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  This book is dedicated to:




  My dear friend and ghostwriter Clare O’Reilly. She has stuck by me and my over-excited mind and made sense of everything I said. I can’t thank you enough (even for

  giving up on the sugar). You are a legend, Thelma, and have made me see that anything is possible . . . Love Louise.




  My friends and family, thank you for always being there, and Kate for the gorgeous recipes.




  Everyone who is on or about to start a weight loss journey they will never forget.




  Love Josie xx
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  Letter from Josie




  My dear muckers,




  What you’re holding in your hands is your wake-up call. Well, technically it’s a book – but indulge me for a sec, all right? I’m Josie Gibson, the fat

  bird who won Big Brother back in the day, then lost over five stone in six months – that’s five dress sizes. And before we go any further: no, I didn’t get a gastric

  bypass; I got off my big arse, moved more, ate less and educated myself on what I was stuffing into my body.




  If someone had told me a year ago I’d be writing a book about how I did it – and how you can do it too – I’d have choked on my carrot stick. But here it is. If you really

  want it to, this book can change your life. It will tell you every detail of my journey: what I ate and drank; my workout regime; how I shopped; what I learned; how my body coped physically and my

  mind coped emotionally; and, most importantly – the holy grail of weight-loss – how I’ve managed to keep the weight off for good and not pile it all back on again. In these pages

  I’ve shared every coping mechanism I developed, every tip and trick I figured out to keep going. I’ll teach you everything you need to know about grub, from what

  you should be putting in your cakehole to how the big food producers make their profits from your shopping habits.




  But there are a few rules to explain before I start sharing my secrets. Firstly, don’t even read any further unless you really – and I mean really – want to change

  your body and your life for good. I’m the 5ft 11in, size 10, blonde proof that it is possible to drop five dress sizes from a 20 to a 10 and get the body you’ve always longed for.

  Getting off your backside and losing weight isn’t easy, but it can be done. And as me old fruit Kelly Clarkson reminded us: what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger – both

  physically and mentally.




  Secondly, there’s no quick fix to anything in life, whether it’s getting your broadband connected, healing a broken heart or losing weight. I’ve changed many things in my life,

  from my hair colour to my bra size to my men. But the biggest and hardest thing I’ve ever had to change is my relationship with food. I spent far too many years of my life not even realizing

  I found comfort at the bottom of a bag of chips, a tub of Ben & Jerry’s and bottles of rosé wine. But finally understanding this didn’t mean I was able to change overnight.

  No matter what anyone promises, pretty much everything that’s worthwhile takes time, effort, hard work, love, a good old-fashioned dose of determination and a bit of help from your Aunty

  Josie.




  Thirdly, if I can turn things around, anyone can. It’s never too late, you’re never too old and never too fat, OK?




  

    

      Your Aunty Josie xxx


    


  




  







  STEP 1




  Get Your Brain On Board




  







  Introduction




  If you want to change your waistline for good, you need to change what’s in your head too, and that’s as big a task as ditching cakes and biscuits. Just changing

  what you put in your gob and how much you move around might help you lose weight in the short term, but unless you tackle how you feel about food and the role it plays in your life, heart and mind

  in the long term, you’ll always revert to type and end up putting the weight back on.




  Until you are really honest with yourself about your relationship with food, the minute you stop whatever diet you’re on, you’ll regain the weight you’ve lost and then some.

  This is the reason diets don’t really work. That’s why we’re not diving straight into the diet section and why I want you to read the chapters in Step 1 first.




  Being big is as much a mindset as it is a number on the scales. It becomes second nature to say no to anything too physical, to constantly try to hide your stomach by folding your arms across

  it. To dread getting naked in front of anyone. To hate the hot days when everyone else is in shorts or little dresses and you’re in your baggy trousers so you can hide your cellulite. After

  all, why draw even more attention to yourself than you do already? Why spend hours shopping for clothes when nothing fits? Why even bother trying to chat up the fit bloke in

  the bar?




  I felt that being fat was an invisibility cloak and one that grew to feel as familiar as a comfy pair of slippers. You can be the funniest girl in the room and the Johnny Depp lookalike will

  spend his whole night laughing with you, touching your arm and holding your gaze. But just when you start to think he might not mind that your thigh is as thick as his waist, the lights will come

  up, he’ll hug you and leave – taking home the size 8 hottie in the corner, some of your funniest jokes and that little bit of self-esteem you were just starting to enjoy. For me, being

  fat meant I was always the best mate, never the lover. The problem is, though, once you’ve grown to accept that, you start to make less of an effort and it becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy.

  A bit like the depression and obesity cycle, of which more later. What’s the point of wearing those painfully high heels on a night out? No bloke’s going to look at you, so you might as

  well go for your comfy flats. Why spend ages doing your hair when the blokes in the club are always going to see you as a mate rather than a potential girlfriend? You might as well just scrape it

  back and get down the pub in time for happy hour.




  I’ve always had fat mates and thin mates, and while they’ve always just looked at me as Josie, I only ever shared my deepest, darkest fears and secrets with my fellow

  larger-than-life best friend J. We met when we were teenagers and used to work the summer seasons in Ayia Napa together. We’d go out on the lash calling ourselves ‘The Big Girls’,

  joking with blokes that there was too much of us for them to handle. But in secret, in those searingly honest moments you only have with your closest friends who you know will never judge you after

  a few bevvies, we’d talk about how we longed to be loved and how we’d love to be part of a couple like the ones we saw on our nights out. You know the ones I mean: he’s tall and handsome, she’s petite and sexy, they walk down the street holding hands, or maybe he has his hand placed delicately in the small of her back. They both know

  they’re good-looking; he’s proud to have her on his arm and she’s proud to be there.




  J and I both had boyfriends who treated us badly and we honestly put it down to our weight. From my first bloke Kevin to John James on Big Brother, all I ever wanted was someone

  who’d be proud of being my man. Someone who thought I was worth showing off because they loved me. And I never felt that way with either of them if I’m totally honest, but the problem

  was probably with me. When I was overweight, I could barely stand to see myself naked, never mind anyone else copping an eyeful. The thought of sex when you’re a size 18 or 20 is about as

  nerve wracking as it gets. I remember losing my virginity at sixteen and a size 16 and being more terrified about being seen naked than I did about the thought I was about to do it for the first

  time. It was all I could stand to look at myself naked after a bath, asking someone else to look at me in the buff and pretend they enjoyed it seemed above and beyond the call of duty. And that

  feeling didn’t change with age. The older I got the more grateful I felt whenever any bloke agreed to have sex with me – not that they were forming a queue round the block. And entering

  the boudoir on anything less than an even playing field can leave one of you feeling crap and undermined, often while the other carries on in blissful ignorance.




  When I got my first long-term boyfriend in my late teens, I was so delighted he wanted to sleep in the same bed as me, let alone touch me, I worked my backside off in bed making sure he had the

  time of his life – not giving a second thought to the fact it’s a team sport and by the end of it we should both have had a good time. Pretty, thin girls can just lie there because

  their blokes feel like they’ve won the lottery getting to bed them, whereas I used to have an overwhelming sense my bloke was going to come to his senses as soon as he

  saw me in the buff. That he’ll have his clothes back on and be bolting for the door before I could get my socks back on. I had to work twice as hard in the boudoir to make up for the fact I

  wasn’t much to look at naked.




  As if I didn’t have a low enough opinion of myself, seeing my first boyfriend’s eyes linger on my belly and thighs and bum whenever we made love left me diving for the light switch

  – pretending I was freezing to get under the covers and hide the bits I hated as fast as I could.




  That’s the bottom line really (pardon the pun). My self-esteem was at such rock bottom when I was bigger that having sex just made it worse.




  Whether any of my boyfriends really felt ashamed of me and my size or whether I pushed my insecurities and body image problems onto them I’ll never know, but looking back I’m pretty

  sure I loathed myself more than they ever did. I just hid how I felt and pretended it didn’t bother me – that I liked being big.




  You see, that’s the biggest lie us fatties tell ourselves right there. I’m guilty of it myself. I’d pretend I liked having an inch or three to pinch, that I was happy being the

  big girl because I had a big personality to match. That having a big ol’ booty meant I had more to shake. But it’s all total arse – literally and metaphorically. No one likes

  being fat. No one. Fact. It’s unhealthy, restrictive, physically tiring and means you miss out on living life to the full.




  The hardest part of making the life change I have been through is changing what was in my head, rather than what was on my shopping list. I’d thought about losing weight before and had

  managed to lose a bit here and there through dieting or as a result of a broken heart, but I could never sustain it because my head wasn’t in the right place. I

  didn’t like myself and so I didn’t think I was worth the effort it was going to take to shift the weight.




  The fact is, you’re the most important thing you own in this entire world. But the reality is that you’ve probably been treating your pet, your car or that busybody you hate in

  accounts better than you’ve been treating yourself, whether it’s by gorging on junk food and chocolate or smoking and drinking. Whether it’s through lousy portion control or lack

  of exercise, if you’re overweight, you’re slowly killing yourself. Taking better care of everyone and everything else rather than yourself will only hasten you into a hospital ward with

  weight-related illnesses like diabetes, liver problems or a heart condition. You owe it to your family, your mates, hell, even your pet to be in the best nick you can be. Most of all you owe it to

  yourself, and I want you to remember that.




  







  ONE




  Work Out Why You’re Here




  If you’re overweight, chances are you’ve tried diets before and none of them have worked long term. I want this time to be different. So before I start telling you

  how to lose weight, before you can lose the extra pounds you’re lugging around, you need to understand how you got here in the first place. Knowing why you have the relationship you do with

  food will help you break the bad habits of a lifetime. So take a deep breath: we’re going to work out why you piled on the pounds in the first place.




  I was always one of those big birds who hid behind the idea that I had a slow metabolism. Or I’d tell people I was big-boned. While there may have been some truth in both those excuses,

  the reality is that I was a chubber because I ate and drank far too much, far too often and most of it was crap. Not to mention the fact that when you’re overweight it hurts your joints to

  exercise.




  I might have started life as your average 7lb 1oz baby, but my dear dad Danny gave me the sweetest tooth in Yate (19 miles outside Bristol if you ever fancy a visit) by weaning me on rice

  pudding. Even now I’d sell my soul for a bowl of Ambrosia’s finest with a dollop of strawberry jam on top. As soon as I started school and went onto free school

  meals, things got worse. I’ve always been greedy and never felt full very quickly. Now I realized that if I got my head down and ate fast, I could be on seconds of cottage pie, fish and

  chips, spaghetti bolognese or chocolate sponge and custard while everyone else was still on firsts.




  You see, my mum Mandy was never a morning person, and I was used to getting my own breakfast from about the age of five, whether it was a few custard creams, four slices of white toast with

  butter and strawberry jam or a dry bowl of Frosties. Having eaten my sugar-filled breakfast early, in front of kids’ TV, I was always starving by the time the lunch bell went at school.




  Growing up, meal times at home were sporadic at best. After school I’d play out in the streets or on the green in front of our house with my mates, and then they’d all be called in

  for their tea, leaving me on my own. Eventually I’d amble home to make myself a banana and sugar sandwich when it started getting dark or I started getting hungry, whichever came first. My

  parents weren’t neglectful intentionally; they just had a lot going on and I was fiercely independent and wanted to do everything myself.




  There were never specially prepared dinners around the table with conversations about school, homework or what we’d be doing at half-term or in the summer holidays. Every meal time, be it

  breakfast, lunch or dinner, was always on the hoof, always an afterthought rather than a priority. Some families can set their watches by their meal times; if we’d tried that, it would have

  made us days late for everything.




  We did a big shop when we could. Mum would load me and my little brother Harry into a double trolley and I’d sit there making him giggle till he spat his dummy out while we made our way

  round the aisles, but all the best bits would always be eaten in a day or so, leaving the Primula cream cheese, tinned corn beef and all the stuff that had been on special

  offer or near its sell-by date, which Mum had grabbed as a bargain. She didn’t have much money so Mum would always buy things that were cheap and would last a long time.




  We certainly weren’t the ones doing a weekly shop with a list of meals planned for every day of the week. No, we were the ones hiding from the security guard, eating as much as we could on

  the way round while Mum stuffed all the expensive things like smoked cheese and garlic sausage in our coat pockets or Jaffa Cakes down Harry’s little pants.




  When I started school, I’d come home not knowing whether there’d be enough money for a takeaway, usually from the chipper or a Chinese, or whether I’d be making my own tea out

  of whatever I could find and reach in the cupboards, fridge and freezer – usually three or four rounds of salad-cream sandwiches on white Sunblest with a couple of packets of crisps and some

  Bourbon biscuits for pudding.




  So scranning down as much food as I could at school dinners made sense for us all. I didn’t go hungry and Mum – who’d never been taught how to cook – didn’t have to

  hear me whinging about not having enough food. It might not have been everyone’s cup of tea. But when I heard tales of friends who weren’t allowed out because they hadn’t finished

  their tea or got a slap for coming in late to a cold dinner that had been sitting there for hours, it made me appreciate what I had. Not only nice home-cooked grub for lunch at school, which had

  been made with care, attention and compassion, but also free rein to come in and out when I wanted after school and free access to the cupboards, fridge and freezer. It meant I could stay out as

  long as I liked and eat what I wanted, when I wanted. If I fancied eating a whole pack of garlic sausage, sat on the sofa watching Phillip Schofield and Andi Peters, no one stopped me. Grange Hill and some Golden Wonder? Don’t mind if I do.




  I’d split my weekends and my meal times between our council house and my mum’s parents’ place, Grove House, a few miles away. Nan and my pops had acres of land and a few horses

  out the back. Grove House was like our family’s Grand Central Station: there was always someone coming or going at any time of day or night. It would have made more sense for Nan to install a

  revolving door rather than a front one, which incidentally was always on the latch. Mum would drop me over if she had things to do and I’d be met with the warm smell of Nan’s stew and

  Pops’ stale tobacco smoke whatever time of day I let myself in.




  Nan was the stew queen in my eyes. She called them stews because she was old school, born in 1938; she didn’t believe in sugarcoating stuff. If Jamie Oliver were to serve her stew

  he’d probably call it country-style chicken or melt in your mouth succulent shin braise. But Nan was no Jamie, so it was always just ‘stew’. No one ever dared ask what kind or

  what was in it. The catch-all title meant it didn’t matter if the ingredients changed. No meat or vegetable in the name meant she could mix it up however she wanted, and we’d accept it

  as being the same dish whatever was in it. There’d always be a huge pot of it simmering away on the Aga come rain or shine. Most people offer visitors coffee or tea; Nan and Pops offered them

  stew.




  An old guy, Douglas, used to live in one of the outhouses on their land out the back. He’d been there ever since I remembered, but it was only when I was grown up that I learned he’d

  been a homeless tramp. He’d knocked on the door at some point in the 1970s asking for a cup of coffee or tea on a cold winter’s day. Nan gave him a bowl of stew and he stayed for the

  remaining fifteen years of his life. Now if that’s not stew with superpowers, I don’t know what is.




  Nan’s stew was tender, tasty and made all the better with a chunk of fresh French bread spread with Stork. Coming from a home where dinner was an afterthought, no

  meal was ever planned and the closest we got to slow cooking was walking rather than running back from the takeaway, it was comforting.




  Nan knew Harry and I needed feeding, and she didn’t remember at the last minute like Mum sometimes did. She knew when she went to bed the previous night what she was going to make us for

  tea – stew, obviously. I never felt like an inconvenience when Nan cooked for us. Eating a steaming hot bowl of her stew while she sat beside us smoking a fag or mopped the floor around our

  chairs telling us to eat up before it got cold, we felt remembered, important and cherished. Harry, despite only ever eating cereal when he was tiny at home, would always tuck heartily into a bowl

  of her stew, something that annoyed Mum and pleased Nan in equal measure.




  As I got older and spent more time at Grove House, Nan and I would go on day trips – which were always food related. Whether it be bombing up the M4 in her clapped-out old white Land

  Rover, trying the full English in every service station on the way, or heading down to Devon and sampling cream teas for the length of the M5, every day trip with Nan involved eating as much as

  possible, as quickly as possible.




  We were poor growing up, but Nan, my formative food mentor, always made sure we were fed good British food. Growing up as one of thirteen, whose parents had survived the First World War, she and

  her family really didn’t have a pot to piss in, let alone extra cash to spend on organic meat and veg, and that right there is the kicker. Levels of obesity in the UK increase in line with

  deprivation. In short, if you left school with few qualifications and have a menial unskilled job, your risk of obesity (if you’re not there yet) is much higher than that of the lawyer or

  teacher who lives down the road.




  People on lower incomes, working-class folk, are far more likely to end up obese than the upper-class lot round the corner. If you live in a deprived area, you’re

  more likely to be obese, and with Yate ranked a glamorous forty-fifth on a list of the fifty worst towns in the UK to live in, and a mum and nan who both left school without a single qualification

  to their name, you could say I was the underdog from the minute I took my first breath.




  Nan and I would drive as far as Glastonbury (thirty-five miles away) to go to her favourite fish and chip shop, Whitstone’s on Kilver Street, opposite the Blackthorn Cider factory.

  We’d drive hundreds if not thousands of miles every year on our Fish and Chip Challenge, as we called it, trying to find the best battered cod within a 200-mile radius – peeling off

  crisp batter and flaking white cod, pouring on vinegar and seeing how long it took before the chips started getting soggy. Nan and her mates would always debate who served the best fish and chips

  all the way along the M5 corridor; she’d always claim she knew best because she had me there to back her up and nod in sage agreement.




  But it wasn’t just Nan who spoiled me rotten and helped me expand my young waistline; my dear old pops was no better. He kept a money tin on top of the telly which he called Josie’s

  sweetie fund. He asked everyone who came round to donate a few coins, so I blame him for funding my addiction to Irn-Bru bars during my formative years. I wasn’t much more than eight when my

  Pops passed away. Nan went a bit funny in the head after losing the love of her life. Her daughter, my aunty Ria, died after battling leukemia a few years later and it was all too much for her. She

  ended up being arrested as a drug courier, though she always said she was duped and I believe her. She went on the run for more than a decade and is now serving out her sentence in her late

  seventies.




  So with Dad weaning me on rice pudding, Mum never learning to cook, Nan being a connoisseur of deep-fried or full-fat anything and my pops’ sweetie fund, the

  writing was on the wall. I was destined to end up at nine stone when I was just nine years old.




  It didn’t help that we never did any physical activity as a family. The most exercise I got was every Saturday morning when I’d sit on my sleeping bag at the top of the stairs with

  Harry sitting behind me, struggling to get his little arms round my ever-expanding podgy waist, then we’d use it as a mat to slide down the stairs like we were on a helter-skelter. Mum would

  get some of her weekly exercise getting in and out of bed to tell us to keep it down.




  Mum was always trim herself, as actually when I was at school she’d spend hours breaking in horses for Nan and Pops – gruelling physical work. Our whole family would go to horse

  shows and we’d watch Mum and my aunties compete. They tried to make me into a good rider and I spent hours in Nan’s paddock falling off, getting back on and giving it a go, determined

  not to let the side down. I’d have given anything to be as good a rider as my cousins. But I was too big for my age and too heavy for the horses we had. At the horse shows, I’d

  inevitably find myself hanging out by the ice-cream and burger vans, making myself feel better with food while the rest of my family competed.




  One summer, Mum was determined to make me a rider and even got me some private lessons, which was a real stretch for a mum on benefits. She’d tried for years to teach me, but my

  family’s idea of a lesson was to put me on a wild horse and whack its arse, and she finally realized that we might need some outside help from a professional. When we got to the riding

  school, I couldn’t even get on the horse. Mum, the instructor and my aunty gathered round to try to help me up. I grabbed the saddle hard, trying to pull myself onto my pony with all my

  might, but I was so tense I broke wind really loudly in all their faces. I’d been sick with nerves all morning and with the rest of the kids teasing me for the

  remaining forty-five minutes of the lesson, it proved in my nine-year-old mind that I was far better off watching the horse shows rather than competing in them. I never got back on a horse and from

  then on restricted my exercise to the stairs and the sleeping bag.




  When Harry’s squeals of laughter would get too loud on a Saturday morning, Mum would stir from her pit and threaten to wallop me if I didn’t keep it down. I’d abandon my

  weekend activity in favour of a packet of Real McCoy’s in front of SM:tv Live or Scooby Doo.




  When I used to see mums, dads and kids out on bike rides together, I’d think they were all weird do-gooders. I’d look at them on their bikes and think: ‘There you all go,

  pretending to be all holier than thou – what secrets are you lot really hiding?’ I’d look at the dad up front and be sure he was too good to be true. The idea of doing something

  physical as a family was such an alien concept to me that I was sure any family I saw keeping fit was using it as a cover-up, a ruse for something untoward.




  When you’re big, people look at you like it’s all your own fault, and in my case it was. No one forced that third Chelsea bun down my neck on the way back from school. No one made me

  sit and watch Blue Peter with three sherbet Dip Dabs instead of going for long walks in the field by our council house. But by the time I realized I was big because I ate too much,

  probably when I was around eight years old, I didn’t know how to undo it. I loved my tangerines as much as my scones and cream, but no one told me one of those things was good for me and the

  other wasn’t. I craved sweets and loved cake, but no one told me my sweet tooth came from being weaned on rice pudding instead of stewed carrots. Mum, the headmistress and school nurse did

  get together to try to sort me out – and part of their plan was that I’d have a healthy lunch. Trouble was that Mum would give me a packed lunch consisting of

  things like chopped carrot, tomato and cucumber, which I found so boring it would take me the whole lunch break to choke it down, meaning I’d missed out on playing with my friends. As a

  result, healthy food felt like a punishment.




  I knew athletes weren’t fat, but I presumed they were born their way and I’d pulled the short straw and been born my way. Mum couldn’t afford to buy me a bike, I’d

  outgrown the set of wheels handed down by my mate across the road and I was too big and embarrassed to join any of the sports clubs at school. At senior school I’d fake asthma attacks and

  pretend I was on my period so I didn’t have to take part in games. Or I’d spend hours the night before in my bed drawing really lifelike bruises on my legs and arms as an excuse not to

  join in hockey. I’m not in the blame game and I try to focus more on the future than the past; but if you look back, if you ask your family, I guarantee you’ll be able to find the

  trigger that set you off on the path that got you to the size you are now.




  Homework




  To help you work out what role food played in your life when you were growing up, ask yourself the following questions:




  

    

      •  Did you care or even think about what you were putting in your mouth?




      •  Was food plentiful and could you help yourself to anything?




      •  Did you not know where your next meal was coming from and so overate at any opportunity to compensate?




      •  Was food used in celebration or as an emotional crutch for bad news, or both?




      •  Who was in charge of portion control?




      •  Could you always have seconds?




      •  Did you always get pudding whether you ate your tea or not?




      •  Did you do lots of clubs at school and go out on your bike for hours?




      •  Did you get the bus everywhere, or go for long walks for a gossip with your mates?


    


  




  This isn’t supposed to be Mastermind, but I guarantee if you take your time, answer all these questions honestly and look long and hard at your family

  circumstances, relationships and life journey up to this point, you’ll start to understand how and why you got to this place and how your relationships with food were formed. And once you

  understand that, you can start to figure out how to undo the negative patterns associated with food that have got you to where you are now.




  







  TWO




  What Kind of Eater Are You?




  As well as understanding where your issues with grub come from, finding out what kind of eater you are will help you break bad old habits and form healthy new ones. I was an

  emotional eater. Good news, bad news, fights, rows, celebrations, breakdowns – I can relate any point on the emotional roller coaster to a time when I was stuffing food in my face. Like the

  time I celebrated with three burgers on the jog when I was a teenager after getting the whole audience singing while we were waiting for Oasis to come on at Glastonbury. Or the time I ate two

  kebabs to console myself after realizing I’d lost my passport hours before a holiday to Turkey with the girls. The quiz below will help you identify what kind of eater you are, which is the

  first step in retraining your mind to get your emotional relationship with food onto an even, healthier keel. You’ll learn to separate your emotions from food rather than always keeping them

  linked.




  1. You’ve had a crappy day at work, laddering your tights on the bus and breaking your heel on your lunch break. Do you:




  

    

      a)  stop for some Ben & Jerry’s and a bottle of white wine on the way home.




      b)  graze on whatever you can find in a 10-metre radius without paying too much attention to what it is.




      c)  raid the glove box or desk drawer where you’ve hidden your emergency stash of jelly beans and Monster Munch.




      d)  scarf down your body weight in cereal bars and smoothies; you may be grumpy but you’re on a diet, damnit.




      e)  eat your normal dinner, then raid the cupboards and fridge before bed, devouring your entire day’s calorie count in a single sitting.


    


  




  2. You’re out for dinner with your mates. Do you:




  

    

      a)  order the shared starters with extra garlic mozzarella bread for everyone – you’re all out together and what’s a little bit of melted mozza

      between mates.




      b)  realize you’ve eaten more than your fair share of the bread basket before your starter has even arrived.




      c)  ignore the fact you’re not hungry and order as much as everyone else anyway; those peanuts and crisps you scoffed while you were getting ready have filled

      you up temporarily, but it’s a night out.




      d)  order the lowest-calorie dish on the menu and ask for the dressing on the side.




      e)  build up to a crescendo, hoovering up your starter and main before polishing off your dessert and everyone else’s leftovers in one fell swoop.


    


  




  3. You’ve had a huge argument with him indoors while out shopping. Do you:




  

    

      a)  head to the nearest McDonald’s, making sure you order the largest portions available, plus a cheeseburger chaser and a McFlurry for pudding.




      b)  eat six packets of the kids’ crisps when you get home before you’ve even taken your shoes off.




      c)  eat the final box of chocolates you’ve been hiding in the cupboard since Christmas, then dispose of the evidence before he gets home.




      d)  treat yourself to a huge fruit salad on the way home and prepare some sweet potato fries with roasted chicken breast for dinner.




      e)  wait at home until he gets back, have it out, have some make-up sex, then order a big curry for you both to celebrate.


    


  




  4. You’re going on holiday tomorrow morning and you’ve realized you’ve got 300 euros more spending money than you thought. Do you:




  

    

      a)  start the holiday early: make yourself a cocktail and crack out the cheese and biscuits or the Percy Pigs you were saving for the journey.




      b)  worry whether you’ll still fit into your bikini after realizing you’ve absentmindedly finished a packet of chocolate digestives while you were

      packing.




      c)  buy and hide even more sweets and chocolate in your suitcase – you can afford it, after all.




      d)  splash out on extra goji berries and unsalted nuts for the plane journey.




      e)  put at least 100 euros aside for eats on the way back from nights out when you get there.


    


  




  5. You’ve had to cancel a planned anniversary meal with your bloke because you have to work late. Do you:




  

    

      a)  cheer yourself up with treats from the office vending machine – if you’re here for the long haul, you might as well try the different varieties of Tuc

      biscuits and Lucozade you’ve been eyeing up for weeks.




      b)  crack through the boiled sweets on your colleague’s desk, finishing them before you’ve realized, and leave a Post-it note promising to replace them in

      the morning.




      c)  nip out for a portion of chips, hiding them in your drawer to eat them over the course of the next two hours finishing your presentation.




      d)  eat the roast vegetable, couscous and hummus wrap you left in the fridge at work for tomorrow’s lunch.




      e)  promise yourself a pizza whenever you finally get out.


    


  




  6. You’re preparing a Sunday roast for your family. Do you:




  

    

      a)  gorge while you’re preparing and cooking it – you need to make sure it all tastes good, after all.




      b)  absentmindedly nibble as you cook, from chopped raw carrots to dipping potatoes in the gravy, so that you’re not hungry by the time you sit down, having

      eaten practically a whole meal while you’ve been cooking.




      c)  make sure you carve the chicken out of sight so you can eat your favourite bits as you go without having to share them with everyone else.




      d)  make sure some chicken breast is set aside for you and boil yourself some potatoes instead of eating the roasted ones.




      e)  eat a rabbit-sized portion round the table but raid the fridge in the wee small hours, dipping cold roasties in gravy.


    


  




  7. Your best friend calls on a Tuesday night to tell you she’s just got engaged and wants to celebrate. Do you:




  

    

      a)  turn up at her place within ten minutes bearing a large stuffed-crust Hawaiian, some Percy Pigs, Ferrero Rocher and Prosecco.




      b)  persuade her to check out the new cocktail bar in town and cruise up and down the bar eating all the free nuts while she talks wedding-dress designs.




      c)  make yourself a quick bowl of the Super Noodles you keep hidden at the back of the cupboard before heading over to hers – you need to line your stomach,

      after all, as this could be a big night.




      d)  tell her you’ll stay out for a spritzer or two but need to quickly finish your steamed fish and roasted vegetable salad before you head over.




      e)  go all out – she’s been waiting for a proposal for months – and treat her to a kebab on the way home to secure your bridesmaid role.


    


  




  8. Your niece confides in you that she hates school and doesn’t have many friends. Do you:




  

    

      a)  cheer her up with some solid aunty advice and some cream cakes for both of you.




      b)  realize you’ve eaten all the crisps you were supposed to be sharing while nodding sympathetically as she tells you her woes.




      c)  eat five biscuits in a row when you pop out to the kitchen to make you both a drink, feeling stressed out at the thought of her being bullied.




      d)  nibble thoughtfully on some vegetable crudités, while reminding her school won’t last forever and soon it’ll all be a distant memory.




      e)  put a brave face on it but worry your way through a tube of Pringles later when she’s gone.
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