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An Introduction

In the
book, Hitting the Sauce, Lucy
asks Angie why she broke up with her boyfriend. Angie replies
with:

“I don’t want to be involved
with a man who explains uncomfortable situations by saying he has a
long story with his ex-.”

“He really said that?” Lucy
asked.

“Yes.”

“What did you
say?”

“That I didn’t want to be a
subplot.”

The scene is a pun because Angie is a subplot
in that book. But then I grew to like the Angie character and I
started feeling guilty. So to make amends with an imaginary person
in my head, here is Angie, front and center as the protagonist in
her own series of stories beginning with the story What You Tell
Yourself. The one you’re now about to read, is the second in the
series.

Spoiler Alert: This particular story takes
place in time after the book Hitting the Sauce ends. If you don’t
want to ruin part of the surprise ending in that book, you may want
to read this story after reading it.


What Others Tell You

When
Angie arrived at her spa at nine o’clock Tuesday morning, it was
already bustling in a way only a spa could bustle: quiet and
hushed. Having been opened for two hours already, a full staff was
present, a pitcher of cucumber water surrounded by
environmentally-friendly disposable cups was on the waiting room
coffee table, and a recording of Japanese Shakuhachi flute music
could barely be heard.

She stepped inside, inhaled the slight aroma
of sandalwood, and let her eyes close for a long, slow exhale.
There. She was grounded. Clear. Centered. She opened her eyes and
waltzed through the reception area feeling as if floating on a sea
of good vibrations. She smiled at a client perusing skin care items
on display, nodded hello at another on her way toward the nail
salon, and then stumbled at the sound of her receptionist.

Actually, it wasn’t really the sound that
Crosby made that made Angie lose her footing. It was the words
she’d said that landed like a sucker punch in Angie’s stomach.

“Good morning, Mrs. Pulsoni,” Crosby had
chirped. “So good to see you again.”

Angie spun around and locked eyes with Giada
Pulsoni.

“Oh, hello Ange.” Giada approached Angie,
placed her hands on her arms and air kissed her cheeks. “I told you
I’d see you soon.”

“And you were right,” Angie said. She
cleared her throat and stepped back. “So, uh, what are you here
for?”

“A deep tissue massage,” Crosby interjected.
“She’s trying something new.” She handed a clipboard to Marissa
who’d just stepped through the doors leading to the back rooms.
“She’s all yours Rissa.”

“Maybe we can grab a cup of coffee or
something afterward,” Giada said to Angie.

“Oh, sure.” Angie struggled to smile as if
she meant it. “If you have the time. No worries if you don’t,
though. We can catch up some other day.”

Giada followed Marissa out of the room. As
soon as the door shut behind them, Angie leaned over Crosby’s
desk.

“Trying something new?” she whispered. “How
often does she come here?” Because it had been a several since
Angie, herself, had provided services at her spa, she wasn’t sure
which clients were regulars or who was a long-standing customer
anymore.

“Let’s see.” Crosby clicked her computer’s
mouse and stared at the monitor. “She’s been coming for about three
years on a quarterly basis. Usually comes in February and November
for spray tanning, then May and August for full-body
dermabrasion.”

“When did she make today’s appointment?”

Crosby squinted at the screen.
“Yesterday.”

“Interesting.” Angie chewed on the inside of
her cheek. “I know I’m going to regret this, but, can I get a full
report on her?”

“Sure.” Crosby grinned and did her magic
with the keyboard and mouse. Within seconds she was obviously ready
to provide a complete dossier on Giada Pulsoni, but postponed it
while she checked in a new client and took payment from a departing
one.

Angie waited patiently, in great
appreciation of Crosby’s tact. The spa’s database held information
more secretive, and potentially more dangerous, than anything the
NSA could ever hope to find. Clients in passing should never be
privy to it.

“All right,” Crosby said, turning back to
her monitor when they were finally alone. “She’s currently married
to an Anthony Pulsoni. He’s her second husband. She’s his third
wife. When married to number one, she lived in Philly. Now I’m not
sure where she lives.”

“She’s somewhere on the Jersey shore
now.”

“Okay. I’ll see if I can find out where,
exactly. So anyway, he has two adult children from wife number two.
They have no kids of their own. She doesn’t want any. She really
likes Siamese cats. Took it hard when one of them died several
years ago. As of the last visit here she had three, all named after
designers: Versace, Gucci and Chanel. Let’s see . . . what else?”
Crosby paused to scroll down the screen. “She likes vanilla more
than chocolate. Doesn’t understand why people enjoy watching the
news. And she’s afraid of boats. Therapist notes say she’s not as
vapid as she wants you to believe she is and to be careful, seems
like she can be vindictive.”

“Huh. Thank you.” Angie blew out a stream of
air and twisted her lips to the side.

“What’s up?” Crosby asked.

“I’m thinking there was a motive for her to
get in today and I’m not sure what it is.”

“Why? How do you know her? She acted like
you were old friends.”

“I just met her for the first time on
Sunday,” Angie replied and paused before dropping a bombshell.
“She’s my sister-in-law.”

“What?”

“Actually, my half-sister-in-law, if there
is such a thing. She’s married to my half-brother. What does that
make her?”

“Someone you know, but uh,” Crosby tucked
her straight, brown hair behind her ears. “I thought you only had a
sister.”
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