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      Introduction

      SOPHIE: I spent the best part of my life, from the age of twelve to thirty-four, either on a diet, desperately trying to lose weight
         or in between diets constantly overeating, obsessing about food all the time. For twenty-two years, I longed to feel normal
         and in control. I struggled with everything to do with food and eating, every single day. I overate, put on weight and felt
         bad about myself and my body. Overeating was my way of taking care of myself and punishing myself at the same time. Sounds
         irrational? I think my eating was irrational. It didn’t make sense and yet it did work. It helped me to stuff down the things I didn’t know how to talk about. Overeating allowed me to be the good girl on
         the outside, even though I was being the bad girl in secret. Food helped me to numb the emotions I wasn’t comfortable with
         or didn’t understand. It helped me to distract myself when I needed distracting and it filled the time when I didn’t know
         what to do with myself.
     
Eating was my answer to pretty much everything. I’d eat, and then I’d beat myself up for being so weak and out of control.
         I would shame myself into yet another useless diet, which did sometimes lead to weight loss, but which never helped me change
         my destructive overeating patterns. In fact, the diets compounded and cemented them. Food was my best friend and my worst
         enemy, all rolled into one. I felt desperate, and when I didn’t know where else to turn, there was always food.
     

      I remember buying a pack of six lemon drizzle slices from Marks & Spencer. I told myself I’d eat just one with a cup of tea
         when I got home. Minutes later there I was sitting in the car, still in the car park, ripping open the pack. The first one
         tasted wonderful. That lemony zing, the sugary icing, the soft, springy sponge. And I just couldn’t stop. I had another and
         then another and then another. Eating fast, feeling guilty. I stuffed in the last two, almost in tears, disgusted with myself.
         I just couldn’t take them home. How would I explain where the others had gone?
     

      I remember a few days later, another trip to M&S. This time a box of four cream-filled chocolate eclairs. In the car again.
         Eating them all. Feeling sick. Not really wanting the last one, stuffing it in almost as a punishment for being so weak and
         disgusting.
     

      I remember clearing up after a dinner with friends when everyone had gone home. Alone in the kitchen. As I piled the plates
         into the dishwasher, I gorged myself on cold roast potatoes, congealed chicken and leftover crumble. On automatic pilot, not
         thinking, not feeling. Numb. 
     

      I remember a weekend on my own at home. Just me and the food. As I watched the film I’d rented, I ploughed my way through
         all the treats I’d stocked up on. In just an hour and a half I methodically devoured a large bag of Kettle Chips, a Kit Kat,
         three crumpets (dripping with butter), four slices of processed cheese, a pack of chocolate fingers, a bag of jumbo peanuts, a tube of fruit pastels, a chicken curry from Marks – alternating
         sweet and savoury. On and on. All evening. Not stopping for an instant.
     

      I remember sitting down to a meal with Ben and the children. I’d made enough pasta to feed the four of us and the family next
         door! I ate one helping and then another and another. Feeling stuffed to bursting, desperate to keep eating, not wanting it
         to end.
     

      I remember visiting my parents in Paris and going into town to do some shopping. The afternoon was punctuated with eating
         pitstops. A croissant and a pain au raisin from my favourite patisserie. Four macaroons from Ladurée. A piece of baguette
         with a bar of chocolate sandwiched inside (a throw-back to my school days). A wedge of Camembert from the cheese shop, eaten
         on the go as I walked down the street. A tube of sweet chestnut purée, squeezed straight into my mouth. I ate constantly,
         all afternoon.
     

      I remember when I was fifteen, sneaking out of my room really quietly to fill up a little bowl with peanuts over and over
         again, night after night. Terrified my mum would catch me and vowing each time that this was the last bowl.
     

      I remember buying two French sticks for dinner and eating one with an entire packet of butter before anyone came home. Feeling
         sick and disgusted with myself as I picked at my dinner and the children fought over the bread, moaning I never bought enough.
     

      I remember hiding under my duvet at boarding school, secretly, silently eating a packet of Monster Munch. Handling the packet
         so carefully to make sure it didn’t rustle. Sucking each one slowly and carefully to make sure no one would hear, not daring
         to crunch. Terrified that I’d be discovered. Tense all over. Desperate to finish the pack, yet longing for the reassuring comfort to last all night.
     

      I remember being exhausted at the end of the day, but for some reason not wanting to go to sleep. I would take a book to bed
         with a bowl of something to nibble – anything really. Ideally, crisps or nuts or salty snacks, but more often than not I didn’t
         keep those foods in the house in a vain attempt to stop eating them, so I would make do with Ryvita or matzo spread with butter
         and Marmite. I ate and read, with regular trips back for more, propping my eyes open until I fell asleep in the crumbs, full
         and disgusted.
     

      I remember going to the cinema with a friend and not being able to resist the large box of sweet popcorn. I lied and casually
         alluded to not having had time for dinner, too ashamed to admit that I was already full. Worrying that she would think I was
         greedy.
     

      I remember revising for exams, giving myself a break by baking a Madeira and glacé cherry cake and then sitting down with
         a cup of tea and one large slice. And then another. And another. Tidying it up, so that there was just a half left. And then
         a quarter. Making it nice and neat. 
     

      I remember bingeing on free foods when I was doing Weight Watchers. Spending hours painstakingly working out how many points
         I had left and then filling myself up with carrot sticks, celery, gherkins, cherry tomatoes and Diet Coke.
     

      I felt so out of control, so alone. There was no one I could talk to about it. How could I when I felt so ashamed and disgusted
         with myself? No one else could possibly be this hopeless; no one would understand. And I had no idea what to do about it.
         
     

      Then, in 1998, thanks to Audrey, I came across a radical idea: that dieting was contributing to (or even the cause of) my
         overeating and weight gain and that the answer was to STOP dieting for good. For ever. Back then, it was unheard of, a completely revolutionary notion and a pretty scary thing to do.
         I had nothing to lose. So I stopped dieting. I threw away my scales. I dumped the diet books and the calorie counters. I cut
         up my Weight Watchers gold card. And I just stopped. It is the bravest decision I have ever made.
     

      I have spent the twelve years since then exploring and working on every aspect on my relationship with food and my body. And
         because of the kind of woman I am, as soon as I realised how liberating and empowering it was to ditch the diets, I wanted
         to shout about it from the rooftops. I wanted to talk about it with other women, to offer them an alternative – something
         of real value. And, in so doing, I knew I would support myself and the changes I was making too.
     

      So Audrey and I created Beyond Chocolate. We ran workshops, designed ecourses, wrote a book and worked with thousands of women.
         It was exciting and incredibly satisfying to see our participants walk away freed, literally, from the shackles of dieting.
         
     

      Today, my relationship with food is relaxed and comfortable. I don’t stress or worry about it. Looking back, I realise that
         I was normal then because, sadly, overeating and feeling out of control is the norm among women in our society. So today, I am one of the lucky few who has a healthy, balanced relationship with food
         and that is far from normal.
     

      I eat foods that I like – foods that nourish me in lots of ways. I eat when I’m hungry and, most of the time, I stop when
         I’ve had enough, when my body is sated. I don’t turn to food when I’m feeling upset or anxious or pissed off. These days,
         I know what to do with those feelings; I don’t need to eat them away. Occasionally, I choose to eat more than my body needs
         – because I like the food, because it does the job I want it to do in the moment, because if I didn’t eat cake just because I fancy it, I’d probably never eat cake! (When I’m hungry, it’s just
         not what my body asks for.) And a life without cake (particularly Audrey’s home-baked beauties) would not suit me one bit.
         I never feel bad or guilty if I overeat and I don’t beat myself up about it.
     

      I have stopped pushing myself into punitive and boring exercise plans. I move for enjoyment, for the joy of using my body
         and, as a result, I am fit and healthy. The way I eat works for me, and the body I have as a result does too. My body is what
         it is; it’s not perfect and I like it just as it is. 
     

      Since we started Beyond Chocolate, I have worked with thousands of women who struggle with their eating, who hate their bodies,
         who overeat, who binge and purge, who think that they are hopeless cases and that nothing will ever work for them. Every session
         with clients, every workshop, every group, renews my commitment to empowering women to know and trust their bodies. Every
         woman I work with inspires me and fuels my determination to keep speaking out, to keep talking about what it’s really like
         to struggle with the way we eat and the way we look: to expose the absurdity of the simplistic (and counterproductive) notion
         that all we need do is get a grip, eat less and move more. 
     

      AUDREY: I can’t remember when I first came across the idea of purging to control my weight. I was certainly making myself throw
         up regularly by my early twenties and I had been playing around with it for years before that. By the time I reached my early
         thirties, I was vomiting up to three times a day. By then, I had had a calcified saliva gland surgically removed and was battling
         with ongoing gum disease as a result. And yet, until that moment, I’d never really seen my bulimia as a problem. Although I eventually had to admit that I was killing myself very slowly and that I needed to stop if I wanted to stay alive,
         it wasn’t the vomiting that I felt so awful and out of control about. It was the overeating that went hand in hand with it
         – the overeating that I did just before … and sometimes just after I vomited. It was the overeating that I felt powerless
         to stop.
     

      Overeating, bulimia, dieting, worrying about my weight, hating my body: all of this kept me very busy – busy with the logistics
         and busy dealing with the self-disgust and despair. I spent so much time and energy planning binges, making up diets and with
         my head stuck down the toilet that there was little time to think about the really intolerable stuff in my life. 
     

      Food was my escape. Like Sophie, I ate to escape feelings I didn’t know how to cope with. I ate to smother fears, suffocate
         anger, stifle sadness and curb my enthusiasm. I ate to escape physical discomfort, the chocolate and sweets soothing like
         a massage. I ate to forget unhappy relationships, losing myself in the comfort of food. I ate to avoid myself, to keep myself
         busy. And the more I ate, the more I felt ashamed and weak and out of control.
     

      I remember going to the posh patisserie down the road and buying a birthday cake, making a point of telling the owner that
         it was for my niece. I went home and ate the whole thing, feeling ashamed and disgusted with myself for being a liar and a pig.
     

      I remember eating my way through bags and bags of licorice wheels, my teeth aching from the sugar, my gums sore, my tongue
         furry and my lips chapped, shovelling them in, without pause, just eating and eating and eating. I remember feeling the self-disgust
         even while eating, but the rest of me was caught up, unable to stop.
     

      I remember, midway through a diet, sitting in my kitchen in the dark, late at night eating sheet after sheet of stale matzo
         with honey because that’s all I had in the house. I ate and ate, pausing only to spread more honey on new sheets until it
         was all gone and I was left with nothing but sticky hands and despair: despair at how much I’d eaten, despair at failing yet
         another diet and being so out of control and despair at the thought of being fat for ever.
     

      I remember buying a six-pack of low-fat yoghurts to last me the week and eating them all in one go, feeling sick and weak
         and pathetic as I spooned the goo into my mouth.
     

      I remember staying over at a friend’s house for the night and raiding their kitchen cupboards in the wee hours, eating anything
         that was already open or looked like it wouldn’t be missed. I crept back to my bed, terrified they would find out and expose
         me for the fraud I was, tossing and turning in bed, feeling ill and ashamed.
     

      I remember going out to an expensive restaurant with clients and making myself throw up in between courses, so I could justify
         eating the next one. I would make sure I filled my glass of water before I disappeared into the toilet so I could cleanse
         my mouth of the sour taste of vomit before starting to eat again.
     

      I remember being at school and dashing to the toilets every now and again to hurriedly stuff myself with chocolate while sitting
         on the loo, pants around my ankles. Before going back to class, I would flush the toilet and pop a Tic Tac in my mouth, worried
         that people would smell the chocolate on my breath and find out how awful I was.
     

      I remember going to dinner parties, pretending I was starving and sitting down to a three-course meal, having spent all afternoon
         bingeing at home beforehand. I would smile and talk and eat and laugh, feeling nauseous and wretched inside.
     

      I remember buying my aunt a packet of lovely hand-made biscuits to take back as a souvenir from a holiday and methodically eating my way through the entire pack on the train home
         berating myself for being so selfish and greedy.
     

      I remember going to the corner shop and buying loads of sweets, pretending to the nice man behind the till that I was babysitting
         and asking him to put them in three separate little paper bags so ‘Alex, Silvia and Jack’ could have one each. My ears burned
         with shame and I couldn’t look him in the eye as I handed over the money.
     

      I remember eating a whole box of Bendicks Bittermints one evening, then getting up in the morning to dash to the supermarket
         and replace them before my boyfriend woke up and realised what a greedy pig I was.
     

      I remember planning my binges on my way to work, spending all day making lists in my head, feeling excitement and dread at
         the same time. I would go out of my way to avoid the local shop, and I’d stock up: bags of Haribos, cashew nuts, crumpets,
         chocolate cake, salami, bread, cheese, olives, tinned peaches – anything that looked ‘good’. I would walk home weighed down
         by the heavy bags and a heavy heart, already knowing that all the food in the world would not satisfy my craving for love
         and companionship.
     

      Then, about thirteen years ago, I woke up one morning and decided to stop. I decided to take control and put an end to the
         vicious cycle of overeating, vomiting, shame and body hatred. For the past decade, I have been exploring my relationship with
         food and with my body from every angle. I have had therapy, I created Beyond Chocolate with Sophie, I went on women’s workshops
         and retreats. I have sat with thousands of women, listening to their stories, showing them a way forward, guiding them to
         work out their own answers. I have read books, so many books and even ended up writing two.
     
I have come away from every one of these experiences with insights, tools, support and self-awareness, as well a sense of
         renewed commitment to myself and to all the women out there who are miserable about the way they eat and how they look. 
     

      Today, I feel balanced and in control around food. I have a host of tools that I can use to cope with the ups and downs of
         life. Bingeing and vomiting do not figure on the list. Do I ever overeat? Yes, occasionally. My mum’s meatballs with peas
         and rice, very creamy cauliflower cheese, bacon and avocado sarnies, malt loaf spread thickly with butter and Licorice Allsorts
         … these are just a few of my favourite comfort foods. They are the ones I sometimes turn to when I’ve had a rough day, am
         in need of a pick-me-up, in the week before my period and when it’s cold and grey outside. They are like old friends – I know
         they are there for me when I need them and that they can be relied on to provide the comfort I am looking for. The huge difference
         now is that these moments are the exception rather than the rule, and that guilt, remorse, secrecy and shame are not part
         of the experience. Food is no longer the enemy.
     

[image: image]

In this book, we are going to share everything we have learned about how to stop overeating and feel normal and in control
         around food. There is no rulebook for how to have a balanced and healthy relationship with food. There is no blueprint, there
         are no absolutes. What excites us about the work we do with Beyond Chocolate and Beyond Temptation is that it is honest. We
         aren’t promising magic fixes and immediate transformation. What we deliver, over and over again, and what you will find in
         this book, is the possibility of true nourishment and the opportunity to take charge and make decisions about what and how much to eat and when to stop. We give women the tools to discover how they want their relationship with food to be and
         we show them how to get it. There is an element of magic in that, because when we are willing to take a risk – to go beyond the superficial, beyond the diets
         and the weight loss – we don’t only find the key to transforming our relationship with food, we transform our lives.
     

      What lies Beyond Temptation is self-confidence, peace of mind and freedom.

  



      CHAPTER ONE
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      Can We Tempt You?

YEARS AGO, WHEN WE imagined ourselves normal, we never imagined that normal would involve overeating. When we looked at the women around us
         who we wanted to be like, the ones who seemed ‘normal’, we saw women who looked like they ate very little and were, invariably,
         thin.
     

      Over the years, we have come to realise that normality is very rare in the woman/food equation. We have met literally only
         a handful of women who have a naturally easy, balanced relationship with food and their bodies. We have worked with thin women
         who overeat and purge, thin women who overeat and starve themselves, thin women who overeat and exercise relentlessly, thin
         women who hate their bodies and thin women who feel completely out of control around food.
     

      Being thin or slim is not an indicator of a healthy, balanced attitude to food or of good health in general. And yet weight
         loss is the primary goal of health professionals and diet companies, and it has been for years. They are not interested in
         guiding us to a healthy and balanced relationship with food and a healthy body; they just want us to lose weight. Billions
         of pounds have been invested by governments in funding local and national programmes based on the calories in/calories out
         and eat less/move more theories which have failed us miserably. Despite a growing movement for a change in policy, we continue
         to be offered weight loss as the solution to everything.
     

      Thankfully more and more scientists, doctors, activists, academics and writers today are advocating a different approach:
         an approach that involves looking to the root of the problem, rather than focusing on the weight, which is only the symptom.
         More and more of us are speaking out against the diet madness and offering a new way forward.
     

      It’s time to stop looking to the so-called experts, the self-styled doctors, the media or celebrities for the answers.
     

      WEIGHT LOSS IS NOT THE GOAL

      
      If you are reading this book, the likelihood is that you are either overweight, think you are overweight or are desperate
         not to be.
     

      
      Let’s be clear, when we use the words overweight and fat, this could mean any size. If you think you’re fat, then you will behave as if you are, whether you are a size 6, 16 or 26. Feeling fat has very little to do with
         our actual body size.
     

      
      It’s time to let go of the notion that a body size is the answer to our problems, to stop holding on to the dream that achieving
         our goal weight will make everything okay. When we stop pinning all our hopes on a body size or a target weight, we are faced
         with the reality that everything is not perfect in our lives and probably never will be. We are finally free to step out of
         stereotypes and labels. We can see ourselves as we truly are.
     

      
      
      We have no idea what weight you’ll be when you stop overeating because the goal of this book is not to help you lose weight.
         You may lose weight, you may put some on and you may stay exactly as you are today. It depends on how much you weigh now. It depends
         on how much you’ve dieted in the past and what those diets have done to your body. It depends on how old you are. It depends
         on the types of food you eat, your genes, your constitution and so much more. Put into practice the ideas in this book and
         we can guarantee you this: when you stop overeating you will be a happier, healthier, more balanced person. And that you can
         be at any size.
     

      
      So, how do you stop overeating? Virtually every conventional approach deals with overeating in one of two ways.
     

      
      The just-stop-it approach

      
      The dieting industry’s favourite answer to overeating is simply to tell you to STOP IT! You know it’s bad for you. You know
         it’s why you’re overweight. You’ll feel better if you don’t. So just stop it. Summon every ounce of willpower or determination
         or whatever it takes to resist the urge and control yourself. If you want to lose weight badly enough, then you’ll do it,
         right?
     

      
      The overeat-but-only-on-free-foods approach

      
      Some programmes incorporate overeating as part of their solution. The alternative to eating too many chocolate bars is to
         overeat as much as you like, as long as you choose foods that they say are not fattening. They suggest you turn to low-calorie,
         low-fat, low-carb foods (or whatever isn’t on their ‘forbidden’ list) or fill yourself up with low-calorie drinks. Binge on carrot sticks or celery, stuff yourself with ‘free’ soup, cram
         in as much cucumber or spinach as you like, nibble on rice cakes all day, if it helps, or pick at lettuce leaves and sunflower
         seeds in an attempt to satiate the insatiable. Some of these programmes positively encourage overeating, with days when you can eat as much as you like as long as you stick to certain foods. They go as far as to exhort
         you to pile your plate with as much as you want.
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      What neither of these approaches addresses is the question of why we overeat and how we can stop. Not just for a few weeks or months, but for good. Relying on willpower or simply replacing
         overeating chocolate with overeating carrots is not the answer. The sad reality is that the diets pave the way to overeating.
         Whatever diet we choose, we spend so much time depriving ourselves of the food we really want that as soon as we give up dieting,
         we’re eating for Britain – overeating all those off-limits goodies and taking the brakes off … until the next diet.
     

      
      THE BEYOND TEMPTATION APPROACH

      
      In our first book Beyond Chocolate – How to stop yo-yo dieting and lose weight for good (2006), we wrote about our own experiences as women who had struggled with our weight for years. We shared our
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      READY, STEADY, GO!
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