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Praise for The Love Producer

“The Love Producer provides the ultimate peek behind the cameras with this refreshingly raw, honest take on romance, ambition, self-love, and producing your own happily ever after. As a longtime Bachelor franchise fan, I gobbled up every juicy morsel of it!”

—Amy Lea, international bestselling author of Set on You

“From my time with Julie I am not surprised that her memoir brings us honesty and humor. Julie invites readers into stories of heartbreak, moments of turmoil, aging, dating, and spiritual renewal all leading to a place of feeling less alone and confident in our journey to love ourselves. A gifted and compassionate story-teller, Julie encourages us to question the narratives we’ve inherited and discover a love far richer and more lasting.”

—Ben Higgins, former star of The Bachelor and author of Alone in Plain Sight

“I’ve always thought that the drama that happens in Bachelor Nation off camera is just as juicy as what happens on camera and The Love Producer proves it. This book is brain candy for the pop culture–loving, romantic millennial. Julie wrote the ultimate page-turning chick lit . . . except it’s her true story.”

—Ashley Iaconetti, star of Bravo’s Real Housewives of Rhode Island who found love through The Bachelor franchise

“The Love Producer is a sparkling, behind-the-curtain romp through the chaos of modern romance, where text messages matter more than limos and the real twist isn’t the edit—it’s vulnerability. Charming, self-aware, and deliciously fun, this is the love story the producer never saw coming.”

—Hannah Pittard, author of If You Love It, Let It Kill You

“Using the familiar arc of everyone’s favorite dating show, Julie LaPlaca writes the unscripted truth in this gem of a book. Brave, vulnerable, and messy, The Love Producer is a beautiful reminder to become our own permission slip, quiet our inner a**hole, lose shame, and to finally own our story, with all its perfect imperfections.”

—Jennifer Pastiloff, national bestselling author of Proof of Life and On Being Human

“The Love Producer gave me goosebumps from the go—think Renée Zellweger in Jerry Maguire: ‘you had me at hello.’ It’s both relatable and aspirational; hopeful and heartbreaking; easy to read yet emotionally deep. I don’t know any pop culture lovers who won’t instantly melt into these pages. And if you like reality TV, Julie’s stories are pure heaven! But mostly, it’s sweet, charming, and feel-good, all the way, and that’s exactly what we want and need right now.”

—Alyssa Shelasky, author of New York magazine’s Sex Diaries book and column and star of HBO’s Sex Diaries docuseries

“From behind the scenes of reality TV’s most iconic love story machine comes a juicy, deeply honest memoir about heartbreak, awakening, and choosing herself.”

—Amber Rae, USA Today bestselling author of Loveable

“The Love Producer is a real-life rom-com come to life. As a former love producer on the Bachelor franchise who got to work with Julie first-hand, I can confidently say that the best and juiciest moments of love and heartbreak all actually take place off-camera, behind-the-scenes. No one has been brave enough to talk about it or share about it until now. Julie’s book speaks to a very real thing I have felt myself: why are we so good at getting people to open up and be vulnerable on national television and yet can’t find the courage to tell people in our own lives how we feel? The irony and paradox is fascinating. The Love Producer made me laugh and weep and is for anyone out there who is afraid to tell the one person they love, how they actually feel. Sometimes our own lives can feel like a movie, and this is a story that should be made into one. To all the people who love fearlessly, and to all those who are scared of opening their hearts, The Love Producer is for you.”

—Naz Perez, cultural conversationalist, television host, and former Bachelor producer

“Julie LaPlaca went from helping singles on their journeys to find love in the glitzy, globe-trotting world of The Bachelor to embarking on her own journey of finding love within. In The Love Producer, we get to tag along on her heartwarming, wild ride, and it’s nothing short of marvelous. I was totally captivated, staying up way too late to get to the book’s refreshing, empowering happily ever after. As vulnerable as it is glamorous and unexpected, reading this felt like talking with a best friend I’d known for years.”

—Isabelle Engel, author of Most Eligible

“Woah! I feel like we really needed this book as Bachelor Nation Fans. Julie being one of the OG and main producers on the ICONIC show for so long, she is really spilling so much tea from an angle that hasn’t been done before. And she also had a love story saga with Pilot Pete? I mean who hasn’t, but like a producer being on a Bachelor’s roster? I am intrigued.”

—Zachary Weinberg, @ZacharyReality and media personality

“This book is a quiet unraveling of the love stories we’re taught to chase. When we can move beyond the fantasy and into the tender terrain beneath it, The Love Producer traces one woman’s journey from scripted romance to self-listening. With humor, vulnerability, and spiritual depth, Julie reminds us that love isn’t something to be produced or ‘perfected,’ it’s something to be remembered. It’s an invitation to turn our attention inward and let a truer love story reveal itself.”

—Rosie Acosta, author and associate producer of Balance: A Perimenopause Journey

“What an accurate description of the vulnerability, honesty, and radical self-acceptance that leads to the most amazing journey there is . . . authenticity. The rawness of the spiritual awakening explored in Julie’s story begs the reader’s soul to join in the quest for oneself, as the universe provides alternate plans to our own productions.”

—Mystic Michaela, author of What’s My Aura and podcast host

“The Love Producer is a vulnerable, honest, and often comedic story of love, loss, and healing. Julie shares her history producing reality TV love stories while personally seeking her own happily ever after. I felt invested and on the edge of my seat to see how the stories would unfold. For any Bachelor franchise fans or inner romantics, this book details how we all can be the authors of our own love story.”

—Michelle Maros, USA Today bestselling author of Dear Friend

“There’s a lot of tea being spilled throughout these pages, but there is so much more beneath the surface that readers will find relatable and inspirational. Come for the gossip but stay for the lessons . . . You will be compelled to laugh and to cry, but more importantly, to look in the mirror and ask yourself some very serious questions that will lead you to a better life.”

—Chris Harrison
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Author Disclaimer

Memory is the diary that we all carry about with us.

Oscar Wilde

This is my story, told through my lens. Memory is inherently imperfect and subjective. Others may remember events differently, and I acknowledge my perspective is not the only one. Some names and identifying details have been changed or omitted to protect the privacy of individuals. While efforts have been made to preserve the accuracy of events, certain details have been reordered or condensed for narrative clarity. What follows reflects my personal experience and the truths I discovered on my journey for love. If my story seems a bit dramatic, just remember—I’m a reality TV producer.




Note to Readers

Before we get into it, we must start with a speech, of course! This speech is for you, my readers.

First of all, thank you for taking time out of your busy lives to be a part of this journey with me. Words can’t express how grateful I am to have you along for the adventure to come.

If you’re looking for love, I know how it can feel to lose hope that you’ll ever find the connection your heart yearns for. Whether you’re someone who puts others’ needs before your own, have gone on one too many bad dates, or are healing from a broken heart, I’m here to tell you to not give up. If you go into this journey with an open and curious mind, wearing your heart on your sleeve, and staying true to yourself, I promise you’ll be one step closer to the unconditional love you deserve.

The journey that you’re about to read will look a little different than stories in fairy tales, but I’ve learned that when you step into the unknown and lead with your heart, true transformation begins. I encourage you all to do the same as you follow along. Because, after all, this journey isn’t just about me. It’s for all of us yearning for deeper love in our lives.

So go ahead—grab a glass of champagne (or tea), buy yourself a dozen roses, and find your favorite reading nook. Now, let’s raise our glasses and do a toast. Cheers to the start of an amazing journey. Cheers to love.




Foreword by Chris Harrison

As host of The Bachelor franchise for nineteen years, I saw many young producers come and go. There are a lot of cookie-cutter people in this business, and I became good at seeing people who were different—the diamonds in the rough. Julie was one of those diamonds—a brilliant, kind, wonderful woman, ready to explode into life. It was my pleasure to get to know her and to watch her grow into an amazing producer.

Julie rose through the ranks very quickly, to the point where she was producing the Bachelors and Bachelorettes, which is a coveted position and a difficult job. Julie had to balance being a friend to the contestants with being parent-like; she was a confidante but also had to be tough because she had a job to do. She was expertly able to walk that line and find a way to connect with even the more challenging contestants.

Reality TV devours a lot of people; the job can easily become your life. It’s a “kill or be killed” environment that causes many to put on a protective shell. Julie managed to remain vulnerable, empathetic, and caring throughout it all; as much as the show tried to kill that human side of her, she didn’t let it. One of the things I admire most about her is that she got out of the business while her sanity was still intact. The easy decision would have been to stay; she was making a good living, working on one of the most popular shows in the world. Instead, she bravely chose to break away into the unknown and learned to appreciate, love, and heal herself, and I will always respect her for that.

Through the pages of this book and beyond, she can do the same for you. A good producer asks good questions and truly listens to the answers so they can help the contestants avoid hurdles other people have stumbled over. The importance of listening is browbeaten into producers in reality TV; most people, out of insecurity or nervousness, are instead thinking, What’s the next thing I’m going to say? Producers—or guides—must ebb and flow with what the situation is giving them and what a particular person is giving them on that day. Sometimes they need to be a cheerleader and sometimes they need to give tough love, and it’s their job to know which will motivate someone in that moment. Given at the wrong moment, tough love could break someone, resulting in a loss of a whole day or even week of production. It’s very rare to find someone who has all these qualities and skills, and Julie does.

As a producer, she saw people stumble over hurdles of epic proportions. I have personally sat and watched Julie for hundreds of hours, interviewing, listening, breaking people down, and literally picking them up off the floor of a closet to get them back in the game of life. If she can do that in the most extreme circumstances, just think what she can do for you—by example, and as a “love producer” or guide.

The show we gave so much of our life and soul to is successful because it is relatable. The moments we were producing were microcosms of what we all go through in life. That’s what makes the show so good. It isn’t a game show; it is life. And yes, on a grand scale . . . maybe on a glacier in the Swiss Alps, or on a beach in the Maldives. But when the extravagance is stripped away, the show is about real-life issues that we all deal with. Julie was in the trenches every day at the deepest levels, gaining the skills and learning the lessons that have gone into this book.

There’s a lot of tea being spilled throughout these pages, but there is so much more beneath the surface that readers will find relatable and inspirational. Come for the gossip but stay for the lessons . . . You will be compelled to laugh and to cry, but more importantly, to look in the mirror and ask yourself some very serious questions that will lead you to a better life.

And now, coming up next, the most dramatic read ever. Julie, when you’re ready . . . 

Chris Harrison




Part One

THE BACKSTORY




[image: image]

Teaser: My Final Two Men

The setting: Stagecoach, 2023. A weekend of country music fun in the desert, turned reality star mecca of the world.

I had been an original attendee during the festival’s early days, but work had me traveling in recent years, causing me to miss out on all the fun. For Bachelor alumni, the drama doesn’t stop once the cameras are done rolling. Stagecoach, just outside of Palm Springs, California, was the unofficial pregaming destination to see which contestants might pair up for the summer show I had previously worked on, Bachelor in Paradise. One of my shining moments as a producer was when a contestant turned friend, Kristina, spilled the tea about the real-life drama that ensued in the desert: She hooked up with Blake, a Bachelorette contestant, on Friday night. He then went and slept with another contestant on Saturday. All three of them were set to attend Bachelor in Paradise the following month. Blake trying to cover his tracks became the main source of drama at the beach that summer.

Ironically, I was now in a dark, smoky honky-tonk dance hall watching Blake DJ to a fully packed crowd. The Stagecoach powers that be had loved the press and invited him to play a gig once he transitioned from reality TV star to DJ. How about that for taking an embarrassing experience and turning it into a thriving business?

The tent had been transformed into a nightclub, with strobe lights and smoke machines taking over the space. The music was a blend of country and electronic dance that somehow worked. My friends and I made our way through the crowd and found a spot to the right of the stage. We had just enough room to show off our dance moves.

I was thriving. Happily unemployed, I was excited to be back in my element, with cowboy boots and a cowboy hat on in place of a walkie-talkie and Converse. I’d opted for an all-black ensemble, with a dash of sparkle on my crop top and snake print leather shorts. Quitting my job had really done wonders for me, and I may have possibly de-aged myself from the relief of stress and getting normal hours of sleep. I also had a spray tan and fresh blonde highlights for spring, adding to my glow and confidence.

What felt like right on cue, there he was standing directly in front of me. My Prince Charming. He had on a white T-shirt and blue jeans, like a true cowboy. So simple, yet so sexy. I could feel the nerves bubbling up inside, like a bottle of champagne ready to pop. I leaned forward and tapped his shoulder. As he turned around and processed who he was looking at, a big smile came across his face.

“Jules!!!” he exclaimed.

“Peter!!!” I yelled back, my excitement matching his. We embraced in a hug that lasted the entirety of the song. He smelled so damn good.

Yes, it was Peter as in Peter Weber, the former Bachelor who I produced on his journey for love during season twenty-four of The Bachelor.

“Oh my God, it’s so good to see you,” he said. “Do you have any idea how much I think about you, Jules?”

“No, I don’t, considering your girlfriend won’t let you speak to me,” I said, raising my eyebrows with a look that read, I can’t believe you’re with her.

“I think about you all the time, especially considering the bullshit I’m going through. We broke up. I’m done,” he said with certainty.

A quiet thrill ran through me. “Can’t say I didn’t see that one coming.”

Peter had been dating the fifth runner-up from his season of The Bachelor, someone I never thought was right for him.

“You know,” he continued, “no one will ever have a relationship like you and I have.” As the words came out of his mouth, I sensed a heartfelt sincerity to what he was saying. I felt the same, yet couldn’t help but laugh.

“Very true, Mr. Weber,” I stated, with a smug smile only he and I understood.

He introduced me to his friends and sang my praises as he kept his arm wrapped around me. I felt at home in his embrace. I sensed his excitement at seeing me, as he continued to say how much he had been thinking about me lately. If only he knew how much I had been thinking about him for the past three years—since our last night together.

When I introduced him to my bestie, Adam, Peter turned to him and declared, “Do you have any idea how much I love this girl, Adam?”

How much? Inquiring minds wanted to know. I wanted to know. Did he love me more than he had loved Kelley? Madison? Hannah Ann? Hannah Brown? Where was I on the love scale of all the cast members he had expressed his feelings to? Was I even on the same scale, or did I fall into the category of older-sister-type love? Had he realized that it should’ve been me all along? Had he fantasized of our future together, with a house in Westlake Village and a loft in New York City, two kids, and a life full of travel, adventure, and trips to all the places we exclaimed we wanted to go to together? Had he thought about how perfectly our families got along and how seamlessly our lives would merge into one? How much did he really love me?

Pick me, choose me, love me . . . Like Meredith Grey expressed to McDreamy in Grey’s Anatomy, I had so desperately wanted to say those words to him in the weeks leading up to his finale of The Bachelor, yet fear and denial got in the way.

I was no longer working at the show, so fear of judgment from my coworkers had diminished, for the most part. Peter was single again, so what better time than now? Well, there was one tiny problem . . . I, for the first time in over six years, was not.

I had a boyfriend. A wonderful boyfriend who I loved and adored. Henry wrote me sweet notes, made playlists, enjoyed cooking, and even washed the dishes afterward. He was a real man who knew how to fix things with his bare hands, unlike the men of LA. Henry was funny, smart, sexy, passionate, and oh so charming. He was my real-life Prince Charming, complete with an English accent that quite literally had me at hello. The thing is, Henry currently lived outside of London, and I hadn’t seen him in over two months.

Morgan Wallen’s “Last Night” started playing. Peter grabbed me and we began to dance with each other, singing along. There was an old familiarity with Peter, a comfort. We were always silly, goofy, and fun together. We were a bit reckless as well.

The flashing strobe lights bounced across our faces as we danced. We belted out the lyrics to the chorus, with one line in particular striking a chord in my heart—baby, something’s tellin’ me this ain’t over yet. Why did I have a feeling that the relationship between Peter and me was, in fact, not over yet?

After the DJ set, we shared a drink together at the Rhinestone Lounge before being pulled in opposite directions by our groups for Kane Brown’s performance. Love song after love song sent a pain into my chest; my heart caught in an emotional tug-of-war, my throat tightening with unspoken feelings. I hid my tears under the dark shadow of my cowboy hat, with a fabricated smile as I danced with my friends. I’d developed a skill over the years of disguising what I was really feeling from others, often saving the tears for when I was alone in bed, or claiming “this song just hits, you know?” when caught wiping the water from under my eyes.

The song did hit as Kane Brown started singing “What Ifs.” It was the “what-ifs” between Peter and me that lingered in my mind. What if I had told him how I really felt? What if I had told my bosses what really happened between us? What if we had given us a shot? What if, in the words of Kane Brown, Peter was made for me, and I was made for him?

All these suppressed feelings I had worked hard to remove were rushing through me again. I wanted to be with Peter, dancing in his arms. I was also missing Henry, wishing he were there with me, holding me tight so I could feel the warmth and safety of his love. I was madly in love with Peter. I was madly in love with Henry. How had it come to this? What was a girl to do?

People would often ask me about how real The Bachelor is, and how it was possible for contestants to fall in love with two people. I would always defend the show, as I had seen it happen firsthand. Now, here I was, in love with two people. Was it possible that I was living my own real-life version of The Bachelorette, with Peter and Henry as my final two men? There was a feeling of joy and agony at the thought.

I began to realize that, while I had left the show for my own pursuit of love, the show had never really left me. I had become so entangled with crafting love stories in real time, how could I not, if even subconsciously, do it for myself as well? A blurry line was now drawn in my mind between what was real and what was fantasy. Yet I couldn’t deny what I was feeling. It felt more real than ever, as indicated by the visceral reaction throughout my body and deep into my heart.

I started reflecting on the past couple of years since my departure from the show. Was it possible that all my supporting characters, drama, villains, and the troupe of my very own “love producers” (ahem, therapists) had led me to this very moment? I had been working through what had held me back in the past from being vulnerable and expressing my truth in the name of love. Ironically, this was something I was a pro at getting others to do on national television yet lacked in my personal life.

In this moment, I knew I’d never be able to get past the what-ifs with Peter until I was fully vulnerable and shared my heart with him. Why was that so hard for me? Would I be able to finally do what I got so many contestants to do and express my love to Peter? How would I do this without hurting Henry? I was beginning to feel the pain and struggle the leads of the show would go through on a personal level.

As I was leaving Stagecoach, I received a text from Peter asking if I wanted to go to the house he was staying at with his friends. As tempted as I was, I knew nothing good would happen at an after-party. A late-night, tipsy expression of my love, with a boyfriend back in England whose biggest fear was infidelity, was something I was rational enough to know was not a good idea.

I didn’t get the hall pass of a fantasy suite and a producer to work through these feelings of the heart (for those who may not be privy to what fantasy suites are, this is the time on a Bachelor or Bachelorette’s journey where they get to spend the night, off camera, with their final suitors). Instead, I sat alone with my feelings and questions. I got to decide how the story unfolded from here. Would I find the courage to admit my truth . . . to Peter, to Henry, and, most importantly, to myself? What did I really want—who did I really want?! Was I one step closer to my happily ever after, or was the clock about to strike midnight on my love story?




1
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Fairy-Tale Dreams

Some might say I was destined to work on a show about love. I was boy crazy from a young age, dreaming about princes, faraway lands, and my happily ever after. I felt a part of Cinderella within me and was hopeful that my fairy godmother would arrive when the time was right and bibbidi-bobbidi-boo me into a princess ready for her prince.

Until then, “faraway lands” consisted of the endless acres of forest surrounding my family’s house in Goshen, Connecticut, population 2,879—a feel-good place to raise a family. With no stoplights or gas stations and an abundance of land to let my imagination go wild, wild it went. Like all the princesses before me, as a child I’d sit by the stream and talk to the animals, watching critters scurry by, catching and kissing frogs and imagining they’d turn into my prince.

I was half glamorous and half hippie at heart, wearing a tutu and crown over my OshKosh B’gosh overalls and bare feet with dirt underneath my toenails. My big sister, Jen, and I had a “castle” in the woods. To enter the castle, there was a secret code. We had to shake a small tree until a leaf fell, and we caught it. Once in hand, the gates would magically open to our fairy-tale land, where each large rock was a different wing of the castle. I imagined bringing my crush there, dreaming of our future together where he’d declare his love for me, and we’d get married amongst the rocks and trees.

My first crush was Billy. He had dreamy, molten chocolate brown eyes that matched his wavy brown hair. I thought he was the cutest thing ever when we first locked eyes during preschool in our church’s basement. I shared my crush with my best friends, the J-Unit—Jane, Justine, and Jessie. Our teacher yelled at us when we drew a giant heart around J+B on the birch tree in the playground at school.

I quickly moved on from Billy, however, when my mom invited him over for a playdate. Instead of going to the castle, we opted for our hot tub (very Bachelor of us; we didn’t have a pool, so it was the next best thing). Things took a rough turn when he tried to dunk me under the water. Young boys are so not prince-like.

Next there was Teddy, my first kiss. We shared a babysitter after school, whose daughter, Carly, had a gumball machine that dreams were made of. All I ever wanted was a darn gumball out of that machine. Carly and the other older kids told Teddy and me if we kissed on top of the monkey bars, she would give us one hundred gumballs each. This was a win-win for me. I was determined to get those gumballs, and Teddy was a cutie.

From opposite ends of the monkey bars, Teddy and I nervously climbed to the center. The group of kids cheered us on from the ground as we leaned in for a quick, awkward kiss. Eager to get our gumballs after climbing down, I quickly learned about false promises. We held up our end of the bargain, but Carly did not. To this day on my list of things people owe me is Carly Jones, ninety-nine gumballs.

There was a big gap between that first kiss and my first real kiss—you know, the kind with tongue. I was in middle school, and had been dating my first boyfriend, Robby, for a week. The kiss happened at my friend Rebecca’s party. She lived in a giant log cabin that was only half finished, giving us the space to have a party without the adults lingering over us. We dolled up the unfinished side with streamers, balloons, bowls of Doritos, and a cooler of PG drinks—sodas and Capri-Suns. In the corner was our master creation, a sheet pinned up to make our very own kissing booth. That night, after a few rounds of spin the bottle with the group, Robby and I made our way to the booth for our “seven minutes in heaven.” Cue “Kiss Me” by Sixpence None the Richer, which conveniently started playing from the burned CD in the boom box. It was pure, awkward, middle school bliss.

After Robby, I was shooting for the stars—the superstars. My bedroom walls were covered with all the tween heartthrobs from Tiger Beat magazine. I’d wake up staring into the eyes of Jonathan Taylor Thomas, Devon Sawa, Andrew Keegan, and *NSYNC. Justin Timberlake was my number one crush, and I was convinced we were destined to end up together. I was a manifester from a young age, and one day I got my shot. I convinced my mom to drive into New York City on 9/9/99 to catch a glimpse of *NSYNC from the crowds gathering around Lincoln Center for the MTV Video Music Awards. I pushed my way to the front of the crowd where ticket holders were entering. Eagerly I shouted, “Can I have your ticket?” to a bunch of stuck-up New Yorkers who ignored me. All except Jessica. Jessica pulled out an envelope from her purse and handed a ticket to the cop next to her, pointing at me.

He made his way over. “Well, young lady, you just won the golden ticket. That lady wanted me to give you this!” I nearly fainted. I ditched my mom and friend after making plans for where to meet after the show and ran straight to the red carpet. (This was pre–cell phone days for the youngsters out there.) I remember the moment so vividly. I looked into the distance and saw *NSYNC at the start of the red carpet. Joey had bright red hair, Lance was rocking a purple and green three-piece suit, Chris was in his crazy braid era, and JC was looking handsome despite his weird, furry vest. Most important was Justin, in true Justin perfection, with a black leather jacket, a diamond T necklace, and his curly, perfectly gelled blond-tip hair.

As they made their way toward me, I did everything I could to contain myself. Then Justin and I locked eyes. This was my moment. Somehow, I got the words out . . . 

“Can I have a hug?” I asked eagerly. He smiled, leaned in, and wrapped his arms around me. I still remember the smell of his leather jacket as he pressed up against me, which may explain my love for men in leather jackets that still holds true today. I left my outfit hanging on my bedroom door, unwashed, for a year after that.

The whole night was a dream come true. If you find a clip of *NSYNC’s performance with Britney Spears, listen closely and you’ll hear a faint voice yell right before they started singing, “I love you, Justinnnn!!!” That was me, with my first confession of romantic love to a man. It was so easy back then. Why did it become so hard later on?

It probably had something to do with my first real love, Cody. Cody and I met the following year. He was the star basketball player at the rival high school and had piercing blue eyes just as dreamy as Justin’s. Our first date was to McDonald’s followed by the movie Bring It On. We were inseparable after that, with Friday nights spent going to his basketball games followed by late-night bites with our crew at Friendly’s, where we always shared a cone head sundae. My parents had been high school sweethearts and were still happily together, so I was certain Cody and I would have the same trajectory, especially when he ended up transferring to my high school later that year. He gave me my first blue box from Tiffany’s—the silver heart charm bracelet—which was basically the equivalent of an engagement ring at the time.

We locked in our love by losing our virginity to each other on our nine-month anniversary, on his family’s black leather couch after his mom had gone to bed. It took a few condoms before we got it on right. I remember my back sweat sticking to the leather as he managed to get inside of me. It didn’t hurt as bad as I thought it would, and it didn’t bleed like I had heard it would. Did we do it right? I wondered. I certainly didn’t come that night. I doubt I came at all while we were together. What do we know about pleasure in our bodies at sixteen? I later came to realize that my first orgasm was actually from the ab machine at the YMCA. I never seemed to understand why crunching my body in a certain position felt so good down there. It’s called a coregasm—look it up. Talk about motivation to keep crunching.

My parents had had “the talk” with me a month before Cody and I started having sex, thinking we already were. By then, I had already gone to Planned Parenthood after convincing myself that I might be pregnant after feeling a bump in my stomach one night while lying on my back. We hadn’t even had sex yet; we had gotten close though—there was definitely cum down in that area, so there was about a .0001 percent chance that sperm could’ve made its way up inside of me, right? Because, again, what do we know about our bodies at sixteen? I was so terrified of teen pregnancy thanks to those fear-driven sex education videos. I started on birth control and didn’t stop taking it for twenty-three years after that. I sometimes wonder what effect that had on my body. Boobs—it definitely gave me boobs.

I already had a fraught relationship with my body. In true Bring It On fashion, I dreamed of joining the high school cheerleading team. But there was no chance I’d try out again after having been rejected in middle school. My sister inquired as to why I didn’t make the team, and the staff told her it was due to my double-jointed arms. There was nothing I could do to improve that feature. I understand now how those early moments of rejection can seep into the subconscious, having an impact for years to come.

The biggest rejection I experienced during high school was from Cody. We had been dating for over a year and a half. I now had my very first cell phone, the Nokia 3310, with an electric blue case that matched my bright blue and silver bedroom I was in when it rang. I lay back on my sky-blue faux fur comforter of my twin bed to have what I thought would be normal girl talk with my friend Olivia.

“Hi, hun!” I answered, staring up at my blue paper lanterns hanging between posters of *NSYNC and glow-in-the-dark stars.

“Heyyy . . . ” she said, her tone less perky than usual. “How’s your day going?”

“Good. What’s going on—are you okay?” I asked. “You sound off.”

“Have you talked to Cody today?” she inquired.

“No, I called him a bit ago, but I haven’t heard back yet . . . Why?” I felt a rock forming in my throat, the insides of my stomach twisting together, bracing for what I was about to hear. The same areas of my body where I’d later learn I stored all my shame.

“I just got off the phone with Tim,” she began. “Last night, he and Cody and some of the boys hung out with the Litchfield girls. They all played strip Go Fish.” My stomach dropped. Strip Go Fish? I’d never heard of such a thing. The Litchfield girls went to Cody’s old school and always tried to flirt with our guy friends and were so cold to us.

“Did he say anything about Cody? Like . . . he stripped too?” I asked, fearful of the answer.

“He did. But that’s not all . . .” I could hear her take a deep breath before she continued. “He and Alyssa were getting a little too close. Tim wouldn’t tell me straight up, but I suspect by reading between the lines that they kissed.”

I thought I might throw up.

“I’m sorry, Jules. You should talk to him about it,” she said.

“Yeah . . . I definitely will . . . Thank you for telling me. I’ll call you back later, okay? Love you.” I hung up and cried.

I don’t remember who did the official breaking up once Cody called me back. My dad had always ingrained in me: Once a cheater, always a cheater, so I had no intention of fighting for us to stay together. If he had fought for it, though, I would’ve stayed. But he didn’t. All I really remember him saying is, “You have big dreams to move to California and New York. I don’t want to hold you back.” Damn straight, Cody. You won’t hold me back anymore! He started dating Alyssa the very next day. They are now married with three kids and live in our small town. In hindsight, it was a blessing from the universe. In high school, though? It was soul crushing.

While it seems silly thinking back to young love with such merit, I now realize what a strong impact those first romantic relationships can have. Cody began instilling the belief in me that “men don’t choose me.” There were also the guys in high school who would call me a “homewrecker” in a flirtatious way because they had girlfriends but wanted to hook up with me. I didn’t do anything to wreck their relationships. I just loved fashion and enjoyed dressing cute. But it left me wondering, Why do these guys want to hook up with me but not date me?

So, what did I do? I fully leaned into the strong, independent Aquarius woman I was, where a relationship was not my priority, and I held a little shield over my heart. I’m a millennial, after all. The Destiny’s Child lyric all the women who independent, throw your hands up at me was my mantra. I knew I could have it all; with time, a man and kids would come. But for now? I was going to focus on conquering the world and achieving all my dreams.

What were those dreams, you ask? Great question.
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Career Dreams

I always knew I was a creative . . . but I struggled with what my creative niche was. I’d see the talented artists in school and wish I could draw like them. I’d listen to the school band and regret quitting the violin, then piano, then clarinet. I took dance classes even though I had two left feet. I enjoyed acting but always felt like I was in the shadows of my sister Jen, the more talented one. She’d be the star of the musical, and I’d be in the chorus. Maybe my thing could be modeling, I thought. I flipped through the pages of the Delia’s catalog and dreamed of being one of the girls.

As teenagers, Jen and I both ended up getting agents in New York and our sweet angel of a mother would take us on the two-hour train ride from rural Connecticut into the city for castings. After months of castings with no bookings, I finally booked a big job. I was asleep in my closet when my mom opened the door to tell me. (Yes, sometimes I slept in my closet, a long, narrow passage that connected to my parents’ room and was full of my collection of trinkets.)

“Julie, are you up?” my mom whispered. “Your agent is on the phone.” My eyes immediately shot open.

“I’m awake!” I said, sitting up quickly, looking into my mom’s blue eyes with eager anticipation.

“You booked the Nickelodeon campaign!” she














































OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Praise for The Love Producer



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Author Disclaimer



		Note to Readers



		Foreword by Chris Harrison



		Part One: The Backstory



		Teaser: My Final Two Men



		1. Fairy-Tale Dreams



		2. Career Dreams



		3. If You Can Make It Here, You Can Make It Anywhere



		4. City of Dreams



		5. Dream Man



		6. Dream Job



		7. The Breakup



		8. Bless the Distress



		9. Bachelorettes, Proposals, Wrinkles, and Catching Bouquets









		Part Two: The Drama



		10. Pilot Pete



		11. The Cinderella Story That Could Have Been



		12. Forever a Bachelorette



		13. Fantasy Suite



		14. The Grand Finale



		15. Stillness of the Face, Mind, and World



		16. Return to Chaos



		17. Home Is Where the Heart Is



		18. Final Goodbyes









		Part Three: The Healing Journey



		19. The Supporting Characters



		20. Carl, Hypnotherapist to the Stars



		21. Thomas, the Toad



		22. Ayahuasca Bros



		23. My First Love



		24. Return of the Exes



		25. Henry, the Leading Man



		26. The Warning



		27. ’Til Death Do Us Part



		28. The Villains



		29. Drama and Decisions



		30. The Breakup of Our Burning Love



		31. The Not So Hollywood Ending



		32. My Final Rose









		Epilogue



		Resources That Supported My Journey



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Part One: The Backstory











Page List





		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		xviii



		xix



		xx



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268











OEBPS/images/Cover.jpg
€ -+ . ChrisHarrison

N

PRODUCER

My Unscripted Journey from
a Reality TV Career to
My Own Happily Ever After

JULIE LAPLACA






OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
S
BeNRBELLA





