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		In my junior year of high school, MTV showed up at my Laguna Beach, California, high school one January day and set up a booth in the quad. I was cast without even meeting the producers just because I was the link that tied everyone together. The show was titled Laguna Beach: The Real Orange County, and MTV started filming in 2004. It centered on the lives of five girls, including me, and three boys. Teenage drama began on the first episode and grew from there. The show was a wild ride—and an immediate hit.

		Filming a super-successful reality television show when you are just 17 can do a number on your conception of reality. Like many teenagers, I had no self-awareness and thought only about myself, and that was amplified by starring on Laguna Beach, where I got professional accolades for being outspoken and wild. Being tough and rebellious felt like my real identity, and I thought I was in total control of my life. But it wasn’t the whole picture. My relationships and the general ups and downs of that time and immediately after were often manipulated for dramatic effect by TV producers or even myself. Behind the scenes, I was uncomfortable and terrified of getting hurt. I often hung out with all the wrong people to avoid having to let anyone in. Plus, I never properly took care of myself, mentally or physically. The actual reality of that celebrity-filled, L.A.-industry–driven life was that I needed some serious growing up.

		Remember, reality shows at this time were just starting to become popular—audiences and cast members know a lot more now than we did then. There was certainly a good deal to the show that wasn’t “real,” but as kids we got caught up in it anyway. It was easy to go along with made-up situations and not think much about the consequences. To keep things interesting, words were dubbed, scenes filmed months apart were shown in the same episode as though they were concurrent, and phone calls were faked (I would literally be on the phone with no one or sometimes with a producer). Pickup scenes were ordered and filmed in postproduction, when producers realized they needed something specific to keep their “story” going. I was a carefree, go-with-the-flow type of person, so I often didn’t question things until it was too late . . . like the producers having me record “wild lines”—bits of audio to splice into whatever scene they wanted. If it wasn’t a line I was completely comfortable with, they would tell me to just try it and they wouldn’t use it if it didn’t sound right. Ha, I soon learned my lesson about believing that!

		Don’t get me wrong, I wouldn’t trade my experience on Laguna Beach, and later on The Hills, for the world. I had a blast filming the majority of the time and have beautiful footage of special moments with my friends, like prom and graduation. It was an experience that most people will never get, and I will always have a great story to tell. I loved the attention from the media (at 17 and 18, it was all new and exciting), but I struggled with people thinking I was someone I wasn’t. Young girls all over the world were criticizing me for being a bitch, but media outlets loved it—that year was my biggest to date in terms of recognition and bookings for magazines and talk shows. Confusingly, the experience was the “making” of me professionally, but otherwise it was something I didn’t feel had much to do with the real me. Though I was much more than the character they showed on TV, I still didn’t even really know who I was.

		[image: ]

		GROWING UP

		It wasn’t until my early twenties that things changed. Once I left the reality shows, work—acting, hosting, fashion—became more meaningful. I began to surround myself with people whom I genuinely cared about, who in turn genuinely cared about me. After years in the public eye, I came to terms with my body and, most important, my true self. Finally, it wasn’t until I had a child and got married, and in that order, that I realized how happy and centered I could be.

		For the first time in my life, I know who I am. I’m pretty simple. I am a no-fuss, on-the-go kind of girl who knows exactly what she wants. I never settle. I always find a way to make things work, whatever those things are. I am a mother to two amazing little boys and a beautiful little girl, the wife of an NFL quarterback, and a girly girl who loves fashion and beauty. I’m a businesswoman who wears many hats (shoe and jewelry designer, TV host, and producer), a passionate health nut, and an enthusiastic home cook. I know my likes and dislikes. I understand what drives me. I know that I only want positive people in my life. In short, I’ve grown up and gotten my shit together. I’ve learned how to live a healthy, happy life.

		That is not to say my life is perfect. I’ve been the lucky recipient of many great things, but I also have faced some tough times. Through all the trial and error of my adult life so far, I’ve changed a lot, and my priority is making good choices for my family and me. And I still have a lot to learn—I look forward to that. For example, over the years I’ve discovered that you cannot please everyone, no matter what you do. This is one of the best life lessons for surviving relationships and life in general. Let me repeat that: You cannot please everyone, no matter what you do. So I’ve stopped trying to please everyone and stopped living my life for other people. You have to do what makes you happy. When I was the wild teenager on Laguna Beach, I was hated for being a party animal. Now that I’m married and settled down, people say I’m boring. I can’t win. So guess what? I don’t concern myself with winning anyone over anymore. I live my life for me, not for how people want me to be.

		LESSONS LEARNED

		This book discusses my journey from reality stardom to real life—the good, the bad, and the ugly—explaining what truly makes me who I am and the lessons I learned along the way. The first two chapters include the biggest influences in my life, the people closest to me: my children and my husband. These sections are the most personal, showing how these people came into my life, how my identity has been shaped by them, and how I prioritize my future with them. After that, I dig into the topics I care about most, which have made me the healthiest and happiest I’ve ever been: the amazing effects of good food and exercise (including how my husband’s type 1 diabetes has drastically improved through our diet), the joy of fashion and beauty, and the importance of my work. From the rules and choices I live by to the specifics of my recipes and workouts, I show what my life is all about. And throughout the book, I share the ways I balance it all. You have to figure out what your priorities are!

		I don’t expect this book to be a step-by-step guide for anyone else—I can’t prescribe what will make another person healthy or happy—I only know what has worked for me. But I do hope that sharing my experiences in growing up and becoming a more independent, thoughtful woman will be helpful to others. I hope this book will encourage anyone who picks it up to go out there and get whatever it is she (or he!) wants in life. Happiness is a choice that we all have the ability to make, so choose wisely!
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		If you had asked me 10 years ago when I was going to have kids, I would have told you I’d be the last one of my friends, because my entire world revolved only around me. At the time, I was more concerned about my career. Settling down was the last thing on my mind because I was having too much fun. But meeting Jay and a few years of growing up changed everything.

		So, at just 24 years old, I became pregnant with my first. It was interesting timing considering Jay and I had only recently gotten back together after breaking off our engagement. But after 3 months of working on the relationship and being back together, we completely committed to our future together. Conceiving Camden was an in-the-moment decision that we both felt strongly about; it would end up being the best thing we ever did.

		PREGNANCY

		In November 2011, I had just finished taping the season finale of Dancing with the Stars and Jay was smack in the middle of the football season and had just broken his thumb. When I joined him in Vail where he was to get surgery on his hand, we took a pregnancy test, even though I thought it was a long shot since we hadn’t been together much the previous month. Sure enough, the test showed up negative. Both of us felt surprisingly let down. But we carried on, spending Thanksgiving with my dad in Laguna Beach the following day. A couple of days later, we decided I should take another test because I was still unusually late. This time the results were positive. We were both a little stunned, having convinced ourselves there wouldn’t be a baby when the first pregnancy test had been negative. We kissed and hugged immediately and set off on this incredible journey together. It was an amazing time for us both. Being pregnant was the first time in my life where I felt like everything was on the right track and I was doing exactly what I was meant to be doing.
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		FOOD

		My eating was the number one thing that changed when I became pregnant—and that effect still resonates today. Becoming pregnant made me get serious about my health. Before pregnancy, I thought zero-calorie food was good for you and every calorie was equal. Deep down, I knew that my eating habits weren’t truly healthful, but I put a lot of pressure on myself to be thin. I was my own worst critic: I hated the way I looked in certain pictures. Everyone around me was tiny, and I felt like I had to be too. I thought counting calories gave me control over my body.

		But when I became pregnant, I knew that everything I did, and especially what I ate, had a direct effect on my baby. I was solely responsible for the well-being of this little life and wanted only the best for him. That drastically changed my attitude toward food, which previously had been based only on eating a certain number of calories. For the first time in my life, I didn’t care if I gained a lot of weight. It was a time to eat well and eat smart, and even to indulge in food that was forever off-limits in my prepregnancy life, including “fattening” things like cheese and pasta. I decided not to look at calories but instead to read ingredient labels and to reevaluate my ideas about avoiding so-called fattening foods. No matter what, I would eat only real food, no processed, chemical-laden junk. If it was good-quality, real food, I would give in to cravings and enjoy every second.

		
			Pregnancy Snacks

			
				I was constantly eating during pregnancy. I found it hard to eat big meals and loved grazing throughout the day. Eating smaller meals and snacking often cut down on my heartburn and kept my energy up. Some of my favorite snacks were:

				•Hummus with carrot and celery sticks

				•Guacamole with broccoli and cauliflower florets

				•Homemade trail mix (nuts of choice, chocolate-covered goji berries, and dried cherries)

				•Cheese slices with either an apple or flaxseed crackers

				•A hard-cooked egg

				•Minty Green Smoothie

				•Peanut Butter Delight Smoothie

				•Chocolate Fix Smoothie
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		EXERCISING WITH THE BUMP

		One of the most important things I did to take care of my body during pregnancy was work out. I didn’t take it too hard and instead gave myself permission to slow down and go easy: I just wanted to move and get the blood flowing a few times a week. One of the main reasons I love working out is to keep myself sane. If I go longer than 5 days without doing something, I stress out easily and become irritable. Not good, especially with the added hormones and exhaustion of being pregnant. Exercise was important for my mental health as much as for the physical benefits.

		Working out during my second pregnancy wasn’t as easy, since my firstborn, Camden, was now on the scene. So the only thing I did was exercise at home (often while he napped) to DVD routines that mainly focused on my legs and butt. Sometimes Cam would hang with me while I followed the DVDs. To this day, he likes to “work out with Mommy” and kicks his legs and puts bands around his ankles like it shows on the DVDs. It’s pretty darn cute.

		Working Out While Pregnant

		
			Low-impact workouts a few times a week really helped my mind and my body while pregnant. Here are some of the exercises I loved.

			•Walking uphill on the treadmill.

			•Using a stairclimber—it’s great cardio that isn’t too hard on the body with the extra weight of a bump!

			•Lifting light weights.

			•Stretching with prenatal yoga—I loved this! It helped with the aches and pains in my lower back.

			•Following DVDs of floor exercises—I did one called the Brazil Butt Lift, which obviously focused on my legs and butt.

		

		 

		TAKING CARE OF YOURSELF

		I found all of my pregnancies to be relatively easy. I owe a huge part of this to diet but also to how I took care of myself physically. I learned how to listen to my body and to go easy when need be. If that meant I was in bed every night at 8:00 p.m., so be it! I also made an effort to be kind to myself in simple, everyday ways. Pampering myself at home on a Saturday required next to nothing and made me feel like a million bucks (see “Mini-Spa Day at Home”). And instead of meeting up with friends or leaving the house most nights, I simply savored coconut milk or cashew “ice cream” (see Chocolate Peanut Butter Chunk “Ice Cream” and Mint Chocolate Chip “Ice Cream”) in bed and caught up on all my favorite shows (well, during the first pregnancy anyway!). It was heaven.

		There is no better time to get in tune with your body than during pregnancy. It’s an amazing thing to recognize exactly when you need to slow down. Truly knowing what you need and putting yourself first are often the best preventive medicine. I figured out how to read the signs pretty quickly and tried not to feel guilty or like I was missing out when I opted to stay home in pajamas instead of going to dinner with friends.

		For example, I learned that attending a horse race in the summer is not the best activity for a pregnant woman. Who would have thought? But I hadn’t had the foresight to realize that this sort of thing—which I’d always considered fun—was not going to work for me at 7 months pregnant. A group of us had decided to go to the Iroquois Steeplechase in Nashville (if you aren’t familiar, it’s like a smaller version of the Kentucky Derby), and I was optimistic that I could hang and enjoy myself without getting tired. But after an hour there—hot and surrounded by sweaty, drunk people—I knew I had made a mistake. Being the only sober person at a super-boozy event wasn’t fun, plus I was physically uncomfortable just wandering around with everyone, with no place to sit. I wanted no part of it, so I decided to leave. Even though the after-party was held at our house, I was in bed early, perfectly content, while everyone partied the night away.

		I knew that if I had stayed and pushed myself, I would have been exhausted. And honestly, when I’m tired, I’m awful to be around. There’s nothing I hate more than being grumpy and tired. I didn’t always know this about myself, but it’s one of the best things I figured out during pregnancy. Now, pregnant or not, I always try to get plenty of sleep.

		Similarly, during my first pregnancy, I was traveling a lot for work and got pulled in every direction. I was back and forth to L.A. for shoe and jewelry design meetings. I was working on a pilot for a TV show that I was producing (unfortunately, the show never got picked up). I flew to New York City for paid events and had multiple photo shoots as well. It was too much. So I started saying yes only to jobs that I absolutely wanted to do. Being on planes while pregnant isn’t my favorite thing. And overall, I was too tired and wanted to nest at home, so I had to be truly excited about whatever the offer was to accept. This prepared me for the time after having my babies, when I had to be even pickier about which jobs to take.
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			Mini-Spa Day at Home

			A home spa day is an easy treat that you can give yourself, pregnant or not. I found it especially helpful in reconnecting with my body, which, during pregnancy, can often feel more like a vessel for a foreign object than a thing to be pampered. Here’s what I do.

			1.Enjoy a nice, long bath. You can add a few drops of lavender oil for a relaxing bath or a couple of drops each of peppermint and lemon oil for a pick-me-up. Rose oil is another girly option I love for its beautiful smell. It’s also very sensual.

			2.In the bathtub with the bathwater running, exfoliate your face with my “Homemade Coffee Face Scrub.” Then wipe off the scrub with a washcloth.

			3.Apply a natural face mask (see my recipe for “Homemade Moisturizing Face Mask”). Leave it on for your time in the bath.

			4.If your hair is dry, apply a coconut oil hydrating mask, then pull your hair back with a hair tie while the mask works its magic (see “The Mane” for specifics). Make sure to wash your hair before getting out of the tub. Coconut oil is great because one wash and it’s gone.

			5.After the bath, moisturize with body oil and whatever moisturizer you like for your face.

			6.All the while, make sure to check yourself out in your bathroom mirror naked. The more time I spend with my naked self, the more I appreciate my body, especially while pregnant. A pregnant body is beautiful!

			7.Give yourself a manicure and pedicure.

			8.Finish the mini-spa with a blow-dry. For me, when my hair looks good, the rest doesn’t matter.
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		SETTLING INTO PREGNANCY

		Being pregnant gave me a newfound love and respect for my body that I didn’t have before. It’s a miracle that our bodies are capable of housing a baby for almost 10 months. If you don’t feel great in your skin, just consider how spectacular our bodies are. We are able to give the gift of life! How amazing is that? When your belly is protruding so far you can’t go 5 minutes without bumping into something, it will be hard to remember that this is a temporary situation (and one you will likely miss when it’s gone—like I did!). But trust me, you will have your body back to yourself one day.

		While I loved my pregnant body, especially my belly in the first few months, I started to get self-conscious toward the end. Many physical changes come along with being pregnant, and I found it hard to feel sexy. Besides the obviously expanding belly, my boobs got bigger (that was actually a plus), and I had a couple of pregnancy spots on my face from the sun and little bumps on the backs of my arms and thighs from hormones. Not always so pretty. With our bodies rapidly changing, it’s no surprise that most of us need a little reassurance. As silly as it sounds, just telling yourself that you are beautiful is sometimes all you need. No matter how many times Jay told me I was beautiful, it didn’t matter unless I felt good about myself. Being your own cheerleader can make all the difference. It all starts within ourselves!

		But sometimes, of course, I needed outside reassurance too. I absolutely love Jay, but words are not his strong suit. Yes, I knew Jay loved me and still thought I was beautiful. I knew he wasn’t going anywhere or looking at other women. But that didn’t mean I didn’t need to still hear occasionally that he thought I looked great. Also, I’ve noticed that guys
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		For my babies, who inspire me to be the best version of myself
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