Almost every bra hanging at Coyote Ugly is white, beige, or black. How uninteresting that is, she says as she remembers that currently she’s wearing a cream-colored bra herownself. (Not beige, and she’s not being pretensious–it’s really cream-colored, which is not beige)

Lingerie is one of those interesting subjects. It has to serve a purpose. It needs to be functional, but when it’s truly functional, it can cease to be lingerie. If it’s not lingerie, then it’s underwear. Personally, I think it only becomes lingerie when it gets feminine and a little less functional.

My best friend Shan and I recently were discussing how somehow, without plot or plan, all of her lingerie had morphed into black, beige, and white cotton. *side note…call Shan’s husband and find out what her bra size is so you can get her a fabulous Christmas pressie.* Shan’s aunt long ago told her that as she got older, she would find that the lingerie/underwear transformation would surely happen, and Shan is horrified to acknowledge that it truly has. Not horrified enough to do anything about it as lingerie is expensive, but horrified nonetheless.

Now me, even though I’m currently wearing underwear and not lingerie–I have the opposite problem. About a year ago, I opened the lingerie drawer and noticed that all but one of my bras happened to be a shade of blue. Dark blue, light blue, royal blue, bright blue. Blue with bright yellow sunflowers, blue with white polka dots. Lacey, silky, satiny, cotton. All blue. Shortly thereafter, I called my friends and told them that if they were shopping with me, I was not allowed to buy any blue lingerie. Hence the cream-colored bra.

Had I walked into Coyote Ugly yesterday, though, it would have been a whole different story. They’d have gotten some lingerie to liven up the underwear. For that alone, I might have been willing to give up the blue with sunflowers.

