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Lauren’s idea of fun wasn’t to tag along with her roommate to buy clothes at a thrift shop, but she hadn’t wanted to go through the trouble of Ava’s insistence that day. 

Lauren slipped away to a section of skirts and dresses. Wandering through the rows of vintage clothing, she took in the scent of musty fabrics and the sound of coat hangers sliding over metal racks. Her fingers brushed against denim, leather, velvet, polyester, cotton, and silk—styles from every decade. 

Out of the corner of her eyes, Lauren saw Ava hopping from section to section, letting out squeals of excitement. “Look at this. How about this? This one’s super cute.” Her roommate held up a red tank top, followed by a pair of tight jeans with holes at the knees and thighs. Sometimes, Lauren wished she had Ava’s knack for finding a cute outfit out of the strangest combinations.

Lauren’s hand brushed against a cute but faded cherry-blossom pink skirt, perfect for spring without showing too much skin. She recalled Miss Perry with her ruler, lining up all the girls in the class to ensure that their skirt length didn’t exceed three inches above the knee, something that Lauren never had to worry about, as her mom only let her wear skirts that extended well past the knee when she was sitting down. Lauren grabbed a loose-fitting, white blouse to match with the cherry-blossom skirt and put them on in the dressing room.

“No,” Ava said as soon as she saw Lauren. “We’re definitely finding you something cuter.”

“I like this skirt,” Lauren protested.

“You look like a Mormon housewife. I’m not letting you leave here until we change that top. I shouldn’t even let you leave with any of those clothes, really. At least the top needs to go.” Before Lauren could respond, Ava was already digging through a row of tops as quickly as an expert. A minute later, she proudly held up a white t-shirt, shoving it into Lauren’s hands and pushing her toward the changing room. 

Despite the shirt fitting her form well, shame crept into Lauren’s thoughts like a spider. Due to her upbringing with an overzealous mom who taught Lauren that anything that showed off her chest was immodest, Lauren preferred loose tops that hid the size of her breasts, which meant often wearing a size large or larger.

Ava gave her a nod of approval. “You look great! I mean, as great as you can if you insist on that skirt.” 

Lauren and Ava brought their clothes to the cash register; Lauren had the one outfit while Ava had several. 

The cashier was an older woman who had a kind smile and rang up their clothes in a rhythmic slowness that had Ava rocking on the balls of her feet. The woman paused to hold up Lauren’s skirt in front of her and peered at the tag. 

“Huh. That’s strange. Usually, a skirt like this is twice the price.“It says women’s sport, size small.” She shrugged her shoulders and smiled at Ava and Lauren. “The guys are always mislabeling the women’s clothing. This is why we need more women working here. You two girls interested in some volunteer work? No? Pity.”

At Ava’s insistence, they went directly to the beach from the thrift shop, each wearing their new outfits: Lauren in her long cherry-blossom skirt and white top, and Ava in a pair of baby-blue short shorts matched with a crop top that showed off her tight belly. It was one of those Spring days when people were scattered about the beach instead of the compact Summer crowds. 

The moment Lauren stepped onto the sand, she regretted agreeing to the beach. An occasional breeze threatened to snap up her skirt so that Lauren had to keep her hands down at her thighs to avoid flashing her butt to the world. Thankfully, she wore underwear, though it didn’t reduce Lauren’s embarrassment.

Shortly after arriving at the beach, Lauren and Ava came across two shirtless guys from their college whom Ava called over. Both were fit and cute. 

The one who chatted with Ava kept stealing glances at Ava and Lauren’s chests. Either Ava didn’t notice, or didn’t mind, but Lauren folded her arms across her body, wishing she was wearing that loose blouse instead of this tight-fitting shirt that her roommate had convinced her to buy. 

To make matters worse, a gust of wind blew the hem of the skirt up, flashing her bare underwear. When she wrestled it down, heat rushed to her cheeks as she saw the two guys stare at her.

The other guy was nice enough, but there was no spark between Lauren and him. Their conversation quickly became awkward and forced, until they quietly hovered off to the side as Ava and his friend flirted. 

Lauren wished she had Ava’s confidence and ease with men. Even though she often felt awkward around men, Lauren still enjoyed their company, at least if they weren’t being creepy. Lauren breathed a silent sigh of relief when Ava finally exchanged her contact info with the guy and the two of them bid Ava and Lauren farewell.

“Wasn’t he super cute?” Ava grinned when they were in the car.

“Yeah,” Lauren answered, her mind distracted by her insecurities.

The following day, when Lauren put on her skirt, she was disappointed to see that it had shrunk to rest at her knees. She had washed and dried it the night before, figuring that its long years of use would prevent it from shrinking. However, the skirt also seemed to be a brighter pink. At least, brighter than what it had been in the thrift shop. It must have been due to the room’s lighting, Lauren thought.

In the auditorium-style lecture hall, when she sat down, the hem of her skirt wasn’t long enough to cover her knees. Lauren thought of what her mom used to say. Guys want thighs. Showing your knees tells a man you want to be on your knees. I won’t have my daughter dress like a slut.

When she had seen her reflection that morning, she hadn’t thought that she looked like a slut while wearing her still-long skirt and a conservative top that covered her shoulders and three-quarters of her arms. 













