



[image: Cover Image]









[image: image]


[image: image]







Copyright © 2016 Stella Newman


The right of Stella Newman to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.


First published as an Ebook in Great Britain by Headline Publishing Group in 2016


All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library


eISBN: 978 1 4722 2014 1


Imagery by Shutterstock: cucumber © mystery; Carrot © Natykach Nataliia; White wood and table cloth © Andrey_Kuzmin; Kiwi © fratello; Green leaves © Auspicious. Hand-lettering by Emma Rogers


HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP


An Hachette UK Company


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


www.headline.co.uk


www.hachette.co.uk




About Stella Newman


[image: images]


Stella Newman studied English at Sussex University, then went on to work in advertising, at the BBC and then as a professional food taster. She is now a full-time writer, based in London, and has written four novels: Pear Shaped, Leftovers, The Foodie’s Guide to Falling in Love, previously published as The Dish, and Seven Steps to Happiness, as well as the festive e-short story, A Pear Shaped Christmas. She blogs about restaurants, food and writing at www.stellanewmansblog.wordpress.com and you can follow her on Twitter @stellanewman




Praise for Stella Newman


‘I absolutely loved it’ Katie Fforde


‘Sharp, sweet and satisfying’ Kate Long


‘Combines our two dearest loves: food and romance’ Cosmopolitan


‘Laura’s passion for food somersaults off the page and into your mouth . . . Well written, readable – like a delicious petit four . . . leaves you wanting more’ Heat


‘With really likeable characters, a witty turn of phrase, moments of real poignancy and, of course, mouthwatering details of food, it’s rather delicious’ Sunday Mirror


‘Deliciously good stuff!’ Sun on Sunday Fabulous magazine


‘This book will leave you happy and hungry in equal doses!’ Take a Break


‘A funny page-turner’ Bella


‘Hugely entertaining’ Lady
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Extravajanza!




About the Book


A fun and festive e-short in the vein of A Pear Shaped Christmas from Stella Newman, the much-loved author of Pear Shaped, Leftovers, The Foodie’s Guide to Falling in Love and Seven Steps to Happiness.




 


Thursday, 1 January – Try dry


Happy New Year and Namaste! I’m Minty Cobden-Visser – author, model, lifestyle curator, well-being guru, and proud mother of Snapchat star Bella The Pug™ – and if you’re reading this then congratulations! You’ve made that all-important first step towards making 2017 your happiest, sexiest, most spiritual, positive year yet! As a new subscriber to my Extravajanza! app, you’ll be receiving my words of wisdom on your smartphone daily. I’ll be asking you soul-searching questions. I’ll be challenging you to make small changes to your life. And I’ll be rewarding you with occasional treats. Join me on my thirty-one day journey to self-acceptance and I guarantee you’ll have your best year ever, ever!


Maybe you went out partying last night? Perhaps you have a teeny weeny hangover? Not surprising, given that alcohol is a Grade A Super Toxin! Well no more cocktails for you – not for the next month at least! The liver is the heart of the body, so put that Bloody Mary down. I’m not saying you can’t have the occasional spritzer later on in the year on a special occasion, such as Royal Ascot, but my advice on Day One is to start by making January a dry month.


A teeny weeny hangover? Huh. That would be one way of describing it. I’ve woken up on Lucia’s sofa with Sour Cream and Onion Pringles in my hair and a headache like a lead pillow resting on my brow.


Was last night an epic marathon of partying, carousing, snogging and fun? Gosh, it was not. I would have been perfectly happy staying in with a curry. I hate New Year’s Eve at the best of times – enforced fun, i.e. the opposite of fun. I was dreading this New Year’s Eve in particular, for obvious reasons, but Lucia insisted I come to her little party. Lucia’s a good friend, but there were a dozen people invited, ten of whom still work at NMN, the ad agency I used to work at. (I’ve always thought the name NMN sounded like enema, though frankly a butt invasion would have been more enjoyable than the years I spent there, performing such vital roles as making sure the pencils for the Christmas brainstorm were sharpened perfectly, and honing my fake client-facing laugh.)


The last place I wanted to be on New Year’s Eve was surrounded by old colleagues, having to answer their Schadenfreude-tinted questions about my ‘new dream career’. Jonty actually mimed the air quotes, the ‘little shit’. You can see why I had no choice but to drink a lot of strong booze a little too quickly. And then, when I tried to be sensible and leave at 1 a.m., Uber surge pricing meant I was looking at my full day’s wage for a two-mile cab journey back home to Kentish Town. Fifty pounds for two miles! That’s more expensive per mile than a gold-plated helicopter. Actually, would a gold-plated helicopter be too heavy to get airborne? I’m not sure, but either way, I stayed on at Lucia’s flat and ended up being swept downstream on a river of sambuca and despair.


I remember looking up Pete and Mara on Instagram at around 3 a.m. and accidentally liking, un-liking, then re-liking their #SeeingintheNewYear – In Love and In Costa Rica! photos – at which point Lucia forcibly removed my phone from me. Then she gave me the usual hand-holding lecture: ‘Vicky, you can’t believe everything you see on social media. Half the time it’s just people trying to make other people feel inadequate. But more importantly, Pete is your past; you need to sort out your future, your life needs a major overhaul.’ And now she’s gone and installed this stupid self-help app on my phone. I know Lucia’s only trying to be a good friend but the only help I need comes in pint format via wine and ice cream.


I will remove this sodding app from my phone as soon as I can remember how to use my phone, or my fingers or my brain . . . What time is it anyway? I sit up warily, open my eyes a crack and survey the mess of bottles and glasses on the coffee table next to me as a Pringle shard tumbles from my hair, helpfully, into my half-open palm.


It must be around 6 a.m., it’s still dark outside. Oh. It’s 4.37 p.m. Really? Well jolly good, that’s two positive things already and I haven’t even had to leave Lucia’s sofa:






Day One of this no-doubt brutal month is nearly done.


And the sun is definitely over the yardarm.








I reach for the nearest bottle and take a swig. Warm cava, not my favourite and definitely not a choice Minty would sanction. Pete used to like cava. He always used to say champagne was a waste of money, but maybe that was just because he was saving all his money so he could run off to Central America with that slapper he used to work with. Even last New Year’s Eve when Pete and I were happy and newly engaged, when I thought we had reasons to celebrate, he wouldn’t join me in a glass. I was a fool. There I was, blathering on about how we were going to decorate the flat, and could Dulux really colour-match that posh paint accurately – because we couldn’t afford the posh paint, but I really did love that shade of blue . . . And even though he was standing right there beside me, drinking his bottled beer, smiling that beautiful smile, he wasn’t really there at all.


I feel tears threatening, and insert the Pringle into my mouth in an attempt to short-circuit a deluge. I raise my glass to cheers myself. One solitary tear makes a break for it and falls from my cheek to the surface of the tepid yellow liquid. No. I’ve made a decision. This year will not be as crap as last year – and I won’t be needing help from Minty Cobden-Visser, nor her pug, along the way, thank you very much.
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