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An Introduction

In
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 this
one.

If you enjoy this story, please check
out the second in the series: 
What Others Tell You.


What You Tell Yourself

Valerie
Mitchelson arrived at Angie’s spa with her two sisters (the three
were a set of identical triplets) and a gaggle of friends for a
bachelorette’s party. Valerie was the bachelorette in question,
which would rather suggest she’d stand out among the crowd.
However, she and her sisters came coifed with golden hair pulled
back in identical ponytails and wore matching T-shirts with
“No! I’m
the bride!” emblazoned in rhinestones
across their chests. Intent on getting the full spa treatment, none
sported the tale-tale sign of a flashy engagement ring on any
finger. And, perhaps to keep the confusion at a peak, the sisters
thought it hilarious fun that no one was sure exactly who was whom
all evening.

The spa personnel, having hosted several of
these events in the past, had prepared well for the evening. They’d
set up tables with crudités and other finger foods in the reception
area and had stationed large ice chests filled with small bottles
of water throughout the hallways. Only one bottle of wine was
opened at a time; the rest was kept squirreled away in a
refrigerator as far from the women as possible.

It’s not that the staff was concerned with
drunk driving. The spa was based in the ground floor of a hotel in
Atlantic City where the women had reserved rooms for the night.
Drunk walking would more likely have been an issue. But that wasn’t
of their concern either.

Instead, Angie and her team of professional
relaxation artists were trying to prevent a strange phenomenon that
often occurs during special moments among friends and family. More
than once they had witnessed the best of BFFs and the closest of
sisters transform into the worst of enemies when the wine flowed
too freely. Regardless of the Zen-like spa setting and the good
vibes pouring off the staff, rationing the alcohol was a necessary
evil if the women were guaranteed to leave happy.
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