Memory 5993
I used to have a personal trainer through a chiropractic office (or physical therapist or whatever you want to call it).  I used to exercise with her. Her name was Ursula and she was tall, blonde, and very attractive.  She was working with me on my bad back and neck problems. In the course of an hour, we would start talking about our personal lives.  We were both single, and about the same age. She was trying to be an actress.  She was working as this personal trainer/therapist while she was trying to get into acting.  Here I was an artist, so we had a lot in common. The thing was, I used to lie and tell her that I had dated all these guys, which I hadn’t. I was kind of sort of hanging out with one guy.  I wasn’t really dating.  He was kind of a pal, but I just kind of created this image of myself as being this big dater. I don’t know why.  She would ask, “So who did you go out with this weekend?” like, you know, I was this big dater, so I’d make up some story.  Sometimes I’d talk about this guy John, the one who I was actually hanging out with at the time, but mostly I’d invent things.  There was no one else.  I’d just make up these lies.

