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“Rinnavation is, simply put, about looking your best, feeling your best, and doing your best, at every age and stage of life.”

—Lisa Rinna

From award-winning actress, TV host, and Dancing with the Stars alumni Lisa Rinna comes the perfect companion for your best health, fitness, beauty, life, and love—featuring Lisa’s insider secrets:

The “Fit Into Your Skinny Jeans by Friday” Plan—a 7-day detox diet

The “Red Carpet-Ready” Routine—a complete 3-week beauty regimen

The “Quick-Fix” Workout—the fast way to tackle problem areas

The “Must-Have” Foods—for fabulous hair and glowing skin

The “Truth” about Cosmetic Surgery—and so much more!

Filled with professional tips for your body, mind, and spirit, as well as some sexy tricks to spice up your marriage, Lisa’s entertaining all-in-one guide is a total revelation.

It’s Rinnavation !



Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.



Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP




Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.





[image: Images]



NOTE TO READERS

This publication contains the opinions and ideas of its author. It is intended to provide helpful and informative material on the subjects addressed in the publication. It is sold with the understanding that the author and publisher are not engaged in rendering medical, health, fitness, or any other kind of personal professional services in the book. The reader should consult his or her medical, health, or other competent professional before adopting any of the suggestions in this book or drawing inferences from it.

In addition, this book sometimes recommends particular products for your reference. Unless otherwise indicated in the text, the author is not affiliated in any way with such products or the companies that produce them. In all instances, bear in mind that there are products other than those recommended here that you may find useful.

The author and publisher specifically disclaim all responsibility for any liability, loss, or risk, personal or otherwise, which is incurred as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and application of any of the contents of this book.


To my angels, Delilah and Amelia.

This is for you! Thank you for showing me the way.
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FOREWORD


BY HARRY HAMLIN
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The summer of 1992 was momentous for me. My mother died in early July, my wife ran off with a pop singer in mid-July, and I met Lisa Deanne Rinna in late July. It was not the kind of July I was used to.

I remember clearly the emotional impact of each of those events. The first two caused fairly predictable reactions—I grieved for my mother and was saddened and enraged by my wife’s behavior. But sooner or later all our parents pass on and, sooner or later, if you marry a certain kind of person, they’re going to run off. It was meeting Lisa that was most astonishing.

We met on a balmy night at one of Wolfgang Puck’s smaller trattorias, high up in the hills of Bel Air. I was commiserating with a friend over a glass of pinot noir about the demise of my yearlong marriage, when a pretty brunette in jeans and a T-shirt strolled up to our table and handed a set of keys to my friend. I stood; I heard my friend introduce her as “Lisa Renneau,” the night salesgirl at his eyeglass store, which was next door to the restaurant. She had closed up and was returning the keys.

I was vaguely annoyed that our conversation—a lengthy diatribe by me about the horrible month I was having—had been interrupted, and I just wanted her to go away so I could get back to “poor me.” But as I shook her hand, I looked into her eyes and saw something that took my breath away. It was a kind of openness or willingness unobscured by any social mask or preening—an authenticity rare in the Hollywood ether. Her eyes said, “Here I am; what you see is what you get.”

Now, at that moment the last thing on my mind was romance and, given the fact that I was an emotional wreck, the thought of having any real feelings for another woman was out of the question; but I was smitten and I couldn’t help myself. I asked the night salesgirl with the exotic French name to join us.

She sat down and began to tell us about her experience seeing Cirque du Soleil, the new traveling acrobatic extravaganza from Canada that was the talk of the town. She described in detail, practically squealing from excitement, the various acts, and kept going on about how sexy it all was. Between that first look, her exotic French name, and her obsession with how sexy the circus was, I was hooked. Later that night, in the parking lot of the restaurant, I told my friend that I had found Lisa enchanting and that I was surprised, given my current emotional state, that I could have any feelings at all for another woman. I told him that if I were a single man, I would like to see her again.

And see her again I did. A few weeks later, after I had filed for divorce, I called her up on a weeknight and asked if she would join me for dinner in an hour at my favorite Italian joint in Brentwood. I knew it was a long shot. Most girls were following the dating “advice” of other women (that would later be set forth in a book called The Rules), and were turning down any invitation from a man unless the date was at least three days away. But Lisa was “game,” and one hour later she showed up in a T-shirt and jeans at Toscana for our first date. I asked about her French heritage and was informed that she was of Italian descent, that her name was Rinna, not Renneau, and that she did not hail from Saint Tropez but from a little-known small town in Oregon. I was only a little disappointed by that and remained optimistic, but still the date didn’t go as well as I had hoped. Despite the fact that our waiter kept telling us in a thick Italian accent that we were destined to be together, our conversation was stilted. Then, after dinner in the parking lot as we said goodbye, I went in for the obligatory first date kiss, and it was a disaster—the kiss of death . . . nothing . . . nada . . . niente. I was definitely disappointed to say the least, and went home thinking that I would never find romance again.

Six months later, with another divorce behind me, I was once again a single man and I couldn’t get Lisa out of my mind. By then, things had changed pretty radically in Lisa’s life. No longer was she the night salesgirl at an eyeglass store; she had landed a plum role on the daytime soap Days of Our Lives. I’d forgotten about the rotten kiss, and it was the look, that first look, that I kept coming back to. I became obsessed. I called her every day trying to get some positive feedback, some hint that there might be a crack in the door. What was it about that look?

I called her up over the holidays and invited her to join me and my son on a ski trip in Colorado. This time she was not “game,” and rightly so. What was I thinking? What, she’s going to drop everything and fly to Colorado on the spur of the moment to hang out with a guy she doesn’t know and his thirteen-year-old son?

I think that my respect for her went through the roof the more she rebuffed my advances; but clearly, as history shows, she eventually relented and we came together and have stayed together for sixteen years.

So what is it about little Lisa Rinna from Medford, Oregon, that put such a spell on me? I’ve gone back and thought about that first “look,” and I’ve watched her for sixteen years and I think I know what it is. She’s “game.” The Oxford English Dictionary has this to say about Lisa’s variety of the word “game”: Game / a. 1. Like a gamecock: Full of fight: spirited, plucky. 2. Having the necessary will for, to do: ready and willing.

Cockfighting aside, she certainly is spirited, plucky, and full of fight, and that is what keeps me glued to her proverbial screen every single day. Lisa is totally willing to put herself out there, and she is totally committed to getting to the bottom of anything she decides to explore. She is absolutely committed once she decides to focus on something. Here’s an example: Not long after we started seeing each other in earnest, we went to Hawaii for a three-day vacation. I’ve been an avid scuba diver since I was a teenager, and I asked if she wanted to try it. After a three-hour course in the hotel swimming pool, the instructor took us out on a shore dive to fifty feet. Lisa seemed to be doing fine and seemed to be enjoying herself. A lot of people get freaked out on their first dive to fifty feet. Suddenly, the instructor plucked an octopus from a crevice in some coral and put the darned thing over his face. It covered his mask and the tentacles wrapped around his neck! Even I, an old salty diver, was creeped out. He took the creature off his face and handed it to Lisa. I thought she would be having a cow about then, but no—she took the octopus and held it up to her face mask and that critter wrapped its two-foot-long tentacles around her head and neck in a split second.

Now just imagine . . . you’ve never dived underwater with a tank before, you’re with a man you hardly know and a scuba instructor you’ve known for four hours, and you’re at the bottom of the ocean with an octopus wrapped around your head. Anyone else would have drowned in their own vomit, but I could see Lisa smiling as we looked on. Now that’s what I call “game”! Thus began a parade of “game” moments that have kept me in awe of her for sixteen years; from convincing Hugh Hefner that he needed to do a nude pictorial of a pregnant woman in her third trimester, to suiting up and conquering Dancing with the Stars, to many more moments in between.

Now Lisa’s embarking on a new career as an inspirational author, speaker, and exercise guru. And why not? Because she is “game,” Lisa has explored practically every exercise regime, diet plan, and spiritual path to self-evolution known to man. Since I’ve known her, she’s studied everything from the Course in Miracles to Eckhart Tolle to Kaballah, and much more. She’s mastered Tae Bo, yoga, pole dancing, and ballroom dancing, while keeping up a steady routine of working out in the gym, spinning, and aerobics. That makes me a lucky guy for sure. Make no mistake, we have worked hard on our relationship and that’s what it takes to create a good marriage; but it requires willingness from both people to make that work pay off. And that’s what I saw in Lisa Rinna on that first balmy night in July of ’92. I saw willingness. Now I call it “game,” because even though a marriage requires work, it also has to be fun. And so we work at it, and we play at it, and still, little Lisa Rinna from Medford, Oregon, never ceases to surprise me. My guess is, as you read on, she’ll surprise you too!
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INTRODUCTION
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I stood in my bedroom, naked, and looking in the mirror. It was not a pretty sight. I was thirty-eight years old, and had given birth to my second daughter the previous year. Despite a bout of soul-crushing postpartum depression (my second), I had managed to lose the thirty pounds I had gained, and my body was almost back to its pre-baby shape. But after breast-feeding two babies, my breasts hung from my chest like two pathetic, deflated balloons, and I felt about as sexual as a coat rack.

I hated looking in the mirror (not a healthy trait in anyone, let alone an actress). I felt unattractive, dried up, dead. My sex life with my husband was practically nonexistent, but after ten years together and two kids, whose wasn’t? That was what I told myself. I blamed it on our busy schedules, or the lingering effects of postpartum depression, but deep down I knew I was fooling myself. It was me—plain and simple. I didn’t feel good about myself, and I transferred these feelings to my family, my marriage, my sex life, and my career (or in those days, the lack of one). I had been let go from my second stint on the soap opera Days of Our Lives the year before, after a two-year run on Melrose Place. To say I was in a rut was an understatement. I had set up camp there.

What had happened to me? I had what most people would kill for—a fabulous husband and soul mate, two exquisite daughters, a home in Beverly Hills, the career I had always dreamed of (current dry spell notwithstanding), and I was in good physical shape. I wondered if there was something in my genes that prevented me from appreciating what I had. Truth be told, despite my sunny exterior, I had never been a “happy” person. Throughout my twenties and thirties, I always carried a vague feeling of unease, the sense that something was missing. In the business I’m in, feeling insecure at times is part of the deal, but I’m pretty sure I would have felt the same way had I still been living anonymously, outside of Hollywood.

It’s not as if I was a stranger to obstacles. Growing up in the small town of Medford, Oregon, I visibly stood out. I was different. With my dark olive skin and dark brown hair, I didn’t look like anyone else. I fought for everything I got. But if I was passionate about something, nothing stood in my way. And even as a little girl, I dreamed of being a star. My parents always told me that I could do anything, and I believed them. My goal was to get out of Oregon and be somebody. For twenty years, I persevered, pushing through rejection and tough times. My faith never faltered.

Over the years, in my quest for the key to true happiness, I’ve read a library’s worth of self-help books, starting with The Power of Positive Thinking and The Road Less Traveled. I have explored various spiritual practices. I saw a therapist for eleven years, long after the relationship had served its usefulness. Yet I never found the key.

I knew my problems were small compared to the problems of millions of others. But you can only walk in the shoes you’re in, and these shoes weren’t just hurting me; they were affecting my marriage and my family. How could I take care of them if I couldn’t take care of myself ? What kind of example was I setting for my daughters?

I had to admit to myself that the funk was largely all my own doing; that I was the problem. I’ve always been one who believes that if you can identify the problem, you can fix it. Or alternatively you can stick your head in the sand and vainly hope it will go away. Obviously, it wasn’t going to go away on its own.

Finally, my “never quit” gene kicked in. I realized I had to fix myself first, and then I’d be able to tackle the rest of the dissatisfaction in my life. And where, you ask, did I start? By learning how to give a lap dance! Yes, a lap dancing class changed my life—it reconnected me to my sexuality and forced me to let go of my inhibitions. I got my mojo back and then some, and my husband got the old (along with the new and improved) Lisa back. Suddenly I was no longer self-conscious about my body. I picked up some new bedroom tricks, and dusted off some oldies but goodies (much, much more on this in the sex chapter). Needless to say, we were both pretty happy campers.

I discovered that I had the power to change anything in my life. Instead of sitting around feeling sorry for myself, and potentially losing my husband, I did something about it. This was the first step in renewing the life I wanted, one in which I looked and felt my best.

Also around that time, a lifetime of reading self-help books finally clicked. Reading The Secret was an important key. Even though I was familiar with many versions of its core philosophies, this time I was ready for the message and really embraced it. As the Buddhists say, “When the student is ready, the teacher will appear.” I learned that all our thoughts are really just self-fulfilling prophecies. It didn’t matter what I did, it was how I felt and thought about it. The negative self-talk and thoughts I had engaged in most of my life were what had been holding me back. Simplistic as this may sound, allowing myself to be open and consciously trying to stay positive all the time and be proactive worked for me big-time. I felt confident, in control, and lo and behold, happy for the first time in my life. Now I know this might sound too easy, but trust me, it’s work and you have to be diligent.

I had experienced what I call a Rinnavation, a way to make a change and reboot my life by opening myself up to new possibilities, opportunities, and experiences. A Rinnavation is when you realize you want to change your life and you’re committed to making it happen. It can start with a baby step, like taking a five-minute walk every day to kick-start an exercise routine, or a leap, like starting a business. Regardless of how you choose to embark on your own Rinnavation, the root cause is always the same—you acknowledge that something is a little (or a lot) off in your life, and you resolve to do something to start pulling yourself up out of the rut.

Rinnavation is, simply put, about looking your best, feeling your best, and doing your best, at every age and stage of life. We all have times in our lives when we feel just the opposite. You’ve packed on a few pounds, your social life is nonexistent, you hate your job, or something you can’t even put your finger on is holding you back. I am a firm believer in action when this happens—whenever I have hit a roadblock in my life, doing something, anything, gets me on track to finding the solution. After all, you can’t hit a moving target. And whether it is diet or exercise, starting a beauty routine, or changing your hairstyle, sometimes the littlest thing can make a huge difference. Even just by changing your thoughts, you can change your life. The key is, the change always starts with a positive outlook—sure, something isn’t quite clicking, but you’re going to start fixing it right now—and it often leads to much more than you originally set out to accomplish.

Getting my mojo back was just the beginning of a domino effect. I opened my first Belle Gray store in 2002 and then expanded to a second location in 2004. I was offered Dancing with the Stars in 2006. The following year, I starred in Chicago on Broadway. Who would have ever thought? I had never sung or danced professionally in my life! That same year, I was hired as the red-carpet commentator for the TV Guide Network. Since then I never look back. I look forward to every day because I have put my goals out there into the universe, and keep reaching for them. I’m always looking for the next Rinnavation.

I’ve never publicly discussed many of the personal details you’ll read in the pages to follow. I’m sharing them with you now because the process of writing this book made me realize that all of these things—the good and the bad—are pieces of the puzzle, my puzzle, and I had to lay out all the pieces in order to see the bigger picture and what would work for me. Don’t worry—I won’t be getting all New Age on you. Positive thinking alone can’t make you lose weight and get fit, nor will it give you a great haircut or fabulous style. These are the other pieces of the puzzle, but everything’s connected. To look great you have to feel great, and vice versa. I’ve spent decades experimenting with every beauty, diet, exercise, and fashion regimen there is. What I’ve learned could fill a library (and what I’ve spent experimenting could sustain an entire bank). Since you probably barely have time to read this book, I have distilled just the best stuff, enough to get you on track for your own Rinnavation.

You may be seeking to revamp your appearance through diet, exercise, or a new beauty routine. I’ve been there. It is part of my job to look good at all times whether I like it or not, and this is especially true when I am in front of the camera. But I don’t wake up every morning looking red-carpet ready. Far from it! Sometimes my face looks like a pizza because I have so many zits, I feel bloated, or my skin looks less than sun-kissed. Through the years, I’ve perfected the secrets to looking my best in the least amount of time—I’ve had to in order to survive in this business! I’ve culled information from the top hair stylists, makeup artists, exercise gurus, doctors, and fashion stylists, and I’m ready to pass it along. I’ve been so lucky to work with amazing people, but the truth is that anyone can do these, without a team of experts, and with minimal cost and time.

You might be trying to refocus your life on something you love. I know what that’s like, too. Over the years, through will and necessity, I’ve learned to make my personal passions the driving forces of my life: fashion, fitness, marriage, sex, motherhood, dancing, and spirituality. Realizing these passions in the first place is what keeps me focused and motivated. Fortunately, I have been able to channel these passions, both personally and professionally, into things that are real and lasting, and very satisfying. For example, I took my passion for clothes and my addiction to shopping and opened my boutique line, Belle Gray, with my husband, Harry (who built the stores with his bare hands, I might add!).
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I know firsthand that women have just too few hours in the day and that in the hectic whirlwind of our lives, looking fabulous is usually way down on the list of priorities. Who ever has enough time to accomplish everything they set out to do in a day? Getting the kids fed and to school on time is where the energy and precious minutes tend to go. But then, suddenly, something comes along that forces you to make the time to focus on yourself. Whether it’s your high school reunion, your wedding (or someone else’s), or fitting into those skinny jeans for the weekend, you need to look your best—fast.

Believe it or not, it is possible to make a real transformation in as little as a week. Many of my tricks are trompe l’oeil—little things that trick the eye into making you look thinner, fitter, more glowing. I will guide you step by step, from day one to day seven. I have tried hundreds of these strategies over the years and have learned which ones work, which ones don’t work, and most importantly, which ones work quickly. I have included only the ones I know are the best—the most effective and the fastest.

Whenever I meet someone new, they unfailingly ask me one of three questions (sometimes all three!). In no particular order, they are: Who cuts your hair? How do you keep your body looking like that? How do you balance it all? Answering these questions was the original impetus for writing this book. Now, I am no expert, but I wanted to share my secrets for looking great, feeling great, and doing great. But a funny thing happened along the way. As I started writing the book, I began flashing back on my life and experiences, and I started seeing patterns in my life that I had never noticed before. I could track my evolution through the decades, through the exercise, fashion, and relationships I was involved in at the time. A lot of it wasn’t pretty, but at the end of the day, I was proud of how far I’d come, and grateful for both my triumphs and my failures. It all made me who I am today, and I don’t regret any of it. I can honestly say that I’m enjoying the best time of my life—professionally, personally, physically, sexually, and emotionally. Hey, it only took four decades! But it’s never too late to start working toward your best life.

I’ll give you tips to help you transform yourself so you can look and feel great, sometimes in a very short amount of time; but this is more than just a quick fix, a “how to get into your skinny jeans by Friday” kind of book. Yes, that’s part of it, but there is a far bigger message. I often joke that I am on a mission—to help women get out of their comfort zones, to take a risk, to experience their own “Dancing with the Stars moment.” I see women who are overweight, or out of shape, who seem to have given up. A lot of this stems from the fact that we women don’t take time for ourselves. We are constantly only doing for others at our jobs and at home. We don’t feel entitled to do things just for ourselves. Often that leads us into a big rut. I firmly believe that anyone can change their lives for the better, and it needn’t be something major. Remember, we are multitaskers extraordinaire. We can do anything. And even the smallest change can take you in the right direction toward your own Rinnavation. You just have to make up your mind to make it happen. Whether it’s taking a walk around the block, spicing up your sex life, or having a spa day with your girlfriends, it’s about doing something just for you. You might feel a little guilty at first, but you will find that these little changes will benefit everyone around you. You can’t make others feel good if you don’t feel good about yourself. I really believe it is that basic.

It’s all about doing what you need to do to be your best self. We have to be realistic and work with what we have. Let’s face it, none of us will ever have Pamela Anderson’s body or Angelina Jolie’s face. But if you really work with what you have, you’ll be amazed at how you look and feel, and how others respond to you.

The tips and routines in this book are easy to do, because if it’s too hard you won’t do it. And I will save you from many mistakes by sharing some of my blunders. You can cherry-pick the things that appeal to you and leave the rest. If you hate exercise, start with a few diet and beauty tips. One baby step at a time. If it feels good, take another step. If it doesn’t, take a step back, and try something else—a different hairstyle or a new outfit. Have fun with it—what’s the worst that can happen?

As you begin your transformation, try not to over-think it. It’s easy to come up with all the reasons not to do something—no time, no money, no willpower—but it’s just as easy to get up and do it. What are you waiting for?
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Harry and me, 1992.






CHAPTER ONE




HEALTH INSIDE OUT
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I’ve never been a dieter. Because I exercise regularly, and eat small portions of healthy foods throughout the day, I never have a lot of extra pounds to lose. But when I was pregnant with my first daughter, Delilah, I packed on thirty-two pounds, and after I gave birth, they weren’t coming off as fast as I would have liked. All the rage then was the Atkins diet, and it sounded easy enough: eat huge portions of meat and other proteins. I threw myself into the diet, like I do everything else, gorging on pork rinds, forty-ounce steaks, and heavy cream.
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