
Toasty Tan Lines  

 Every girl knows the drill when it comes to tanning; you have to keep the mystery 

alive. You can’t let the world know that you actually put effort into that tan and spent 

hours sunbathing, using the condensation of your iced coffee to cool you off. Do you 

really want your sports-bra tan line to draw attention away from your new maxi dress? 

Girls everywhere are walking around with flawless perfections like they have just joined 

a nudist colony in Tahiti and stopped by just to pick up another romper from Current 

Boutique. I say to hell with terminating the tan line (coincidentally that would be a great 

place to get a tan), I want my hard work and tireless effort to show. 

 If I spent half my day on the roof deck of Red Derby wearing a sundress, then you 

bet your ass I want those straps to show. I don’t really know how one would go about 

betting your ass as it is not a traditionally traded commodity, but you would have to do so 

for this scenario. As a wise prophet once said, “Started from the bottom, now we’re 

here.” I want the world to see the difference in color from the start of my day to the end. 

I want to world to know I do wear a bra and sometimes the strap comes down to the 

middle of my arm while the sun imprints the evidence. If I take a run (this is purely 

hypothetical) then I want the world to know I do in fact wear a sports bra even though if 

we are being real, I probably don’t have to. 



 There are too many good places in DC to tan that would probably require clothing 

to be worn, so flaunt that tan line and show off what havoc that netted mono-kini left on 

you. Keep the sunglasses, watches and rings on and stock up on the aloe vera. 


