the chat and nonsense that goes with it. The Twochubbycubs blog has always been about having a laugh and not taking all this dieting nonsense too seriously. Life’s too short to be po-faced about the food you eat, and we hope we have reflected that ethos in the book. You can come and find us online if you need more inspiration or you can pop this book straight into a charity shop window if you like – whatever works for you. But give eating well a go, and see how you get on – and tell us!


As a final note: thank you to every last one of you for believing in us. We’re not ones for over-the-top sentimentality but you have no idea how amazing it feels to know that we have people trying our recipes, following our stories and loving our flimflam. We are two nondescript gay lads from Newcastle – we’re not chefs, or celebrities, or anyone special – but you have made it all so worthwhile. For that we thank you, and we wish you well.


Much love


James and Paul


PS: James always comes first. But then he’s always been a selfish lover.
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OUR MUST-HAVES


PANS


A cast-iron casserole dish is an absolute godsend. You don’t have to shell out hundreds on a fancy one, you can get them in most supermarkets. An enamelled cast-iron one is what you’re after, and you’ll love it like a child, trust me. For everything else, a decent set of non-stick pans is all you need.


UTENSILS


The essentials that you’re going to really use are a spatula, wooden spoon, slotted spoon and a ladle. Anything else is just going to take up space in your drawers.


That said, it’s worth investing in a decent knife or two. A good chef’s knife and a paring knife will get you through most things. Take good care of them (don’t put them in the dishwasher!) and regularly sharpen them, and they’ll last you an age.


GADGETS


Here we go, the best bit. We absolutely love a gadget here at Chubby Towers and we’ve had most of them, so we can tell you for certain that ... most of them are rubbish. HOWEVER, there are a few that are definitely worth getting:


Oil sprayer


All right, this is a given when you’re on a healthy eating plan but the trick is to get the right type. Avoid anything called a ‘cooking spray’ – these are oils mixed with emulsifiers and propellants, which have a knack of stripping away the coating of your pans. For the best results, invest in one that you fill yourself. The ‘mister’ types are the best because they give a more even coating across the pan and use less. Proper cooks and chefs will probably recoil at this but I’ll say it anyway – any type of oil will do. Unless you’re an aficionado or using it on a salad are you really going to be able to tell the difference? If you’re reading this book – the answer’s probably no. And that’s fine! Embrace it. Olive, rapeseed and groundnut oils are great all-rounders.


Microplane grater


Do away with fiddling and chewing on with tiny box graters and crushers and whatnot – a decent Microplane grater is all you need. They make light work of garlic and are fantastic for cheese and ginger too. Get one, you’ll never look back.


Mini chopper


Too lazy to put together a whole food processor? Us too. Keep a mini chopper in the cupboard for those light bits you can’t be arsed with.


Air fryer


One of the best things we’ve ever bought and essential if you’re wanting to lose a bit of timber. For best results get the type with a stirring paddle – all the other types are inferior. They’re not just for chips!


Electric pressure cooker


We were absolutely terrified of ours when we first bought it (we had it running in the garden), but don’t be frightened – these aren’t like that dull, dented thing your granny had screaming away on the hob. Modern ones are fantastic bits of kit that are absolutely safe and a doddle to use. You can cook so much more than a simple stew – we use ours all the time for all sorts, even yoghurt. They are worth every penny.
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MASTER THE BASICS


How to chop onions and garlic


A good proportion of our recipes start with sweating an onion and some garlic – it’s a great foundation for any savoury dish and mastering this is your first step to becoming a great home cook. If someone had taught me how to do this properly as a kid I probably would have had enough confidence to learn how to cook properly. In fact, James had to teach me how to do it properly!


Everyone has their own technique but here’s how we do it: slice your onion in half from the tip to the root, and peel off the external layers. Take each half and slice it lengthways from the top, stopping just short of cutting through the root so it stays together like a fan, then slice across. Easy. For garlic, we use a Microplane grater, which is so simple and takes seconds.


Weigh and measure


Especially important if you’re trying to lose weight – don’t be tempted to just guess, take the time to weigh and measure exactly. I know, I know, we can’t be bothered sometimes either – but it’s important.


Cook at the right temperature


Most of my early attempts at cooking resulted in burnt food because I was both impatient and not paying attention. Follow the instructions and resist the temptation to ‘whack it up a bit’. If in doubt, when cooking on the hob, go lower rather than higher. Take your time!


Have everything prepped


When cooking from scratch, you can save yourself no end of hassle by having everything prepped beforehand. This stops the panic setting in of not having the next bit ready and the worry that it’ll all go wrong. Read through the recipe and figure out what’s needed – if anything needs a bit of prep, like slicing or chopping, we’ve put this in the ingredients to help you. Having little dishes of stuff ready to tip in makes you feel like a right pro and you can pretend to be on the telly and everything.


Don’t be afraid to give it a go


An important one – push the boundaries. If you’re a newbie and something seems a bit too difficult, give it a go anyway! Who really cares if it ends up looking like a mess?! And believe me – if I can do it, you can.


Don’t be afraid to have a bit of what you fancy


This is probably the most important tip of all. If you’ve attended a slimming class in your life, you will be well aware of the ‘substitutes’ and loopholes that people try to get a taste of the things they love but that don’t quite hit the mark. Don’t do it! If you want a bit of cake then have a bit of cake, but have just enough to satisfy you and make sure it fits in with the rest of your eating plan. Don’t try to construct a cake that looks nothing of the sort, using stuff that usually ends up in a stew, and call it a ‘cake’. You’ll just be eating something deeply unsatisfying, possibly not far off the real thing calorie-wise, that won’t actually scratch the itch. This is something we really had to train ourselves to do but it paid off. If you want to lose weight and keep it off, you really do need to make a change for life, and being able to have ‘naughty’ things but in small amounts is a huge part of it.
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