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This is a recollection about a certain time in our lives. The names of some characters have been changed, and some are composites of various people, experiences, and conversations we’ve had with them. If you think that’s wrong or unfair, you may change your mind after reading what we have to say. We wrote this book to reveal what makes our great marriage work—not to make people from our past cringe. This is an ode to love, after all.
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If the grass looks greener on the other side,
it’s because they take care of it.

—CECIL SELIG
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Why a Couple Like Us Wrote a Book Like This

If you’re anything like we are, your heart gets warm and fuzzy when you meet a married couple who’s madly in love. What’s more endearing than watching a husband subtly reach for his wife’s hand as she tells a story, or a wife smile at her husband as they share an inside joke? Their energy is palpable to those around them. And as outsiders, we don’t exactly know what makes these great marriages work, but we do imagine they’re hoarding all the good secrets to themselves.

Well, somehow we’ve managed to convince a lot of people that we’re one of these lucky couples. Maybe it’s the way we gush about each other’s accomplishments at dinner with peers and loved ones, or banter like best friends with benefits on our reality show Giuliana & Bill. Having good chemistry probably doesn’t hurt, either. But all that said, we’re here to tell you that our marriage isn’t the result of discovering the truth behind a mystery we can’t wait to share with the world. No, it’s much simpler than that. Our marital success stems from small but significant efforts we’ve made to improve our relationship, starting as far back as our first date. The result is a bond built on a foundation of shared values that allow our marriage to thrive.

Call us old-fashioned, but we’ve learned that tried-and-true basics, similar to what our grandparents looked to for guidance, are what work in today’s world, too. For instance, we’re kind to each other, have fun, and laugh a lot. We’ve learned how to diffuse tension before fights become explosive, and we lean on friends, family, and God for support when we need to call in backup. We also know how to forgive and forget. We do our best to trust each other, try not to tell white lies, and deal with money and housework issues in a way that feels fair. We have delicious sex as often as we can. We try new and different things to keep our relationship fresh, and we honor our commitment every single day. We talk (but not too much) about what matters in between, and we’ve come to discover that marriage isn’t about “work” as the saying goes, but “effort.” As a result our marriage is healthier today than when we first said, “I do.”

When we first met, we had no idea we were in for such a whirlwind romance. As would soon become a running theme in our relationship, this initial encounter was full of ridiculousness.

Giuliana: I first fell hard for Bill when he won The Apprentice, though we didn’t officially meet until two years later when I’d overheard in the E! News newsroom that we were shooting an interview with him. He was doing charity work in Santa Monica for the Boys and Girls Club, which offers positive programs and services to underprivileged kids, and we wanted to cover the details to support the cause. My assignment manager, Maureen, was about to give the story away to a junior reporter, but I immediately elbowed my way to the front of the line. I knew from watching Bill on TV that he was a catch, and I wanted a shot at this hottie with a body.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa,” I said to Maureen. “What’s this about a shoot with Bill Rancic?” Maureen gave me all the details, and said that she didn’t ask me to cover the event because I was busy anchoring at the time, and the interview was an afterhours gig forty minutes from the studio. “Well, I do want to get involved in more charity work,” I told her. She threw me a knowing smirk (I later found out that she also had a crush on Bill) and then gave me the assignment. I ran to the bathroom to touch up my makeup.

Just before leaving for the interview, I did some quick investigative research on Bill by Googling three words: “Bill Rancic girlfriend.” You better believe I did, but not only for the reason you think. Sure, I wanted to know if Bill was available for my own single girl purposes, but if you’ve ever seen my interviews, I love to get personal with my subjects … and the more intimate the questions, the more memorable the Q&A.

As I clicked the “Search” button, I secretly hoped that nothing would pop up about Bill’s love life, but something did. A few gossip blogs reported that he’d been dating a producer in New York City for the past few months. This seriously bummed me out, since my motivation for doing the interview wasn’t entirely professional. But with an hour before the shoot, it was too late to squirm out of the assignment, so when I finally sat down with Bill, I remember copping an attitude with my tone and body language. My arms were crossed, and my voice sounded indifferent, even though all I could think was, “Damn, this guy is gorgeous!” After a series of questions about boys, girls, and clubs, I prepared to dash the hopes of single women like me. Donald Trump had just had a son and seemed very settled and content with his beautiful wife Melania, so it seemed like the perfect segue to get my viewers the scoop on Bill and that chick in NYC.

“So, are you going to settle down soon with your girlfriend?” I asked him, while simultaneously planning how to act shocked when he told me about the producer. Instead, Bill surprised me. “My girlfriend?” he asked. “We broke up.” My heart skipped a beat, and my cheeks got rosy. I was excited. “Really?” I asked, as I unfolded my arms and leaned-in closer to Bill. “Do you plan to settle down, eventually?” Bill turned on the charm. “I’m holding out,” he said. And when I asked him what for, he said, “I’m holding out for you.”

I nearly swallowed my Trident. We both laughed nervously since we weren’t sure what would come next. I couldn’t tell whether Bill wanted to woo our TV audience or me, but it really didn’t matter. We ended up hanging out for an hour once the cameras were off, and we just couldn’t stop talking. We covered everything that mattered—our families, our hometowns, our exercise habits, you name it. And at the end of the conversation, I thought, OK, that was fun. But I guess this isn’t going anywhere, since he’s not asking me out. I told Bill I needed to leave, but as I walked to my car, I heard him call my name. “Giuliana?” he yelled, and I thought, Ah-ha! Here it comes. He’s going to ask me to grab a beer. But when I turned around, he hit me with an unusual request. “Want to go for a run sometime?”

Now, I don’t know how they do it in the Midwest, but when the women of Los Angeles go out with a handsome stranger for the first time, we prefer dim lighting, alcohol, high heels, and plenty of makeup. Why would I ever want to meet Bill at ten a.m. wearing unflattering spandex, a clean face, and my hair in a ponytail?

“Or … we could grab drinks or dinner?” I suggested. “That would be great, too,” Bill said. So we exchanged numbers, went out the next week, and by the third date we began planning our future together. “So what are you doing in two months?” we’d ask each other during marathon phone calls late at night. “I have a trip to New Zealand,” Bill would say. “Maybe if we’re still together, you’ll come.” And then I’d say, “OK. Well, I have a premiere in New York in three months, so maybe if we’re still together, you’ll come with me to that?”

For me, it was love at first interview—though I can say for a fact that I fell for Bill while watching him every week on The Apprentice. Bill never tuned-in to E! News because he doesn’t care who Gerard Butler is banging from week to week, but I liked having the advantage. I was already impressed with Bill’s character from the way he won Trump’s competition with utmost class. Actually, a lot of what I needed to know about my future husband I learned from watching The Apprentice. For instance, Bill didn’t backstab, and he was intelligent, funny, and business-savvy on that show. He also looked hot in a two-piece suit. Bill’s too sensible to say that he fell in love with me at first sight, but he’ll be the first to admit that what turned his head was that I made him laugh and seemed very authentic, like him. Those were important qualities to Bill.

From that point on, our long-distance relationship managed to move at breakneck speed—everywhere, we should say, but in the bedroom. Since we lived in two different cities (Bill in Chicago and Giuliana in L.A.), we were careful to build intimacy and anticipation slowly, since establishing a relationship based on shared values was our biggest priority, even back then. We didn’t even kiss until our third date, and we didn’t take things further, if you know what we mean, until several months later. We were intent on pacing our relationship and were respectful of each other’s timelines and hesitations. We only took steps forward when it felt right, and maybe a little serendipitous, including the first time we said, “I love you.”

Bill: Three months after we met, I flew to New York City to escort Giuliana to the Gracie Awards, which recognizes successful women in the media, where she was a presenter. We walked the red carpet together for the first time, and had a blast schmoozing the night away. We met Giuliana’s sister Monica and her husband B.Z. for dinner after, and I was impressed with how warm and comfortable they were with me and how much fun they had with Giuliana. Monica is Giuliana’s best friend, which was endearingly obvious, as Monica told me hilarious stories about how frugal Giuliana was as a kid and how close they are as a family—both of which were music to my ears. Lying in bed with Giuliana that night, I was so excited about our relationship that I wanted to tell her how much she meant to me. I told her I loved her for the first time and she said she loved me, too.

Eight months after we met, I repeated those same three words to her when I asked her to marry me while flying over Chicago in a private helicopter, and then nine months later when we were joined as husband and wife in Capri. Long-distance dating and marriage have certainly had its challenges, but I wouldn’t trade the course of our relationship for the world.

Cut to today, and we feel more deeply in love than when we first met, mostly because our passion is joined by a sense a security and calm that reminds us that “home” is where we are. A big part of our dynamic, too, is our shared desire to lead a “normal” life, even if our long-distance and public relationship seems unconventional. When you live among crazy entertainment types the way we do, we count our blessings every day that we found each other. It’s rare to meet, and then marry, someone who shares our traditional values and down-to-earth priorities in Hollywood. Bad plane food and expensive phone bills are the price we’re happy to pay to have each other.

As Bill likes to say, “Marriage is the one choice that will impact every decision you’ll make for the rest of your life.” And so far, he’s been right: each day reminds us that we made the right choice, because knowing each other makes us better people. Giuliana’s brought a sense of ease and humor to our lives, with a free-spirited, live-for-today attitude; and Bill enforces empathy, boundaries, and pragmatism every moment he gets. We listen, laugh, and learn from each other’s quirks, always focusing on our partnership. Is this a radical approach to marriage? Not really. But when our priorities are put into action, day after day, the result changes our lives.

What does all this mean to you? In the following pages, you’ll read about the experiences we’ve had, and the lessons we’ve learned, that influence and make up the amazing marriage we have today. We’ve broken this book down by some of the bigger themes that have always run throughout our relationship—such as money, honesty, commitment, communication, and so on—so you can zero-in on the topics you’re most interested in. We even talk about food and gift-giving here, since they play a fun role in creating memories but can also cause couples stress. And just so we don’t sound like we’re talking entirely out our tush, we’ve grounded some of our thoughts in research about happy unions. We hope the end result paints a clear, amusing, and helpful picture of what our loving marriage looks like.

So pour yourself a glass of wine, cuddle-up next to your honey, and promise that if you have a laugh at our expense, you’ll try to learn something, too. We hope this book urges you to highlight and share the better parts with friends, and even read a few sections aloud to your spouse. We think everyone’s marriage has the potential to be the type that others notice and admire. All you may need is a gentle nudge, from a couple that’s truly, madly, and hilariously in love.
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1 Baby, You’re So Money

Without a doubt, money conversations are one of the shakiest topics that come up in any marriage (again and again). We love shiny new things as much as the next couple, but problems creep up when we don’t see eye-to-eye on our spending habits. In fact, the most common reasons we argue over money are less about the actual cash, and more about what the green stuff means. What a change from when we were single and only accountable to ourselves.…

We can totally relate when we hear that research out of the University of Virginia finds that money evokes feelings of freedom, control, trust, security, and self-worth—and that these things can really impact how we think and feel about ourselves and our spouses. Money issues can cause us to question how compatible we feel with our partners, make us judge the way he/she handles money, and make us look for someone to blame when our bank account’s low or we’ve missed a cable bill payment. Though newer studies find that money is no longer the top reason for divorce, it still causes blow-outs and squabbles over incompatible spending habits, materialism, and consumer debt. When either one of us bitches about finances, just talking about the subject raises the stress level in our home. And the more time we spend arguing, the less time we spend together. On the flip side, when we have a solid and open understanding of the role money plays in our relationship, our financial confidence trickles into other areas of our life in a positive way. Suddenly, our sex life is better and our jobs feel more manageable! Which would you prefer to experience?


“The best money advice I ever got was from my dad. He said, ‘It’s not what you earn, it’s what you save.’ I live by those words.”—Bill



Now, by no means do we think money buys happiness, because we’ve met our share of miserable rich folks; and if anything, they remind us that it’s important to be grateful for your spouse and the life we share, even if there’s room for improvement. But we do suggest that the next time you sneak away to Barneys or Best Buy for a shopping spree, consider how your spending will affect your partner, plus the consequences it might have on the short- and long-term health of your marriage. Even before we said “I do,” both of us had money matters on the mind—though we had very different opinions on this touchy topic. Here’s how we found our way.

Bill: My friends and family all agree: money changes everything. And in most marriages, the subject of money can be the cause of some ugly conversations. It doesn’t matter if you’re liquid, live on credit, or thrive somewhere in between: When you decide to join your life and wallet with another person’s, there’s always the question of what’s fiscally mine, yours, and ours—and a lot of it’s based on what you earned before meeting each other and the assets acquired during and after. Nobody likes to talk about money, even if you’re rich, because in the big picture, it affects trust levels, not to mention how safe or free we feel in our relationship. So to me, it was really important to map out my money situation with Giuliana before we walked down the aisle together. It felt like a really wise and husbandy thing to do.

When couples get married in their early twenties, both the husband and wife are usually broke, so it doesn’t matter where they are financially. You grow together, and build your nest egg from the ground up. But when I married Giuliana, I was thirty-six and Giuliana was thirty-one, so our situation was a little different. I’d spent eight years slaving away, eighteen hours a day, building my company before I even knew Giuliana’s name. I had heard that one of the top things couples argue about is money, specifically debt, and it’s stressful on marriages. I wanted to make sure we had as little stress as possible in ours.


“The worst cash advice I ever got came from my brother Pasquale (who owns a red Ferrari and drives it wearing a red Ferrari tracksuit, Ferrari baseball cap, and red shoes): ‘Spend your money like it’s your last day on Earth.’ I love my bro, but Bill’s taught me it’s better to die with cash in the bank than live without a dime. PS: I don’t take Pasquale’s fashion advice, either.”—Giuliana



I spent three years working for Donald Trump after I won season one of The Apprentice. All day, and all night, our conversations were about how to protect and make money. So when Trump heard I was engaged, I shouldn’t have been too surprised when he called to offer his advice. The golden words? “Make sure you get a pre-nup.” Donald’s always been a good friend and mentor to me, so I was open to hearing him out.

Giuliana: Gee, lucky us …

Bill: I’d already thought about a pre-nup, and I even made jokes about it to Giuliana before we got engaged. “Hey, when we get married, we’ve got to sign a pre-nup—it’s part of the program,” I’d half-tease her. I thought it was a good idea to just keep things as clean, documented, and clearly defined as possible, and it helped to hear a happily married multibillionaire second that. When I spoke to Giuliana the night after I talked to Donald, I told her, “Trump says we should get a pre-nup”—and she said fine. Fine! So I researched a bunch of good lawyers and had an agreement drawn up by one of the best: a really good, trustworthy guy named David. The document basically stated that what I owned prior to September 1, 2007—the date we got married—was mine and what Giuliana owned prior to September 1, 2007 was hers. Everything from September 1 on would be part of the marriage and ours to share. It was pretty basic.

Giuliana: Wait, the pre-nup said all of that? I have to confess: I never read it. I gave it to, um, “my lawyer” to review. And by lawyer, I mean my older brother Pasquale, who sells plane parts to the military by day and is a classically trained opera singer by night. He’s always had strong opinions about my relationships, which is a nice way of saying he’s hated all my past boyfriends and threatened their lives if they ever hurt me, until Bill came along.

Bill: This is when I learned about the Neapolitan way. Especially in business, many Italians like to put things off as if they don’t exist, until they’re ready to deal with them on their watch. For five months, I asked Giuliana for feedback on the latest draft of the pre-nup, and for five months, she fed me excuses: My lawyer is out of town. I had to work the red carpet at the Oscars.…

Giuliana: When I mentioned the pre-nup to Pasquale, he was disgusted. The word pre-nup isn’t even in my family’s vocabulary: he never signed one, my sister never signed one, and my parents certainly didn’t sign one. To me, marriage is about becoming one—money, feelings, families. What’s mine is yours, what’s yours is mine. My brother feels the same way. So he was blunt about the document: “If Bill really loves you, he wouldn’t ask you to sign this. I didn’t ask my wife to sign a pre-nup.…”

Bill: Because he didn’t have anything when he got married at twenty-four!

Giuliana: Well, that’s true—he didn’t have much when he married my sister-in-law Nikki. But he sure had an opinion on the topic. “Italian men don’t give their women pre-nups, and Italian women sure as hell don’t sign them,” he said. “Tell your American husband to shove that pre-nup up his ass.” And that was basically the advice from my lawyer-slash-consigliere. I don’t think Bill asked his friends and family what they thought about asking me to sign that pre-nup, but maybe he should have.

Bill: My friends assumed I’d have one, but I don’t think my mom would have cared either way.

There’s Nothing Funny About Money

Giuliana: I have to admit that when Bill first brought up the idea of a pre-nup, I thought he might be joking around. I even joked that I’d sign the pre-nup if he put a fidelity clause in there about how much I’d get if he cheated, and a weight clause about how much he’d pay me if he put on fifty pounds of man boobs and a beer gut. Because we laughed about it so much, I guess part of me thought it would go away. It made me too upset to think that Bill would attach a dollar-and-cents value to our marriage. So we danced around the topic for a long time, or at least I did.

Bill: I wish Giuliana had been honest with me about how unhappy the papers made her before I dropped five grand on them in legal fees—I felt like a schmuck, and I lost money. And I didn’t think she was kidding about the fidelity clause, because it cost me another $1,200 to add it in!

Giuliana: Look, I’m not this Beverly Hills chick who spends her afternoons on Rodeo Drive. I work really hard, and I don’t spend money I don’t have … at least, I haven’t since my twenties. When a woman looks like a financial assassin who is gonna rob you blind, then a man should absolutely consider a pre-nup, but that was never me. If God forbid we broke up tomorrow, and Bill were to remarry some hoochie, I would definitely tell him to get a pre-nup because most women can’t be trusted with a fat wallet. But I knew I’d never screw him, and I knew he would never screw me. I just had that feeling, and it was enough for me. I didn’t need it on paper. I knew I could be trusted.

Bill: Let me tell you something: I’ve known Giuliana for four years, and if things broke badly in this relationship, she’d go for my throat. She would try to take me for every red cent I have and make sure I ended up homeless.

Giuliana: If Bill cheated on me or did something really awful like leave me for another woman, I would one hundred percent ruin his life and take him for all he’s worth, but this isn’t news to anyone who knows me. I’m a crazy Italian chick, so if my man wrongs me, I will absolutely take him to the cleaners and destroy him. That may sound harsh, but it’s better than what I would really want to do to Bill, which is chop his balls off and feed them to the lions at the zoo. (Actually, I’d never do that. I’d get thrown in jail and where would that leave me, except with a kick-ass True Hollywood Story?) Bottom line, I knew Bill was a good person because I dated a lot of dogs before him. I had faith in him and in us. He can’t fault me for that.

Bill: Aww, that’s sweet, honey. I think.

Giuliana: What really put the period on this issue for me is when I bumped into the world-famous financial guru Suze Orman at the Gracie Awards, in New York City. Suze was so sweet, even when she practically cornered me in the elevator. “I hear you’re getting married!” she said, and then: “You’re signing a pre-nup, right?” I told her about how Bill really wanted one and how I was hesitant to sign it. She started shaking her head furiously. “No, no, no. I’m talking about you giving him a pre-nup. What if you land The Today Show, or just start making more money? Your fame could explode! How will you protect yourself?” Bill had Trump on his team; Suze Orman was on mine: Team Blue vs. Team Pink. This was starting to feel like an episode of Celebrity Apprentice.

That night, I couldn’t sleep because, despite the well-intentioned advice that Suze gave me, the pre-nup still didn’t feel right to me for two big reasons. For one, I worried about how Bill’s mine-versus-yours point of view would play out in other financial aspects of our marriage. If we were going to divvy up what we had before we got hitched, how would we want to structure our money as husband and wife? I’m not a fan of having separate accounts—you pay for the kids’ tuition, I’ll cover family vacations. Does that ever work? I also didn’t want our marriage to get off to such a litigious, unromantic start. We may have been engaged, but we still didn’t know each other well enough at that point to be painfully honest about such explosive topics like how much we were or weren’t worth and how that might impact our hypothetical divorce!

In the end, I decided not to sign the papers, but I didn’t tell Bill right away. I continued to feel really awkward about the pre-nup topic and dodged it whenever I could. It was clear Bill felt weird badgering me about it, though he really wanted an answer. Looking back, I should have been more honest with him, but we don’t really talk about money in my family, so why would I start with Bill? To me, money is a by-product of working hard. It’s what you use to pay bills, fund dreams, and help out the people you care for. I didn’t see the point of hashing all this out with Bill, and I was a little afraid that if we did, we’d second guess whether we were really meant to be together if this was a big issue for him and not for me. I also wasn’t comfortable planning how our marriage would end before it began. The whole topic freaked me out.

Bill: So she waited until a week before our wedding to tell me she wouldn’t sign. At that point, it probably wouldn’t have even been valid because a lawyer could say she signed it under duress!

Giuliana: Hmmm, I never thought about that. When Bill called me for a final answer, I was just off a shoot and really stressed out. I didn’t tell him how sad it made me to think about life without him, that I found his need for financial structure to be totally unromantic, and that I was sorry for avoiding a topic that was really important to him.

Bill: No, she definitely didn’t say any of that. She just said, “Italians don’t sign pre-nups.”

Giuliana: Yeah, that was it.

Bill: It wasn’t quite the response I had hoped for, but I was relieved to finally get any response from Giuliana, and while I didn’t entirely buy her Italian excuse, I realized it was the closest thing I’d get to a straight answer from her. I didn’t want to be right or wrong, I just wanted us to be happy. It felt too frustrating to not connect the way we usually do, and I just wanted it to be over. You make sacrifices in marriage, and while this was something that I thought would be wise, it made Giuliana upset, so maybe it wasn’t the best idea after all. You don’t need a PhD in psychology to know that feeling this awkward before a wedding is no way to kick off a life together.

The pre-nup made me feel protected in case something went wrong, financially or otherwise. I never expected something to happen, but how could I know? Giuliana is a Hollywood girl, and everyone knows most Hollywood marriages don’t last. If I lost DePandi, plus all the money I’d worked for my whole life, it would have been too overwhelming for me. I’d be left with nothing, so I don’t think I acted so strange. I think every guy with a dime to his name has wondered whether a woman wants to be with him for his ability to buy her nice things or for the person he really is. Marriages can get messy when things go wrong, and I really believe you can eliminate a lot of future issues when you address problems before they happen. That was my goal with the pre-nup: to put a plan in place so I didn’t have to worry about how things might spiral out of control if Giuliana ran off with a scuba diving teacher. Or George Clooney.

Giuliana: I don’t scuba dive, since the ocean scares me. Seeing fish that close up is creepy, but Clooney, well, that’s another story.

I knew my love for Bill was deep and true. Come to think of it, I should have asked Bill to sign an emotional pre-nup. At their core, our concerns are mostly emotional, anyway. The stuff we really needed to feel good about before pledging our lives to each other were about trust, respect, and promising that neither of us will walk out when things get tough. If I could have an emotional pre-nup drafted, I’d also put something in about making an effort to do something nice for your spouse every day and having realistic expectations of what your partner can deliver—mostly for Rancic, not me. Bill surprises me with flowers and fills up my car with gas all the time. I love him so much for that; he’s really giving about the amount of energy he puts into our marriage. But I’m not nearly as generous that way, and it’s a flaw that I’m trying to fix. For instance, he thinks I’m a TV host during the day and a masseuse at night—and I repeatedly prove him wrong. He wants full-body massages almost every evening, but I give him certificates to a spa instead. I hate giving massages more than anything in this world. I have dainty hands, and they get very tired after two minutes.


Most expensive item in Giuliana’s closet: “Louis Vuitton suitcase ($3,000) for regular four-hour flights to Chicago.” Least: “Flats ($7) that roll up and fit in my purse. I hate running errands in heels after work.”



The Deal with Our Dinero

Giuliana: We talked about money so much before we were married that afterward, I think we were both a little afraid to approach the topic—so at first nothing changed, at all, about how we handled our individual funds. I had my bank account, Bill had his bank account, and we both seemed fine with doing our own thing; and it’s certainly not like me to say, “Sweetie, let’s go talk to a money manager!” I am a full-on paesano, an off-the-boat Italian who’d stash her cash under her mattress if Bill would let me. I have no idea what’s in my bank account from one day to the next, and people think I’m crazy for not balancing my checkbook. I think that made Bill a little nuts, too—he probably kept better mental tabs on my bank account than I did.

When I first met Bill, with all his talk about planning and finances, I just kept thinking: What if we die tomorrow, and we’ve spent all this time saving our money and not enjoying it to the fullest? But I was so focused on how I don’t want to live my life that I never stopped to think about how Bill didn’t want to live his life. His fears are just as legit as mine. I can’t blame him for thinking I was some flaky chick who’d spend all his money, because my money track record practically screamed, well, “flaky chick.”

Bill: Don’t even get me started. There was so much drama over Giuliana’s taxes.

Giuliana: I used to think taxes were unfair, but Bill talked some sense into me. I remember when I told him that I wanted to write off dresses and shoes that I’d bought for interviews, and he was like, “You can’t write off Nordstrom. It’s a red flag.” I secretly doubted him. “I’ll go to court and prove it with receipts and copies of my interviews wearing those outfits.”

Bill: I can see it now: “Your honor, do you watch E! News? These are the Gucci shoes I wore when I interviewed Angelina Jolie.”

Giuliana: Very funny … and they were Dior. Anyway, when Bill explained how horrible (and expensive) it is to get audited, I backed down.

Bill: She had this whole imaginary defense about how she’d go to court, bring her lawyer, and try to defend why she tried to write off M.A.C lipstick and skinny jeans from the mall. She swore she’d win. Giuliana had no idea how much money it would cost her to go to court and sue the government—the government?! In life, you pay taxes. It sucks. End of story.

Giuliana: See how he looks out for our family?

Bill: Part of being a family is realizing a long-term plan for our lives, and money is an element of that equation. I didn’t want either of us to ever have a reason to criticize the other person for spending too much or putting our family’s finances at risk. I also wanted to stop thinking about the pre-nup situation and start talking about how we can be pro-active about our monetary goals. So after a year of doing our own thing, we decided we should meet with a financial adviser to learn how to set financial goals for now and for retirement—plus establish smart spending habits while we still have jobs that earn us some play money. My parents were schoolteachers, so they had pension plans. Giuliana’s dad is seventy-two, and he still works. We don’t have a pension and basically work for ourselves, so we had to figure this stuff out. Money represents security, trust, and devotion to me, but it can also be the source of fear or conflict if it’s not handled appropriately. It’s important to have a financial road map that helps us act more responsibly with our spending. If we want to live our life with certain privileges, we need to figure out the best way to do it. A new financial plan would act as a nice little reminder, too, that we’re working toward a common goal. I now think twice before picking up the check with ten guys at dinner, and Giuliana might do the same the next time she thinks about buying $1,200 Balchiogo boots.

Giuliana: He means Balenciaga boots.


Most expensive item in Bill’s office: “Apple laptop ($1,500)” Least: “Photo taken minutes after we got engaged. We have cheesy grins on our faces, and I’m so happy that we could capture how elated we felt in that exact moment. Giuliana had it framed and inscribed with the date.”



Bill: Sorry … Balenciaga. I must have missed the brand. All I saw were dollar signs on that credit card statement.

Giuliana: What made me want to go to the finance guy was that combining our money made us feel like a family. Bill and I still have our separate business accounts, which makes tax time less complicated, but we now have a joint account that we use for travel, play, or even dinner money. It also tells me Bill’s in it for the long haul.

Bill: I think a big reason why it took me awhile to come around to the idea of sharing our funds—from both before and after our marriage—is that I never thought I’d get married. So I didn’t want to start off on Day One by saying “Here’s the checkbook, honey!” That would require too much of me, too soon—I’d be giving over myself, plus the money I worked so hard to make on my own, all at once. But I love the idea of building a family, and a family fund, with Giuliana. It just took me a minute to realize and accept how much I needed her in my life, because I never expected that I’d feel this way about anyone.

Giuliana: We are totally open about all of our money and spending habits now. I can’t believe that in wanting to avoid an argument with Bill over the pre-nup, I could have caused some big-time problems with financial trust issues. Problems don’t go away if you don’t talk about them! I know the more experience we have with learning to handle the new and strange things about each other, the better we’ll get at it—financially and otherwise. We learn from each other’s pet peeves and become better because of it.

We don’t keep tabs on each other’s spending now, or keep money secrets from each other. There’s no reason for it, with our financial plan. Having shared financial goals also motivates us to work harder, land more gigs, and make more money for our future family. We know what we have to make every year to get to that goal, and the end is financial freedom, which equals spending time together and enjoying retirement—hopefully in a villa in Tuscany.

Bill: Financial confidence will also allow us to be the parents we want to be, and that’s very important to each of us. Personally, I want to have the monetary freedom to not miss out on coaching the football team and soccer teams because I have a bunch of meetings somewhere, and Giuliana wants to be able to take time off to be a PTA mom in six-inch heels. Sometimes we have minor regrets about waiting so long to get married at our age, but I’ll tell you this much: it did afford us the luxury of becoming financially equipped parents someday. I only hope it makes up for the fact that we’ll also be the oldest, and slowest, parents on the playground.

Giuliana: Speak for yourself, Rancic. I can run in heels like no other; it’s amazeballs! That said, it is really nice knowing that Bill has our best future interests at heart—and I like to think it’s my job to keep us in the present. Bill may be teaching me how to save money, but I like to think I’m teaching him how to enjoy his cash in the moment a little more. He works so hard that he forgets to reward himself with a vacation or the more expensive iPod once in a while. That said, we don’t need a private plane or to eat out every night at the best restaurant in town. I always assure Bill: if life ever rained on our financial parade, I’d be happy in a cozy one bedroom apartment for the rest of our lives. As long as we’re together, we’re fine.


TIPS FOR TWO: Talking About Your Finances

• Learn your spouse’s financial hot buttons—spending habits, saving and planning philosophies, financial history, and earning potential. Use these details to inform your talks about money.

• To reach financial goals, consider the impact of credit card debt, a savings account, mutual funds, separate spending accounts, or a joint household account. Talk to an objective pro for help!

• Create a financial plan for your marriage. Where do you see yourself in five, ten, fifteen years? How can you afford to get there?

• Choose a relaxing, distraction-free time and place to review your finances at least once a month. We like to review our statements together online; knowing that the other person will see everything we’ve bought in the past month keeps us on point.

• It may take time to develop the communication skills necessary for your partner to really hear you on money issues. If you’re met with silent treatments or arguments, don’t give up.

• Don’t be afraid to take a break in the middle of a tense money conversation; they can get exhausting. Just be sure you pick up where you left off when you’re ready to tackle the issue again.





[image: ]




2 Tell Me No Lies

A wise stylist once told Giuliana that the only secrets you should keep in your marriage are beauty secrets (details about getting Botox around the eyes or having your lips pumped with Juvéderm are better left unsaid). And though nobody likes to hear it, psychologists insist that telling small fibs, concealing information, and even editing the details of a story to spare your partner’s feelings all count as big fat lies. Even dancing around the truth to avoid confronting an ugly situation qualifies as dishonesty. After all, betrayals come in all shapes and sizes, but their end result is the same: they chip away at trust and intimacy, and can cause damage to a marriage.

We had a rough time with secrets when we first met. As far as Giuliana knew, white lies were harmless if intentions were pure and nobody seemed to get hurt. Bill, however, was a hard ass when it came to telling lies, no matter what their size, and drew a more severe line between truth and dishonesty, right and wrong. The juxtaposition of these values was jarring for us, since slight indiscretions rubbed us in different ways. We eventually had to learn how to rely on direct communication to quiet our anxieties and suspicions. Does the occasional exaggeration or fib still manage to slip through the cracks? Sure. But does Bill always have a logical plan that helps us get back on track with the truth? He sure does, and we’re always appreciative of it.

We do our best to be open and honest in our marriage now, because it scares us to think about being with a spouse who doesn’t have your back. But as you’ll soon learn, it took us awhile to get to this place. Read on for one of our favorite stories about secrets, truth, and consequences.

Giuliana: It was our second date when Bill casually asked me how old I was. We were at dinner, and I was caught by surprise—mostly because people in Hollywood do their best to avoid this topic. But Bill is from Chicago, so he didn’t think like my L.A. friends or the age-obsessed guys I’d dated. On my third glass of cabernet, I told him I was twenty-nine—even though I was really thirty-one at the time. Two years. Big deal, right? The fib seemed harmless enough, since entertainment people always shave a few years off their age. And when I asked Bill’s age in return, he told me he was thirty-five. It never dawned on me to doubt Bill, because I was just making conversation. I didn’t really care one way or the other.

We had a really good time on our date, so we planned our next rendezvous before we left the restaurant, and when I got home, I did what any girl-in-lust does after a fabulous night out with a mystery man: I Googled him. Bill had told me all about
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To our wonderful parents, Gail and Edward, Anna and Eduardo, whose marriages inspired us to search for the love of our lives and never settle for less
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