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The Beaded Bag

by 
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The Beaded Bag

Trina squeezed between the racks inside Bibi’s Bargain Boutique. She needed to find a costume. Any sort of costume. For the bloody office Halloween Party. Tonight.

She hated costume parties and had managed to bail out of it last year, but her boss had given her a chat about team players earlier in the week. Layoffs were rampant. So she decided it was important to show up.

Everyone else had clever, trendy costumes planned. She didn’t even want to socialize with most of her coworkers. That’s why she got this job, which she loved, testing software. Because everyone was a geek. So why did they have to pretend they wanted to hang out together and dress up?

She wove through the crowded shop, sneezing from the incense, and flipped through the usual assortment of angels, devils, slutty, sexy whatevers and found nothing that worked. Maybe she’d just draw a face on a brown paper bag, cut eye holes in it and call it a day.

As she wandered, looking at cool lamps and coffee tables, she felt surprised at the wide range of stuff the store carried. She didn’t usually shop in thrift stores, but this one had more character than most with terra cotta walls and a metallic gold ceiling. It was loaded with antiques, imports and just run of the mill retro or vintage stuff. Trina didn’t really shop much at all. Just online for clothes once a year or at the grocery store for the week’s meals.

Her wardrobe consisted of: jeans, T-shirts or turtlenecks, depending on the weather, and walking shoes. She supposed most people would find her life boring, but she pretty much liked it. Except for the lack of boyfriend thing. At twenty-eight, she still hadn’t solved that one. Out of all her friends, she was the only one who’d never had a boyfriend. Well at least since high school. And she wanted a lover. A partner to share her life with.

She made another pass through the clothing rack, searching through scarves and accessories. That’s when she spotted the most lovely pink and gold beaded bag. It was small, covered with cloth roses, pearls, lace, fringe and sequins. Of course she had no place to wear such a thing. It wasn’t practical, would only hold her cell, some ID, money and maybe her keys.

Trina picked the bag up, almost before she realized it. She opened the small purse, admiring how well sewn the floppy bag was and its over the top girliness. It felt silky and frilly in her hands. The price was ten bucks. A little steep for used. She set it down, almost hesitantly and walked back over to look at the clothes.

Focus she told herself. Halloween costume. She needed to find a costume. Pulling out her cell to check the time. 12:45, ten minutes before she needed to get back from her lunch hour.
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