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t 'go until my sister’s wedding and I’m the
size of a house. Forget How To Lose 10lb In Two Weeks.
1 could write a book entitled How To'Gain A Stone In

‘seem to get a grip on my overeating
(and my under exercising) at all. What is worse, I have
three weeks to go until my holiday.

I haven't got on the scales, but I don’t need to. I am bursting out of all my
clothes and developing rolls of fat where Ididn’t have them before I have to be
honest, it doesn't feel good. I quite being a size 16. But creep%:p toan -
18, or even 20, is getting into uneomfortable territory, especially eat.

With these extra. curves, I have rather s for this season’s must-have
dress: The Maxi. They always look so good on the hanger, and the fact they are

floor length means there’s no need to
worry about pasty, untoned gorilla legs.
So, it was with great excltemems bhat I
pslipped on a maxi from .ngsaw the other
oping to emergg
desi First impressio;

tually are.
The tiered styles are very

- 1 looked

onme I guess you have to be super sim

r&l;]l that off — and even then you'd
bly look five months pregnant.
Dontgetmewrong B]%)e girls can wear a
maxi dress, buf the right one.
The rules t0 follow are: the heavier the
fabric and wider the straps, the better.
The odd ruffle to distract the eye is fine,
but be wary of bold prints. Some work.
Some will make you look (and feel) huge.
Out of the ten maxi dresses I tried on in
Jigsaw, only three had potential. The red
silk ribbon neckline maxi (£99) was nice,
but would have to be worn with spanx, as
ss showed every lump and bump.
The colourful Zanzibar maxi (£145) in
pure linen was surprlsxngly flattering if a
httl; too revea.lmg m the cleavage area.

€ t fabric.

For those who need to go a bit bigger
than size 16, Curvety.com is bound to
have somethmg Thereis a grt%at range3gf

. u

Jbeaded maxx in wine (£90),

intoa
Bedouin
~ tent

In the evenmg and at weekends, I ha e
been wearing the white coconut flow
(£35), which is a bit Woodstock chie.

The blue Medici tunic (£49), with its
'wels and beads hand-stitched on to the
toman neckline, is divine.

~ For those unpredictable British summer

evenlngs when it suddenly gef.s c&l{;is)l

the Anniston

by U.S. label Kiyonna, are a

and cover what needs covering.
One of my favourites is the nip tuck

Yummie Tummie black maxi (£105,

ummietummie.com), which has a

uilt-in body-shaping slip.

bye jelly belly and lumpy le; g&

Hello gorgeous curves. I

almost look slim in it. Wh

2 maxi works, it gives you a

ofbiggrlmaxlsmthe more |

prollts

which looks glam and is quxte ‘warm.
'To finish the look, 'm on the hunt for
comfortable open-toe shoes. I can’t do
_ flats wgth no :;:ushldc; o hg .
uper-tren ey may be,
but I need a bit of suj

L) and the French
L4 Dy Mephistos takes the
fu Jesus sandal to
' another level, adding
bouncy high-tech
soles. These beauties
make tired feet a thing

PRGNl Fashion retailer ASOS says [Fsrdsin
Scholz (annascholz.com). | ieicie neeisiiiiisiocs | The coolest designs

The lovely fabric glides and
and bottom. The cut ni

helped drive up UK are the Hatty (£59.95) in

black or silver with a

smooths over your boobs sales by 25 per cent in Jowelencristed oo Hig
shoesti

your in, with no need for
control pants. It’s my greatest
‘hope for my sister’s wed
When it’s as hot as it has been lately,
you want cool clothes. Another option is
a kaftan, but I've never been a big fan.
They generally aren’t smart enough for
‘work. Tunic tops are far better, as you can
dress them up or down.-And I have
discovered a great C%J e from a new label
lomenLikeUsClothing.com set up
€ and former Monsoon
and Per Una demgner Judith Clutterbuck.
Evel and generously
cut co]lectlon (sizes go up to a 22) is
1100 per cent cotton and I’m already afan.

recent weeks

nternational.co.uk)
or the classic style whmh are -

‘unbelievably comfor
The gold Cobra (£49 95) are

gorge:
Even thoggh T'm a bit heavy at the

moment, it’s a comfort to know not
everyone sees me that way. I’ve been
chatted up a few times. I'm not
complaining — in fact, I have my eye on a
man at work who I keep seeing in the Lift.

I don’t know his name — yet — but
among my colleagues he is known as Mr
Muscle. And he’s not wearing a wedding
ring. So here’s hoping T'll be wearlng my
magnificent maxitoa date.




