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She was television's most famous virgin -- and, as Aaron Spelling's daughter,
arguably its most famous case of nepotism. Portraying Donna Martin on Beverly
Hills, 90210, Tori Spelling became one of the most recognizable young actresses
of her generation, with a not-so-private personal life every bit as fascinating as
her character's exploits. Yet years later the name Tori Spelling too often closed --
and sometimes slammed -- the same doors it had opened.

sTORI telling is Tori's chance to finally tell her side of the tabloid-worthy life
she's led, and she talks about it all: her decadent childhood birthday parties, her
nose job, her fairy-tale wedding to the wrong man, her so-called feud with her
mother. Tori has already revealed her flair for brilliant, self-effacing satire on her
VH1 show So NoTORIous and Oxygen's Tori & Dean: Inn Love, but her memoir
goes deeper, into the real life behind the rumors: her complicated relationship
with her parents; her struggles as an actress after 90210; her accident-prone love
life; and, ultimately, her quest to define herself on her own terms.

From her over-the-top first wedding to finding new love to her much-publicized -
- and misunderstood -- "disinheritance," sTORI telling is a juicy, eye-opening,
enthralling look at what it really means to be Tori Spelling.
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Editorial Review

Amazon.com Review
She was television's most famous virgin--and, as Aaron Spelling's daughter, arguably its most famous case of
nepotism. Portraying Donna Martin on Beverly Hills, 90210, Tori Spelling became one of the most
recognizable young actresses of her generation, with a not-so-private personal life every bit as fascinating as
her character's exploits. Yet years later the name Tori Spelling too often closed--and sometimes slammed--
the same doors it had opened.

sTORI Telling is Tori's chance to finally tell her side of the tabloid-worthy life she's led, and she talks about
it all: her decadent childhood birthday parties, her nose job, her fairy-tale wedding to the wrong man, her so-
called feud with her mother. Tori has already revealed her flair for brilliant, self-effacing satire on her VH1
show So NoTORIous and Oxygen's Tori & Dean: Inn Love, but her memoir goes deeper, into the real life
behind the rumors: her complicated relationship with her parents; her struggles as an actress after 90210; her
accident-prone love life; and, ultimately, her quest to define herself on her own terms.

From her over-the-top first wedding to finding new love to her much-publicized--and misunderstood--
"disinheritance," sTORI Telling is a juicy, eye-opening, enthralling look at what it really means to be Tori
Spelling.

Amazon.com Exclusive
A Bonus Story and Family Photo from Tori Spelling

The Manor
 People are always asking about my
parents' mansion, which they called the
"Manor," but I don't really spend much
time talking about it in sTORI Telling
because I didn't grow up there. After
demolishing Bing Crosby's former estate in
Holmby Hills, a fancy neighborhood in
west L.A., they spent six years building the
Manor. It's about 46,000 square feet
(slightly over an acre) and has 123 rooms.
Not that I counted or measured. I got those
figures from the press, just like everyone
else.

Anyway, we moved in when I was
seventeen and I only lived there for two
years. In some ways the house is like a
normal house, but everything is on a bigger
scale. It has four floors: the basement
(which we call the "Lower Level," probably
because that's its designation on the
elevator) and the first, second, and third floors. The first floor has a kitchen, a breakfast room, a dining room,



an office, a family room, a living room, and a projection room. There's a grand foyer with sweeping
staircases on each side. Oh, and there's also a guards' room and the staff dining room. Everyone except fancy
guests comes through the service entrance into a hallway with the guards' room and the kitchen.

The kitchen is gigantic, and my fondest memory of it is from when I was twenty-one and had just moved
back in after splitting up with a boyfriend. I came home drunk with some girlfriends, and we pillaged the two
double-sized Sub-Zero refrigerators. There was always bulk food in there for the staff. We pulled out a big
vat of chicken salad and a tub of peanut dressing, both of which looked like they'd been made for giants.
Somewhere in the middle of our feast we decided to have a food fight, and the five of us started flinging food
at each other. Soon we were covered in peanut dressing from head to toe and the pristine kitchen was a mess.
Then we heard a ding, the elevator doors opened, and there was my mother.

She stared at us in silent disbelief. I said, "We're going to clean it up!" She just said, "Mmm hmm," and left
the room. I felt a surge of love for her in that moment. It took us hours to clean the kitchen, but it was worth
it. That moment made it feel, for once, like home. --Tori Spelling

About the Author
Tori Spelling is an actress whose career spans theater, television, and film. She's received critical praise for
her work in such independent films as Trick and The House of Yes. She both starred in and executive
produced the comedy series So NoTORIous on VH1 and the popular reality series Tori & Dean: Inn Love on
Oxygen. She lives with her husband, Dean McDermott, son, Liam, and daughter, Stella, in Los Angeles.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.

PROLOGUE

When you're a kid, you don't worry what anyone thinks. You go around saying whatever pops into your head
or picking your teeth, and it never occurs to you that someone might think you're gross, awkward, or
ridiculous. That was me -- picking my nose, snorting when I laughed, wearing white after Labor Day -- I just
was who I was. That all changed one day at the tender age of twelve when I was getting ready for a family
photo. We were having a formal family portrait taken with our dogs (doesn't everyone do that?), and I was
getting frustrated with my bangs. I couldn't get them to do whatever a twelve-year-old in 1985 wanted bangs
to do. So I went into my parents' bathroom, all dressed up, with my hair done as best I could manage, and
asked my mother, "Am I pretty?"

She looked at me and said, "You will be when we get your nose done."

I was stunned. My nose, as noses tend to be, was right in the middle of my face, and I had just been told that
it was ugly. So long, innocence.

To be fair, let the record show that my mother has absolutely no recollection of making this comment. I
know this because in high school I took a class called Human Development, taught by Mrs. Wildflower. In it
we had to keep a journal (her name was Mrs. Wildflower -- what did you expect?), and when Mrs.
Wildflower read my story about the nose incident, she called my parents. That afternoon I came home to find
my mother crying. She said, "I never said that. I'd never say something like that." I'm sure she was telling the
truth as she remembered it.

Nonetheless, I had my nose done the minute I turned sixteen. Or didn't you hear? But what I realized as a
twelve-year-old was bigger than that I was destined for the plastic surgeon's chair. I realized that how other



people saw me wasn't necessarily how I saw myself. Feeling pretty or smart or happy wasn't all there was to
it. What I hadn't considered before was how I was perceived. And it wasn't the last criticism I'd hear about
my nose.

Little did I know then how huge a role public perception would play in my life. My nose, and pretty much
every other "prominent" body part and feature, would be prey to gossip and tabloids in just a few years. But
the unwanted attention wasn't limited to my body. According to the press, I was the rich, spoiled daughter of
TV producer Aaron Spelling. They claimed I grew up in California's largest single-family residence. They
said that my father had fake snow made on his Beverly Hills lawn for Christmas. They said I was the
ultimate example of nepotism, a lousy actor who nonetheless scored a lead role in her father's hit TV show.
They pigeonholed me as my character on Beverly Hills, 90210: Donna Martin, the ditzy blonde virgin. They
later talked about my wedding, my divorce, and my second wedding. They reported that I'd been disinherited
and was feuding with my mother. They told about the birth of my son. What I learned from my ugly nose
was true times a million: The details of my life were and would always be considered public property.

Some of what you may have read about me is accurate (my father did hire a snow machine for Christmas),
some false (I didn't live in that enormous house until I was seventeen), and some exaggerated (I wasn't
"disinherited"). But all the while the life I was living was much more than that. I lived in fear of my own doll
collection. I let a bad boyfriend spend my 90210 salary. I planned a fairy-tale wedding to the wrong man. I
begged casting directors to forget that Donna Martin ever existed. I was working hard and shopping like
crazy. I was falling in love and getting hurt. My life has been funnier and sadder and richer and poorer than
any of the magazines know.

Public opinion dies hard. To this day I still look in the mirror and hate my nose. Still, everyone else has been
telling stories about me for decades now. It's about time I told a few of my own.

Copyright © 2008 by Tori Spelling

Ï»¿

Chapter One

X Marks the Spot

Here's the part of my book where I'm supposed to say, Sure, my family had lots of money, but I had a normal
childhood just like everyone else. Yeah, I could say that, but I'd be lying. My childhood was really weird.
Not better or worse than anyone else's childhood, but definitely different.

Part of it was the whole holiday thing. My parents liked to make a spectacle, and the press ate it up. Like I
said, it's true that my father got snow for our backyard one Christmas. But that's only half the story, if
anyone's counting -- he actually did it twice. The first time was when I was five. My father told our family
friend Aunt Kay that he wanted me to have a white Christmas. She did some research, made a few calls, and
at six a.m. on Christmas Day a truck from Barrington Ice in Brentwood pulled up to our house. My dad,
Aunt Kay, and a security guard dragged garbage bags holding eight tons of ice into the back where there was
plastic covering a fifteen-foot-square patch of the yard. They spread the snow out over the plastic, Dad with
a pipe hanging from his mouth. To complete the illusion, they added a Styrofoam snowman that my father
had ordered up from the props department at his studio. It was eighty degrees out, but they dressed me up in
a ski jacket and hat and brought me out into the yard, exclaiming, "Oh, look, it snowed! In all of Los Angeles
it snowed right here in your backyard! Aren't you a lucky girl?"

I'm sure that little white patch was as amazing to a five-year-old as seeing a sandbox for the first time, but



my parents didn't stop there. Five years later they were thinking bigger, and technology was too. This time,
again with Aunt Kay's guidance, my dad hired a snow machine to blow out so much powder that it not only
filled the tennis court, it created a sledding hill at one end of the court. I was ten and my brother, Randy, was
five. They dressed us in full-on snowsuits (the outfits were for the photos, of course -- it was a typical
eighty-five degrees out). According to Aunt Kay, the sledding hill lasted three days and everyone came to
see the snow in Beverly Hills: Robert Wagner, Mel Brooks...not that I noticed or cared. Randy and I spent
Christmas running up the hill and zooming down in red plastic saucer sleds. Even our dogs got to slide down
the hill. It was a pretty spectacular day for an L.A. girl.

My parents didn't get the concept of having me grow up like other kids. When I was about eight, my class
took a field trip to my dad's studio. It was a fun day -- my father showed us around and had some surprises
planned, such as a stuntman breaking "glass" over some kid's head. But then, at the end of the day, the whole
class stood for a photo. My father and I were in the back row. Just before the shutter clicked, he picked me
up and held me high above the class. My face in the photo says it all. I was beyond embarrassed that my
father was lifting me up like that. I just wanted to fit in. When I complained to him, he said, "But you
couldn't be seen." He just didn't get it.

And then there were the birthday parties. The setting was always the backyard of our house on the corner of
Mapleton and Sunset Boulevard in Holmby Hills, a fancy area on the west side of Los Angeles. It was a very
large house -- though not the gigantic manor where everyone thinks I grew up -- maybe 10,000 square feet. It
was designed by the noted L.A. architect Paul Williams, whose many public buildings include the famous
Beverly Hills Hotel. A house he designed in Bel-Air was used for exterior scenes of the Colby mansion on
my dad's television series The Colbys. Our house's back lawn was probably an acre surrounded by
landscaping with a pool and tennis court, the regular features of houses in that neighborhood.

As I remember it, the theme for my birthdays was always Raggedy Ann, and there would be a doll
centerpiece and rented tables and chairs with matching tablecloths, napkins, and cups. But every party had
some new thrill. There were carnival moon bounces, which weren't common then as they are today, and fair
booths lined up on both sides of the lawn offering games of ringtoss, balloon darts, duck floats, Whac-A-
Mole, and the like. One birthday had a dancing Âpoodle show conducted by a man in a circus ringleader's
outfit. Another included a puppet show with life-size puppets. And one year we had a surprise visit from
Smidget, who at the time was the smallest living horse. My godfather, Dean Martin, whom I called Uncle
Bean, always brought me a money tree -- a little tree with rolled up twenty-dollar bills instead of leaves. Just
what a girl like me needed.

When my sixth-grade class graduated, we had a party at my house for which my father hired the USC
marching band. Apparently, my dad first approached UCLA, but they said no. According to Aunt Kay, who
organized a lot of these parties for my parents, my father told her, "Money is no object." Well, it must have
been an object to the USC marching band because all one hundred plus members showed up to play "Pomp
and Circumstance" and whatever else marching bands come up with to play at sixth-grade graduations. I
have to admit I didn't even remember the marching band's presence until Aunt Kay told me about it. What I
remember are the things a twelve-year-old remembers: the rented dance floor and the DJ and hoping that the
boy I liked would ask me to slow dance to "Crazy for You" by Madonna. I remember swimming in the pool.
I remember feeling sad that we were all moving on to different schools. I remember being only mildly
embarrassed that my mother was hula hooping on the dance floor, but I'm sure I was truly embarrassed by
the marching band.

My parents were endlessly generous, and those parties were spectacular...on paper. The reality was a little
more complicated. For every birthday and Christmas my big present was always a Madame Alexander doll.
Madame Alexander dolls are classic, collectible dolls. Sort of like a rich man's Barbie, but -- at least in my



house -- they were meant for display...

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Aaron Powers:

What do you with regards to book? It is not important along with you? Or just adding material if you want
something to explain what the one you have problem? How about your extra time? Or are you busy
individual? If you don't have spare time to try and do others business, it is gives you the sense of being bored
faster. And you have extra time? What did you do? Everybody has many questions above. They need to
answer that question since just their can do this. It said that about reserve. Book is familiar in each person.
Yes, it is suitable. Because start from on jardín de infancia until university need this specific sTORI Telling
to read.

Eva Solares:

As people who live in often the modest era should be update about what going on or data even knowledge to
make these keep up with the era which can be always change and make progress. Some of you maybe will
certainly update themselves by reading books. It is a good choice for you but the problems coming to a
person is you don't know what type you should start with. This sTORI Telling is our recommendation to
make you keep up with the world. Why, since this book serves what you want and wish in this era.

John Lockett:

You can find this sTORI Telling by check out the bookstore or Mall. Just simply viewing or reviewing it can
to be your solve challenge if you get difficulties to your knowledge. Kinds of this book are various. Not only
simply by written or printed and also can you enjoy this book simply by e-book. In the modern era including
now, you just looking by your mobile phone and searching what their problem. Right now, choose your
personal ways to get more information about your reserve. It is most important to arrange yourself to make
your knowledge are still upgrade. Let's try to choose appropriate ways for you.

Victor Parisi:

A lot of publication has printed but it is unique. You can get it by internet on social media. You can choose
the most effective book for you, science, witty, novel, or whatever by searching from it. It is called of book
sTORI Telling. You can add your knowledge by it. Without leaving behind the printed book, it could add
your knowledge and make you happier to read. It is most crucial that, you must aware about guide. It can
bring you from one destination to other place.
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