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Praise for Now Accepting Roses


“I’m grateful to have had Bachelor Nation connect me and Amanda. She’s been a great friend over the years. Our conversations are nothing different from this book—honest, sometimes embarrassing, and overall uplifting. A really fun read!”


—Nick Viall, former star of The Bachelor and founder of Natural Habits Essential Oils


“A lot of people have seen me (and many of us in Bachelor Nation) make mistakes when it comes to dating and finding love, so reading Amanda’s book and knowing that she braved through certain storms and takes accountability for mistakes is definitely inspiring. I can see why Amanda and I became and stayed friends. She’s honest, forgiving, funny, and genuine, and I’m proud to support her through and through.”


—Dean Unglert, former star of Bachelor in Paradise and contestant on The Bachelorette


“Reading this book from Amanda’s perspective after being on a season together is heartwarming, memorable, and genuinely honest. I’m grateful that we’ve remained friends throughout the years and that we’ve been able to share crazy stories when it comes to trying to find love. This book gave me a fresh perspective on what women go through when dating and is nothing but encouraging, empowering, and uplifting.”


—Ben Higgins, former star of The Bachelor and founder of Generous Coffee


“I was with Amanda on both The Bachelor and Bachelor in Paradise, and it’s been really amazing seeing her grow as a person the past few years. Vulnerable, relatable, genuine, and hilarious—this book represents Amanda so well. Balancing motherhood with her relationships and career?! I don’t know how she does it, but this book gives us a glimpse. A must-read!”


—Jen Saviano, former contestant on The Bachelor and blogger at MissLifestyler.com


“There was something sweet and nurturing that drew me to Amanda when I first met her in the Bachelor House! A few hours after meeting her is when I found out that she was a mom, which was a key indicator of why I was drawn to her and her selflessness. Amanda is really sweet, caring, and a very good listener. She used to make Haley (my twin) and me mac ’n’ cheese at the Bachelor Mansion. She’s a great friend and I feel lucky to personally know the real her. This book is a glimpse of all the things I just listed and is like having her sound advice in travel form. So excited for readers to get their hands on this!”


—Emily Ferguson, former contestant on The Bachelor and Bachelor in Paradise


“There was no question about the connection Amanda and I had when we first met each other at the Bachelor Mansion. If there’s one thing that I’m so grateful for after doing The Bachelor, it’s that this friendship came into fruition. Amanda is one of my best friends, and I am so proud of her for getting her story out. Through all she’s endured, this is the real her that many of us have come to love and adore.”


—Lauren Bushnell, former contestant on The Bachelor
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The world can’t run without girls, so this book is


dedicated to every single woman I’ve had the utmost


pleasure of meeting, befriending, and DM’ing.









Prologue: Dear Amanda


SOMETIMES I WONDER what my life might have looked like if I’d been given a crystal ball or some other way of knowing what lay ahead. Although I have no regrets, there are things I’d probably do differently had I known then what I know now. If I could reach out to my much younger self, this is what I’d tell her:


Dear Amanda,


Take a good look around and be super appreciative of what you have at home. Mom and Dad have created the perfect example of how family life should be. You’ll think you want something exciting and fleeting, but you’ll later learn boring isn’t such a bad thing after all.


Dating as a teenager is supposed to be fun, so try not to take anything too seriously! Be open-minded about dating guys who aren’t in your circle of friends. Just because the cute jock makes all the girls swoon in your favorite movies doesn’t mean the same has to apply to you in real life. Being with the coolest guy in school isn’t really all that cool. In fact, the so-called cool guys that didn’t want to date you in high school will be bombarding you with DMs later on and you’ll laugh because, no thanks. You’ll probably run into someone later in life and think, “Why didn’t I date him in high school?” It will be because you didn’t pay him any attention back then since he wasn’t your “type.” The truth is, you will find yourself looking for guys you think are your type but you won’t even know what that is until you’re much older. For now, let your type be someone who is kind, honest, respectful, and who makes you laugh.


You’ll be so excited to get married that you rush into it with someone who isn’t right for you. It’s going to be okay. You’ll follow your instincts and do what is best for you. Stay strong and weather the storm. Brighter days are ahead!


It’s just as important to know what you don’t want as it is to know what you do want. You don’t want someone who will always choose going to a party over spending time with you. You don’t want a partner who is elusive and only shares partial truths. You don’t want to be with anyone who intimidates, bullies, threatens, or accuses you, ever. These are all red flags you should learn to recognize. I wish I could tell you to run if your boyfriend, fiancé, or husband treats you this way, but I know you’ll stay in a few relationships for too long. You’ll work hard to get yourself out of that cycle. One day you will find real love that makes you feel blissful and safe.


You will have beautiful babies, and you will love being their mommy. Always remember, for them to be happy and healthy they need to see you being healthy and happy, too. Taking care of yourself is taking care of them. It’s okay to give yourself a break. You’re not only allowed, you’re encouraged to have “me time.”


When you dive back into the dating pool as a single mom, you’re going to feel very insecure. Don’t let your negative thoughts get to you. You’re just as wonderful as the other wonderful women you’ll meet on this journey. Lift each other up and you’ll have lifelong friends—relationships that last much longer than a date with any bachelor!


Some days you’ll feel the only thing you have to hold onto is your faith, and that’s okay. Nobody can take that away because it’s part of who you are. Keep having faith and believing in good things and they will come your way.


First and foremost, always remember: Love yourself.


Love,


Yourself









Introduction


I BECAME A SINGLE MOM when my oldest, Kinsley, was two and her sister, Charlie, had just been born into the world. Being a new parent was even more difficult with my parents living halfway across the country. My friends were still riding the party train, and I was at home potty training my toddler. I was struggling to lose the forty-plus pounds I had gained during pregnancy and struggling to maintain my sanity, let alone a sunny disposition. Let’s just say my pity party was all pity and no party. This was not at all how I imagined my life at twenty-five.


Meanwhile, my ex was swiping his way through Tinder dates, becoming a regular at any bar that would have him, and flaunting frequent trips to Vegas on social media. It felt so unfair that he could continue living his life like the last bachelor on Earth while I remained chained within a two-mile radius and a curfew that ended at night-night time. Yet this devastation paled in comparison to the immense guilt I carried for my girls. I thought I’d failed in giving them an ideal household, with two parents to treasure them—the type of home I grew up in. I wanted them to grow up with the picture-perfect life I had conjured up in my head. Would they grow up to make the same mistakes I made? Did I doom them for divorce one day? When they are old enough to understand our past, would they blame me for breaking us up or not trying hard enough to save my marriage to their father?


For years, I felt ashamed and defeated by my situation. This sense of hopelessness continued until, one day, something inside me clicked. It was as if the dark divorce clouds parted and a beam of sunshine reached down to bop my blonde head. It was then I realized that, to move on, I’d have to accept that all the worries and stresses in my life were completely beyond my control. I decided that rather than hide from my position, I would own it. Okay, so I am a single mom. Well, I’ll be the best single mom ever! My kids don’t have the life I expected to offer them. Then it’s up to me to give them the best life imaginable! I don’t have a husband to have and to hold. Then it’s time to get back out there! I dusted off my skinny jeans, got my first manicure in years, and did what I was finally ready to do: move on.


I feel like I’ve lived nine crazy lives since turning twenty, even though I have yet to turn thirty. In the following chapters I’ll tell you about it all, from becoming a mom to riding out my previous marriage. From looking for love on national TV to getting engaged—and then getting unengaged—in the public eye. From preparing to throw in the towel to learning to find myself again. I will share with you the honest truth of what it’s like to be on the Bachelor and Bachelor in Paradise—twice! So many of you have asked me how and why I made some of the decisions I did on and off the shows. It feels good to finally share the answers and explain what happened when cameras weren’t rolling.


Throughout the book, I will also share with you my top tips for dating, relationships, and how to navigate the field as a modern woman. I’ll cover beauty, style, travel, entrepreneurship, and how to prop up other women and lean on your sisterhood for support. There’s helpful information for other single moms too—I know how hard it is. Through my failed relationships I’ve definitely faced my darkest moments. But it was those trying times that have also given me the opportunity to dig myself out of that place—and to come out happier and stronger.


I believe through everything we experience, there is both a rose and a thorn. The rose is an overall positive message, something to take away from the experience. The thorns are the hard truths and lessons learned. As we collect the roses and the thorns, we become better, smarter, and stronger versions of ourselves. In this book, I also share with you the roses and thorns that came from every breakup, divorce, or change of heart. I encourage you to accept and embrace the roses life will hand you along your journey.









Chapter One


Broken Vows


BEFORE I BEGAN LOOKING FOR LOVE on national television, I was just your typical California girl. My parents, John and Michelle, raised my sister, Carissa, and me in Rancho Santa Margarita, California. As a full-time stay-at-home mother, our mom was completely invested in everything Carissa and I did. She drove us to school every day, cheered us on at all of our dance practices, and still managed to cook a great dinner for our family every night. I appreciate this especially now that I’m a mom because, well, let’s just say my kids are very familiar with their take-out options. My dad worked very hard as an engineer for Boeing. But no matter how busy at work Dad was, he always made time to attend all our recitals, coach our soccer teams, and support us in everything we did.


As a couple, my mom and dad were total #relationshipgoals. Both were extremely loving and supportive of one another. When they met in their early twenties, my dad was immediately obsessed with my mom. He actually brought her flowers every single day for months at the beginning of their courtship—my mom had to tell him to stop because it wasn’t necessary! He always left her sweet notes and let her how much he appreciated everything she did for our family. My dad acknowledged the challenges that came with being a stay-at-home mom and didn’t take anything she did for granted. I never knew how good my family had it until I experienced something completely different. I thought all marriages looked this way, and I knew ours was the kind of family I hoped to have one day.


Although I basically lived it firsthand, I wasn’t that girl who grew up with a fairytale life in mind. I didn’t prance around in a big white dress pretending to be a princess bride, something my daughter Kinsley has just started doing. I never daydreamed about a knight in shining armor coming to whisk me away or longed for a sweet romance with the handsomest guy in school. When it came to my priorities early on, I really just wanted to have fun. I was always very into dance until high school, when I became more into my social life. Hanging out with my friends and going to the best parties quickly kicked being on the dance team to the back seat. Although I did have a semi-serious boyfriend, dating wasn’t super important to me. If you would have told the high school senior me that one day I’d end up on a dating show, I never would have believed you. And I never would have thought that being married with two kids was just around the corner from graduation!


I thought my twenties would be spent in beauty school studying hair or skincare. It was always a dream of mine to open my own day spa, so after high school I studied to become an esthetician. I’ve always loved skincare, makeup, and hair. To me this profession wouldn’t feel like work because it’s something I am passionate about and consider fun.


I also looked forward to taking care of my future family the same way my mom did, always making sure everyone was happy and well fed. I wanted the same idyllic situation I experienced growing up with my parents, where Dad comes home from work and we all share a delicious meal together before my loving husband and I both tuck the kids in to bed. They say God laughs when you’re making plans, and I think he got a good chuckle out of me. Nothing went exactly as I’d hoped. Not even close!


In hindsight, I realize that I’d developed an affinity for bad boys ever since I hit my preteen years. My first real crush in middle school was on the cool guy all the girls swooned over. I was that cliché girl, disregarding the few nice boys who were giving me genuine attention and honing in on the one who refused to pay me any mind. I went for the same type all through high school: the overconfident kid who knew he was the one all the girls crushed on. These boys always had an air of cockiness. They rolled around in their unattainable status like a pig in mud. They’d play mind games with all the girls, ignoring them for the most part and then giving them half an ounce of attention to keep them on their trail. And most of us girls ate it right up. I sure did.


Every boy I took interest in from middle school up until recently, really, has been what I’d label a “bad boy.” When I say “bad,” I don’t mean they’re out there knocking over old ladies or robbing banks, but rather they’re the type of guys who live to please and entertain themselves at anyone else’s expense. You’ll notice they always put their needs and wants first, not really regarding anyone else’s feelings or desires. I quickly learned that dating these guys is more stressful than fun.


You see, a bad boy knows he’s hot and believes he can get any girl he wants. He’ll probably even tell you so. Usually these guys are slippery in their behavior and slick in how they operate. You won’t always catch them behaving badly (e.g., cheating and/or lying); you’ll just have a sense or a clue that it’s happened. I want you to know this sense is actually called instinct, not insecurity or paranoia. Bad boys love to tell you you’re being paranoid—trust me, you’re not. This type of guy always finds himself in some kind of trouble.


I have come to realize as I’ve gotten older that my attraction stems from the fact that I’m a very motherly person who wants to help people who are struggling with themselves. I want to guide them to be better, stronger, and happier, even if it’s at my own expense. This has been my role in every relationship I’ve been in—until now. I’ve learned that taking the role of mother-helper-savior in a romantic relationship never ends well. Today I am well-versed in the red flags alerting me of a bad boy. It took me a while to get here, but I have no regrets. Well, maybe a few! The allure of a fixer-upper is still there, but my brain now intercepts the temptation, reminding me the return does not and will not outweigh the investment.




 






Bad Boy Red Flags


Did you know he was trouble when he walked in? If you suspect a guy in your life might be bad news, check out this list of warning signs:


    •     He’s secretive. Does he cover his phone from you when he’s texting? Keep his inbox out of sight? If he’s hiding, chances are he has something to hide.


    •     You find yourself making excuses for him. If you’re constantly coming up with reasons or hall passes for when he acts a certain way—to yourself or others—deep down you probably realize what he’s doing isn’t okay.


    •     His ego runneth over. If he walks around with a sense of entitlement over everyone else, not only is he wrong—he’s bad.


    •     Hot and cold. Sweet on you one second and then stand-offish the next? Bad.


    •     Your boundaries are constantly crushed. A bad boy does not respect boundaries and he will blow over yours on a regular basis.


    •     He puts you down. Anyone who shames, blames, belittles, or makes you feel like you’re messing up or not good enough is not worth another second of your time.






 





They say you grow through what you go through and nothing truer can be said about my previous marriage. My ex and I met when we were out at a club with mutual friends. Although I was only twenty, I’d been using a fake ID for some time. I had heard plenty about Nick through our friends. They gave me the heads-up about Nick’s reputation for being a bad boy, pointing out that he was known for dating a ton of girls and was always hooking up with someone new. In fact, I heard he’d previously dated a few of my girlfriends. They’d warned me about his textbook narcissistic qualities, mentioning he was completely self-absorbed. Clearly, this was not a guy I should fall for. I fell in love with him immediately. Sound familiar? (Ahem, Bachelor in Paradise, season three. But we’ll talk about that later.)


With guys who play hard to get, we’re tricked into thinking if we can land him, we’ve won something. If you seemingly got him to commit, you’d be the one who changed him. If you can fix him, he’ll be so grateful for you. This is the fantasy so many of us sell ourselves time and time again. It was this type of thinking that attracted me to my now ex-husband. I’d be the girl who was good enough to make a man out of this boy.


When I met Nick, he was twenty-five and I was twenty. He was working for the Orange County Register doing advertising sales for the newspaper. He was making more money than most people our age, something that impressed and inspired me. It made me think about my own aspirations and how I’d attain the same level of success. I could see us as a power couple one day, both killing it at work and living the type of life most dream about.


It wasn’t crazy to think things could work out this way. In the first few months of dating there weren’t any major red flags, but some things did bother me. Slowly I began realizing his actions didn’t always add up to what he was saying. For example, even though he said I was a priority, plans with his friends always came first. It didn’t matter if we had dinner reservations—he would ditch me in a heartbeat if something else came along, which really hurt my feelings and usually resulted in an argument. He’d come back around, tell me what I wanted to hear, and things would be better for the following week before he disappointed me again. I believe deep down Nick genuinely wanted to be this great boyfriend, potential husband, and someday, a good father, but he was young and selfish. He wasn’t yet capable of owning these roles.


I got stuck in what I now know is a classic trap many people fall into. When you have a partner who from day one spoils you, pays you compliments, texts or calls you right back, you get used to it because that’s the norm. But when you date someone who treats you poorly most of the time, those few occasions when they throw you a bone mean the world. When Nick gave an inch, it felt like a mile. It was like seeing the glimmer of hope he was giving and taking back—a constant push and pull. As I’ve gotten older, I’ve realized that I (and you!) should be dating the guy who texts back, considers me a priority, and always treats me with kindness and love. A lot of girls have to learn this the hard way. I was most definitely one of them.


Nick and I dated for a few months before going on our first break. I was starting to see firsthand what others had warned me about. He was partying all the time and clearly still talking to other girls. I’d catch him red-handed texting with another girl and he’d straight up lie about it. He’d say he was working late, but I knew he was out gambling and drinking with his friends. This was not the type of relationship I wanted to be in, so I called a time-out. Within a few days, one of my best friends spent the night at Nick’s house, and he later admitted they hooked up. This should have been a huge red flag, but of course, Nick reasoned, we were, after all, on a break. Back then I was naïve enough to believe this was a genuine mistake on Nick’s part. I was, after all, the one who wanted to take the break from our relationship in the first place. At the time I could see why he’d be so upset and hurt that it could drive him to want to hurt me in return. Today, of course, this would never fly for me. (Side note: That girl was one of my bridesmaids in our wedding. Totally normal, right?)


Nick apologized and asked to take me out for my birthday. He took me to a nice restaurant and won me back with a few convincing words. Six months after getting back together and working things out, I found myself late getting my period. I’d never been exactly regular, but I had a feeling this time was different, so I took a test at my parents’ house and, sure enough, it was positive. It felt like a dream—and not exactly the good kind. I took a second test. Positive. I texted Nick right away. He came over, and we sat together with mixed emotions. We were shocked, excited, and scared.


Nick did what he believed was the right thing to do when he bought a ring and proposed. I wasn’t at all hinting or pushing for him to make this commitment. This was something he wanted to do on his own. At this point I thought I’d really done it. Everything I’d ever heard about not being able to change a man was a lie—it could be done and I was living proof! Nick was officially abandoning his wild ways for our growing family. Together we were going to settle down and live happily ever after.
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This is one of Kinsley’s ultrasound photos. Seeing these photos made everything feel more real—I couldn’t wait to meet her.


At thirty-eight weeks pregnant, like so many mommas-to-be, I was ready for “ever after” to start as soon as possible. I was totally over being pregnant. My feet were incredibly swollen (as was the rest of my body). Nick walked with me up and down the stairs of our apartment building in an attempt to jumpstart labor. It was a really exciting time for us. We couldn’t wait to meet our baby girl!
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This is before I blew up even more when I was pregnant with Kinsley. I stayed pretty small until the last two months and then became twice my size!


As soon as all signs pointed to active labor, Nick drove us to the hospital. It took forever to get me dilated—thirty-six hours, to be exact! At one point, Nick left to go home and take a nap, something I wasn’t thrilled about. But when it came time to push, Nick was by my side along with both our moms. It was nice having all their support in the room. I’d never held a newborn before and, like everything else I was experiencing, I didn’t know what to expect. I was in instant love with Kinsley. We were all obsessed with the most perfect little person who suddenly appeared and became the center of our lives.


Once we were home, I’d just sit and stare at her all the time. I loved every single inch of her so much that I couldn’t look away. I went as far as to set timers every hour throughout the night to make sure she was still breathing. Even when we slept, I kept my hand on her chest to make sure she was okay. And like a lot of new moms, I became obsessive when it came to Kins coming in contact with germs. Everything and everyone had to be scrubbed and sanitized. For those first few months, I never really left her side, though it was nice having my parents living nearby. They were always around to lend a hand.


I was especially grateful for their help because planning a wedding and caring for a newborn at the same time was pretty stressful. If it were solely up to me, I would have waited a while longer to get married. I was in no rush to walk down the aisle. I wanted to lose the baby weight I’d gained, take my time settling into motherhood, and properly plan the wedding of our dreams when I felt up for it. But Nick insisted on getting the party started sooner than later, because, to him, it was going to be one big party. And Nick loved to party.


Even though I was only twenty-one, I felt ready as I would ever be to become a wife and mother. I was done with all the late nights and carefree partying. Being a mom and raising a baby was my only priority. The only remixes I was interested in had to do with rearranging the furniture in our new apartment.


Nick, as it turned out, did not share that sentiment. My assumption that an engagement meant the end of an era was way off base. Nick’s lifestyle remained the same. He was always finding excuses to go out. He acted as if the end of the world would happen if he missed a weekend with his buddies. It was always somebody’s birthday or a specially planned guys’ night. Meanwhile, as a new mom I didn’t even have time to get my nails done, let alone hit the town with my single friends. Deep down I knew this wedding was maybe not the best idea, but the date was set and the invitations went out. We now had a six-month-old daughter to raise. I felt I had to try to make it work. Maybe, just maybe, he’d settle down once we were married.


When it came time for Nick’s bachelor party, I encouraged him to go out and have fun, but I also begged him, “Do what you want to do, just please—don’t go to a strip club.” With his party only a few days before our wedding, going to a strip club felt very disrespectful. In retrospect, I realize I didn’t want him going to a strip club because I didn’t trust his behavior at a strip club. If you’re with a good guy who only has eyes for you, he’s not likely stepping foot in a champagne room with someone named Sparkle.


I also just had a really bad feeling about his bachelor party from the start because of his attitude toward it. He wasn’t celebrating the fact he was getting married. Instead, he was all about throwing the most epic party of all time. I knew we were both coming from different places when it came to the wedding and the events leading up to it, but I thought I could correct the course by keeping him on track. I came to find out that Nick ignored my one and only request by partying at a strip club. Maybe something salacious happened, and maybe it didn’t. The details of that night are irrelevant to me. What mattered was the choice he made against my wishes and how it had me questioning his priorities when it came to me. It made me wonder, Does he really care about how I feel?


The wedding planning and the bachelor party were really the first blaringly bad signs after we got engaged. Before, things were not great, but nothing had occurred to make me question our compatibility. Still, I didn’t have much time to react to the strip club saga because our wedding was just two days after the bachelor party. We were hosting out-of-town guests and had to get ready for the next event. There wasn’t time for us to fight about his blatant disregard for my feelings.


The following night, we had a stunning rehearsal dinner at what used to be the St. Regis in Dana Point. On the surface, it was everything any bride could ask for—a glamorous beach-side resort under the glittering sky. It was beautiful. The only thorn in my side was my fiancé, whose priority was to party with his friends rather than focus on his bride-to-be. Nick got so wasted it was humiliating. I was beyond embarrassed by how loud and obnoxious he was acting in front of my friends and family. I’d assume most brides feel bittersweet about the tradition of spending the night before their wedding apart from their partner, but I was ecstatic to be going home with my sister and our friends.


That night, I confided in my sister, “I don’t think we are going to last.” She also admitted she didn’t feel I should be marrying him. She urged me to tell Mom and Dad, but I said no, I just had to go through with it.


I knew all along that getting married to Nick wasn’t right but remained hopeful every step of the way that things would change. Everything happened so fast—before I knew it, there we were on the eve of my wedding. At first, I felt embarrassed because we’d already made the announcement about our engagement. Then I felt guilty because our parents had put in money for a wedding. Later, I felt horrible because people had booked their flights. At a certain point, getting a divorce later on sounded like less of an embarrassment than making everyone change their plans had I just called off the wedding. My advice to anyone in this situation is not to do what I did. Now I’d take calling off a wedding over going through a divorce any day. Follow your gut and be realistic. If you hear a voice in the back of your head, listen to it. It never gets easier, in my experience. The longer you drag something out, the harder it will be to call it quits.


As I walked down the aisle, the magic of it all took over. The questions and concerns screaming through my body quieted down. My heart melted when I saw baby Kins so cute as our flower girl. The whole scene was right out of a bridal magazine; it was all so romantic and beautiful. When Nick and I locked eyes, I could see he was crying. I thought, Maybe he really does love me. It is possible I’m wrong about everything. Maybe, just maybe, we will be okay.


Despite the rocky start, our marriage was good for a little while. We loved our adorable little Kinsley and enjoyed watching her grow. But as soon as Nick got the itch to start going out again, things quickly went downhill. He was always out with his friends drinking or “working late.” I was always home alone with the baby. Nick and I started fighting—a lot. As if our relationship didn’t have enough issues, Nick thought it would be best for us to move in with his parents for a few months to save money to buy a house. We didn’t have the closest relationship with his parents. He didn’t have the same connection with them as I did to mine. Additionally, his parents gave me a hard time about wanting to be a stay-at-home mom. They’d make jabs about me staying home and not doing anything all day. Nick made a decent living selling advertising, and after doing the math we figured the money I’d make working would go straight into daycare. I would much rather be taking care of Kinsley.


So, even though I knew this would be a bad decision for us, we still moved in with his family. This didn’t change Nick’s lifestyle choices. He was still going out late and leaving me at home, but this time it wasn’t even our home. I was so uncomfortable and unhappy at this point in my marriage that I moved with Kinsley back home to my parents. I was seriously contemplating divorce for about two weeks when Mother’s Day came around. Nick stopped by my parents’ house with a bouquet of flowers and a bunch of charm. He promised me we were going to start fresh and get a brand-new place together. Things would be different now. And just like that, I was sucked back in. We moved back in together and, two days later, I learned I was pregnant with Charlie.
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