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Chapter 1 —The Dare

The bell over the door of Second Chance Threads gave its usual exhausted ding as Maddie and Jenna
stepped inside. The air smelled like dust, leather, and fabric softener from another decade. Sunlight
filtered in through the grimy front window, casting golden stripes across piles of forgotten fashion.

“Back to the land of ugly bridesmaid dresses and ironic cardigans,” Jenna declared, spinning
dramatically toward a rack of sequined nightmares.

Maddie rolled her eyes but smiled. Saturdays at the thrift store had become their little ritual—an
hour or two of hunting for accidental treasures and laughing at velvet hats no one should have worn
even in 1983.

Jenna, naturally, made a beeline to the vintage section. “Oh. My. Gosh,” she said, her voice dropping
to a mock-horror whisper.

Maddie turned. “What?”

Jenna held up a pair of stiff, deep-blue denim overalls. They looked like something from a WWII
ration poster: high-waisted, broad-legged, and thick-strapped. The straps crisscrossed at the back
and buttoned into the waistline. The back itself was a vertical row of large, utilitarian buttons.

“These are ancient,” Jenna said reverently. “There’s probably a woman in an old photo somewhere
fixing an airplane in these.”

Maddie raised an eyebrow. “And you want me to... what? Salute them?”
“No,” Jenna grinned. “l want you to try them on.”

Maddie took a step back. “No chance. Look at them! I'd need a team of engineers to get those straps
right. And buttons down the back? Why?”

“Because they’re fabulous. And weird. And | dare you.”

Maddie’s heart sank. There it was—the dare. She hated losing them almost as much as she hated
how bad she was at saying no.

With a theatrical groan, she snatched the overalls from Jenna. “Fine. But if | get stuck in them, you're
calling the fire department.”

The changing room was barely big enough to turn around in. Maddie stripped down to her tank top
and shorts and stared at the overalls like they were a puzzle box.

It took ten full minutes.

She wriggled. She squirmed. She hopped on one foot. She twisted like she was auditioning for a yoga
video called Back Button Boot Camp. Finally, she had to ask Jenna for help.

And to her surprise...



They didn’t look terrible.

They actually fit kind of well. A little loose around the hips, but the high waist gave her shape. And
even though the fabric was heavy, it hugged her upper body in a way that made her feel... different.
Taller. More like someone who knew what they were doing.

Then she moved.
Pop.

A button launched itself off her back like it was escaping prison, bounced off the changing room
bench, and rolled under the door.

“Oh no,” she breathed.

“Everything okay in there?” Jenna called.

“Define okay.”

She twisted, revealing a small tear near one of the seams. Her stomach dropped.
When she emerged, Jenna gasped. “You actually look—wow.”

“| broke them,” Maddie muttered. “Look.”

Jenna winced. “Yikes.”

At the counter, the clerk took one look and said flatly, “You break it, you buy it.”

Maddie, realizing there was no denying, dug into her wallet. All that allowance. Gone. She left the
store with the overalls stuffed in a paper bag, humiliated and twenty-five dollars poorer.

As far as she was concerned, that was the end of that chapter.

Or so she thought.

Chapter 2 — Closet Shame

The overalls didn’t make it to a hanger.

As soon as Maddie got home, she stuffed them to the back of her closet behind a pile of old hoodies
and a half-deflated duffel bag. She didn’t even bother folding them. The paper bag crumpled as she
shoved it between two storage bins and slammed the closet door.

“Out of sight, out of regret,” she muttered, flopping onto her bed.

Jenna had texted three times—mostly laughing emojis and a GIF of someone falling over in a stiff
denim jumpsuit—but Maddie didn’t answer. It wasn’t just about the lost money. It was the principle
of it. Those overalls had tricked her. Somehow they’d looked better than expected and then betrayed
her at the exact moment she started to feel... maybe not awful.

She didn’t need that kind of humiliation in her life. Especially not buttoned up the back.
Two weeks passed. The bag remained untouched.

Until Saturday morning.



Maddie had just stepped out of the shower when she heard her mom call from down the hall.
“Maddie? Why is there a pair of antique mechanic pants at the back of your closet?”
Her stomach dropped. “Noooo,” she whispered.

Wrapped in a towel, she padded into the living room and found her mom holding the overalls like a
historical artifact. Her mom was already wearing her glasses halfway down her nose—her serious
sewing glasses—and her expression was somewhere between amused and intrigued.

“l didn’t even know denim like this was still around,” she said, running her fingers along the seams.
“Sturdy, but worn in the right places. Where’d you find these?”

Maddie hesitated. Then sighed. “Thrift store. Jenna dared me. | tried them on. A button came off, a
tear happened, and the store lady made me buy them.”

Her mom laughed softly. “Classic Jenna. And typical you for following through.”

She turned the overalls inside out, inspecting the stitching. “The tear’s nothing. A clean fix. And if |
take in the waist and shorten the straps a bit...”

Maddie raised a hand. “No. Please don’t make this a thing.”
But it was already a thing.

Her mom disappeared into her sewing nook and reappeared two hours later, triumphantly holding
up the now-repaired, slightly more tailored overalls.

“They’re gorgeous now. Very Rosie the Riveter, but updated.”

Maddie gave her a deadpan look. “I’'m not trying to rivet anything, Mom.”

“Well, you can wear them tomorrow. Everything else of yours is in the wash anyway.”
Maddie blinked. “What? No. | have—"

“—A closet full of clothes you said needed to be washed this morning,” her mom said, hands on hips.
“So unless you want to wear your school gym sweats all day...”

|II

Maddie groaned. “You are evi

“I'm resourceful. And,” her mom added, holding up a pale yellow blouse with—of course—buttons
all the way down the back, “I even found you something to go underneath. Your t-shirts would bunch
under those straps.”

Maddie squinted at it. “Where did you even get that?”
“I wore it when | was about your age. Vintage goes with vintage, honey.”
The next morning, Maddie stared at herself in the mirror.

The overalls did not feel like her. She was used to comfort clothes—sweats, oversized sweaters,
worn-in jeans. Not this. The overalls hugged her body in ways she wasn’t used to. The buttons up the
back were just as frustrating as ever, and the straps, now shorter, pulled a little tighter across her
chest.

The blouse underneath was even weirder. Soft, fitted, and buttoned up the back too. She felt like a
carefully wrapped package, held together by a million fasteners she couldn’t reach on her own.



She scowled.

Then paused.

The reflection in the mirror looked... kind of cool.
Different. But cool.

“Still hate it,” she said aloud. But not quite convincingly.

Chapter 3 — Trial by Denim

It was Monday morning, and Maddie stood at her front door staring down at her shoes, trying to
delay the inevitable.

The overalls fit even snugger today than yesterday—her mom had made “a few final tweaks” late last
night, which apparently included cinching the waist more and reinforcing the shoulder seams. Paired
with the back-button blouse, Maddie felt like she’d been sewn into a time capsule.

She hadn’t worn anything this form-fitting since her sixth-grade dance recital, and back then, at least
it came with jazz hands and glitter.

“Maddie, you're going to be late!” her mom called.

“Lucky me,” Maddie muttered, grabbing her backpack and shuffling out the door.
The moment she walked through the school gates, she felt it.

The eyes.

Not everyone, of course. But some. That kid from her science class definitely gave her a once-over.
And Ms. Lasky, her English teacher, blinked twice as she passed her in the hallway and said, “Oh!
What an interesting outfit, Madeline!”

Maddie gave her a half-hearted smile and kept walking.

Jenna was waiting at her locker. As soon as she spotted Maddie, her jaw dropped, and then she burst
out laughing.

“Oh my god, you actually wore them! You look like you just stepped out of a history book.”
“I' hate you,” Maddie muttered.

“No you don’t,” Jenna smirked. “You hate how good you look and how much you’re afraid to admit
it”

Maddie glared, but deep down... she knew Jenna wasn’t wrong. The way the overalls hugged her
curves—what little she had—made her body feel more there. More real. Even her chest, which she
usually tried to hide under loose shirts, was subtly lifted by the fit. The blouse added to it, delicate
and a little formal, but somehow flattering.

“I feel like a trussed-up turkey,” she said.
“A hot trussed-up turkey,” Jenna replied, nudging her.

Maddie rolled her eyes but smiled anyway.



Then came third period.

She hadn’t thought ahead.

Until she got to the bathroom.

And realized she could not, for the life of her, reach all the buttons on her back.

She twisted, turned, tried to Houdini her way out of the overalls. No luck. The straps were too snug,
the buttons too stiff, and the blouse underneath just made everything harder. It was like wearing a
puzzle box.

She texted Jenna in a panic.
Maddie: Help. Bathroom. Urgent.
Jenna: omg did you get stuck again @
Maddie: NOT FUNNY.
Jenna: Be there in 1 min
Thirty seconds later, the door swung open and Jenna’s voice rang out.
“You need me to call in a tailor or what?”
Maddie groaned. “Just help me unbutton the back, please.”

Jenna worked quickly, snorting as she unhooked the top strap. “I feel like I'm defusing a bomb. One
wrong move and you explode into denim confetti.”

“Thanks,” Maddie said flatly, ducking into the stall.

When she came out, her face was flushed, but her breathing had returned to normal.

“I can’t believe clothes can trap you,” she said, fastening the last button again with Jenna’s help.
“Fashion is a prison,” Jenna said sagely.

The rest of the day passed with a weird kind of energy. Some teasing, some compliments, and more
than a few curious stares. One of the popular girls actually asked where Maddie got her overalls, and
a sophomore boy she barely knew told her they “looked like a cool uniform from a movie.”

She wasn’t sure what to feel.

All she knew was that when she got home and unfastened the last button (with her mom’s help), the
silence of her room felt strange—like the absence of something she'd gotten used to. Something
snug. Something... not entirely awful.

She still wasn’t sure she liked the overalls.

But she didn’t hate them anymore, either.

Chapter 4 — The Other Girl

By Wednesday, Maddie had expected the overalls fiasco to fade into the background—just another
weird moment in the ever-shifting chaos of high school life.



But then Kayla happened.

Kayla wasn’t someone Maddie interacted with much. She was quiet, tall, always had perfectly neat
braids, and sat two rows back in biology. They didn’t have any reason to talk—until Kayla walked into
first period wearing another pair of vintage overalls.

Maddie blinked.

The cut was slightly different—darker denim, and instead of crossed straps, the back had wide loops
that buttoned in a sharp “X.” But the buttons up the back? The same. The retro, cinched waist?
Same. And the look on Kayla’s face—murderous.

During the break between classes, Kayla stalked over to Maddie at her locker.
“You,” she said, arms crossed.
Maddie frowned. “Uh... me?”

“My mom saw you in those weird overalls at pickup on Monday. Thought it was some new fashion
thing. Then she found this pair cleaning out my grandma’s attic and decided we were ‘joining the
movement. She made me wear them.”

Maddie tried not to laugh. “Oh wow. That’s... oddly specific.”

“They have attachment loops,” Kayla whispered angrily. “Like, actual anchor points. My mom thinks
they’re cute. Like I'm a walking upholstery project.”

Maddie raised an eyebrow. “Wait—loops for what?”

“For straps. Matching ones. | found them in a little canvas bag labeled ‘chair tethers” My mom looked
thrilled.”

Maddie stared. Then burst out laughing. “Are you sure your grandma wasn’t secretly a supervillain?”
“I'm starting to wonder.”

At lunch, Kayla reluctantly sat next to Maddie and Jenna under the pretense of "solidarity through
suffering." Maddie noticed Kayla’s overalls were even stiffer than hers had been originally, but her
mom had clearly altered them too—especially around the waist and shoulders. The effect was the
same: tight, form-fitting, and very hard to escape from.

“You look good, though,” Jenna offered, stealing a bite of Maddie’s chips.

Kayla rolled her eyes but blushed a little. “I didn’t think I'd like how they fit. But they make me stand
straight, and | guess I... don’t hate that part.”

Maddie nodded slowly. “Yeah. | kind of get it. Like you're being held together. Even if you're mildly
being held hostage.”

“Exactly.”
Jenna leaned in, teasing. “Next thing you know, you two are starting a denim cult.”

“Only if the initiation involves making your mom unbutton you after school,” Maddie muttered, and
they all cracked up.



That afternoon, Maddie got home to find her mom ironing a second back-button blouse. This one
was pale green with lace at the collar.

“Oh,” her mom said cheerfully. “Kayla’s mom told me there’s a bunch of those overalls in storage at
the community center downtown. Leftover estate donation. They might become popular again!”

Maddie stared at her. “Mom, please. We are not starting a fashion movement.”
But her mom just smiled and handed her the green blouse.

“You'll need more options now that you’re wearing those more often.”

Maddie opened her mouth to protest... then stopped.

Because she was wearing them more often.

Not every day. Not by choice, not exactly. But they were... there. A part of her week. A part of her self
now, somehow. As annoying and inconvenient and tight as they were, she didn’t hate the way they
made her feel.

She didn’t quite love them, either.

It was more complicated than that.

Chapter 5 — Buttoned, But Not Broken

By Friday, Maddie was used to the sound.
Click... click... snap.

That was the sound of Kayla’s mom fastening the last back strap on her daughter’s overalls each
morning as they were dropped off at school. Maddie had witnessed it from the front doors more
than once now: Kayla stiffly stepping out of the car, face tight with embarrassment, her mom tugging
the strap with a proud little flourish, as if securing a life vest.

And every time, Maddie had to suppress a grin.

Because just last night, her own mom had said, “If you'd just let me button you before breakfast,
we’d save five minutes.”

The overalls weren't just clothes anymore. They were becoming infrastructure—like school lunches
or morning announcements. Rigid. Predictable. Slightly humiliating.

And weirdly... comforting?

In homeroom, Kayla slid into the desk beside Maddie with the stiff movements of someone in full
tactical gear.

“I found the matching chair straps,” she muttered. “They hook through these little loops in the back
and go under the seat. My mom thinks it’ll ‘help my focus’”

Maddie blinked. “Like... to keep you from getting up?”

Kayla nodded grimly.



“I was trying to do homework last night,” she continued, “and | kept getting up to get snacks, so she
strapped me in. Like a high chair”

Jenna, sitting one row back, leaned in. “Okay, that’s messed up. But also kind of genius. | might need
some for my brother.”

“I chewed through one of them,” Kayla said.

There was a pause.

“You what?” Maddie said.

Kayla leaned back. “Not proud. But | was committed.”
They burst out laughing.

That afternoon in history class, their teacher asked for volunteers to role-play parts of a WWII
documentary she was screening. Without thinking, Maddie raised her hand.

When she stood in front of the class, in her dark denim overalls and pale green blouse, the teacher’s
eyebrows lifted.

“Well,” she said, “I'd say you’re already dressed for it.”
A ripple of chuckles passed through the class.
But no one was mean. No one mocked her. Some even looked... impressed.

Maddie read her line from the packet. A quote from a young woman who had worked in an airplane
factory in 1943. She’d spoken about uniforms and how they made her feel “both invisible and more
visible at once.”

Maddie looked down at herself and understood.
After school, her mom was waiting by the car.

“I saw Kayla’s mom at the co-op,” she said. “She said the girls at school look so cute in their overalls
that some of the other moms are digging theirs out of storage.”

“Oh no,” Maddie groaned.

“Oh yes,” her mom said, smiling. “And | picked up another pair. Slightly lighter denim, more tapered
legs. | can make some minor alterations tonight.”

“Mom...”

Her mom looked at her gently. “You don’t have to wear them all the time. But | see how you walk
differently in them. Shoulders up. Back straighter. That matters.”

Maddie looked away.

It was true.

She didn’t want it to be true, but it was.
That night, she found Kayla online.

Maddie: So. How many times did your mom mention the word “posture” today?



Kayla: Four. Plus “dignity” and “discipline.”
Maddie: | think our moms are forming a secret society.

Kayla: Buttoned Up and Ready to Rule.

Maddie: @

Chapter 6 — The Denim Uprising

By the following week, it was no longer just Maddie and Kayla.

First came Leah from drama club, wearing a patched-up pair with brass hardware and high-waisted
legs. Then Sofia—an art kid—arrived in faded overalls with one strap undone and paint flecks down
the side. By Friday, no fewer than six girls had shown up in vintage back-button denim.

It was no longer a coincidence.
It was a movement.

The hallway buzzed with whispers. “Where’d you get those?” “Is this, like, a retro thing?” “They
make your waist look amazing.” Even the teachers began to notice—and not just with mild
amusement.

During lunch, Maddie sat at a table surrounded by girls she’d never had a full conversation with. Each
one comparing stories about alterations, moms with sewing machines, and the struggle of reaching
those impossible back buttons.

Kayla arrived late, slumping into the seat next to Maddie like a disgraced soldier.

“My mom saw the trend spreading,” she said, “and instead of backing off, she doubled down. Said
we ‘started it’ and now we have to ‘represent properly.’ She attached the chair straps again—for
piano practice this time.”

Maddie winced. “This is our fault.”

“Yours, technically.”

“Oh, please. You leaned into it the moment people said it looked good.”
They both grinned.

Across the cafeteria, another girl tried to sit and clearly struggled with the stiff waist of her overalls.
She gave a tiny groan and sort of lowered herself sideways. The others nodded in understanding.

“Okay,” said Leah, lifting her juice box like a toast. “If | die in these, bury me in them. It’ll take less
time than unfastening all the buttons.”

That evening, Maddie’s mom left a new pair folded on her bed.
Light blue. Pinched waist. Slightly flared leg.
And next to them, of course: another back-button blouse.

This one had eyelets.



Maddie stared at it like it had personally offended her. She picked it up, turned it over, and groaned
at the delicate pearl buttons all the way down the spine.

She walked out to the living room holding it by two fingers.
“Mom. This is getting out of control.”

Her mom barely looked up from her embroidery hoop. “Sweetheart, you're leading a fashion wave.
Don’t you want to look the part?”

“l accidentally started a denim cult.”

“Call it a revolution. That's always more fun.”

Maddie sighed and flopped down on the couch. “Do | have to wear this tomorrow?”
Her mom smiled, not unkindly. “You don’t have to. But I'd hate to see it go to waste.”
Maddie narrowed her eyes.

“You know I'll feel guilty.”

“I' know.”

Later that night, Maddie stood in front of the mirror again.

The new overalls fit perfectly.

Too perfectly.

They hugged her torso like the fabric had taken lessons in contouring. Her hips were neatly defined,
her chest lifted by the seams and the blouse beneath. The look was... polished. Powerful, even.

And just a little terrifying.
Because somewhere inside her, she liked it.

And liking it meant surrendering to it. To the buttons. The straps. The occasional need for help. The
attention.

She ran a finger down the back row of buttons. Still not possible to undo alone.
She sighed.

Then smiled just a little.

Chapter 7 — The Chair Test

It started with a knock.
Not on the door—but on the back of Maddie’s desk chair.

“Surprise!” her mom called out cheerfully from the doorway. “I made a little upgrade to your study
setup.”

Maddie turned slowly, already suspicious.



Her desk chair—formerly innocent and perfectly functional —now sported a new addition: canvas
straps, navy blue, looped through the slats at the back and fastened securely under the seat. A small
metal snap hook dangled at the end. Just above it was a note stitched neatly in embroidery thread:
Stay Focused.

“..What is this?” Maddie asked flatly.

Her mom stepped in, all smiles. “It’s a gentle support system. You’ve got a loop on the back of your
overalls—see?—and the hook keeps you anchored while you study. It’s not a punishment. Just a little
‘postural encouragement.”

“Mom, I’'m not a desk lamp.”
“l know. But even lamps tip over if you bump them too much.”

Before Maddie could retreat, her mom tugged the loop at the back of her overalls taut and—click—
latched the hook in place.

“Try sitting,” her mom encouraged.

Maddie sat carefully. The strap pulled her back against the chair with a firm, straightening tug. Not
tight—but there was no give. The slats of the chair were close enough that she couldn’t reach around
them, and the hook was placed just out of reach.

She twisted a little, trying to feel the clasp.
Nothing.
“Mom...” she said, testing the tension again.

“You’ll thank me,” her mom said, patting her shoulder. “Now, homework. I'll come check on you in
thirty minutes.”

At first, Maddie glared at her math textbook.
Then at the hook.
Then at the clock.

Ten minutes in, she stopped fidgeting. The constant upright pull, annoying at first, started to feel...
oddly stabilizing. Her pencil strokes straightened. Her notes became organized, focused. She finished
half a worksheet in the time it usually took her to sharpen her pencil three times and wander to the
fridge.

By the time her mom returned, Maddie was fully immersed.
“Done already?” her mom said, peeking over her shoulder.

Maddie nodded, holding up the completed page like a hostage letter. “It actually helped,” she
muttered. “A little.”

Her mom leaned down, inspected the answers, and gave a satisfied nod.
Then, and only then, did she lean over and unhook the strap with a quiet snap.
“There you go,” she said sweetly. “Freedom earned.”

Maddie stood up, rolling her shoulders. “I still think it’s weird.”



“Of course it’s weird. But effective.”
Maddie couldn’t argue.

That night, she sat on her bed looking at the new overalls folded neatly on her desk. The pale denim.
The precision stitching. The obvious, reinforced loop on the back.

She touched the loop with her fingertip.
No one else knew what it was for.
But she did.

And weirdly, it made her feel like she was part of something—even if it was just a strange little
system invented by her mother.

Chapter 8 — Loops, Lies, and Locker Talk

Maddie wasn’t even halfway to her locker when she felt the stares.

They weren’t mean stares. Not like the teasing when she first wore the overalls to school. These
were something else—half curiosity, half intrigue. She overheard someone whisper the words,
“That’s her,” just loud enough to make her ears burn.

Kayla appeared at her side a moment later, looking equally alert.
“You’re getting looks,” she murmured. “A lot of them.”
“I noticed,” Maddie said stiffly.
“I think people think we started... something.”
Maddie raised an eyebrow. “Like a trend?”
Kayla opened her phone and scrolled quickly through a few tabs. “More than that. Look at this.”
She turned the screen toward Maddie. It was a post on a fashion microblog:
THE BACK BUTTON CLUB?

A new wave of utilitarian-chic is creeping into local schools. Spotted: two students wearing vintage
1940s-style overalls with button-back bodices and wide straps. Coordinated? Possibly. Inspired?
Absolutely. A bold answer to fast fashion, or... something more?

Below the caption was a blurry photo—taken from the second floor—showing Maddie and Kayla
near their lockers two days earlier.

“Who posted this?” Maddie asked.

“No idea. But it’s gaining traction. Two other people reposted it already.”
Maddie blinked. She couldn’t decide whether to feel horrified or flattered.
And then, as if summoned by irony, a familiar voice echoed across the hallway.

“Hey! Button Club!”



It was Jeremy, from math class. He was tall, often loud, and usually wore at least two conflicting
colors at once. Maddie froze as he approached.

“I like your gear,” he said with a grin. “My grandma had a pair of those. Told me they were impossible
to put on by yourself.”

Maddie crossed her arms. “They’re not impossible. Just... tricky.”

“I'm impressed,” he said. “I couldn’t even figure out how to unhook a camping vest once.”
Kayla snorted. “Yeah, Maddie’s mom basically has to suit her up like a knight in armor.”
“Cool.” Jeremy nodded. “Armor’s awesome.”

Then he walked away.

Maddie and Kayla stared at each other.

“Did he just compliment my mom'’s overalls procedure?” Maddie asked.

“Yep.”

“I'hate how much | don’t hate that.”

At lunch, Maddie was still digesting the attention when she noticed another girl walking past the
outdoor tables.

Maya—a quiet classmate with a sharp ponytail and sharp eyes—was wearing overalls.

Not just any overalls. Back-buttoning overalls. The fit, the straps, even the side seams were nearly
identical to Maddie’s... except the denim was darker and stiffer, like it had been stored for decades.

Maya glanced at Maddie, then looked away quickly.
“Oh no,” Maddie muttered. “There’s another one.”
Kayla leaned forward. “She’s got the back buttons too. And—wait—loops.”

Sure enough, Maya’s overalls had faint stitched loops near the hips, and one between the shoulder
blades.

“You think she—?"
“She totally saw us and assumed it was some underground fashion movement,” Kayla said.

Later, in the girls' restroom, Maddie found Maya staring at herself in the mirror, fidgeting with the
strap that had twisted on her shoulder.

“Hey,” Maddie said, stepping up next to her.
Maya flinched a little. “Oh. Hey.”
“You, uh... found those in a thrift store?”

“Grandma’s attic, actually. My mom was helping her move into assisted living. She found a trunk full
of these old outfits.” Maya glanced sideways. “She saw what you were wearing and thought it was a
‘thing. So she made me wear them.”

“Oh no,” Maddie said, sympathetically. “She totally mom-trapped you.”



Maya nodded grimly. “There are straps that attach to the back. | think she’s planning to use them to
‘keep me grounded.”

Maddie winced. “Been there.”

That afternoon, Maya joined them at lunch. No one mentioned the overalls.
But there was something in the air—like a secret handshake.

Like maybe, just maybe... the Back Button Club was real now.

Even if it started with a dare.

Next: Chapter 9 — The Strap Situation

Maya didn’t show up to school the next morning.

Maddie noticed it immediately—not because they were close friends, not yet—but because Maya
had become part of the silent, unspoken club. The Back Button Club. And her absence left a gap.

During study period, her phone buzzed.

Maya: "Guess what my mom found last night?"
Maddie blinked.

Maddie: "Let me guess... the straps?"

A moment later, a picture came through. Blurry, clearly taken in a mirror—but unmistakable. It was
Maya, in the same stiff dark overalls, now with two long, adjustable straps attached at the back. One
ran from her upper back loop down to her desk chair. The other was clipped lower, likely to one of
the side loops.

Maya: "She said it keeps me from 'escaping my responsibilities.' I’'m grounded... literally."
Maddie: "Are they permanent?"
Maya: "Only when I’'m doing schoolwork. She checks my answers before she lets me go."

Maddie stared at the image. Then at her own overalls, folded neatly in her locker, complete with that
same stubborn loop at the back. What had started as a vintage fashion experiment was becoming... a
system.

That afternoon, Maddie found herself at Maya’s house for a “study session.” Kayla had texted that
she was coming too.

When Maddie arrived, Maya opened the door stiffly. She turned, revealing that she was already
clipped in—one strap to her waistband, the other pulling her shoulders upright.

“Help yourself to cookies,” she said. “l can’t exactly serve them.”
Maddie blinked. “She clipped you before we started?”

“She said it would ‘build anticipation for productivity.

Maddie laughed but also felt a twinge of sympathy. “You okay?”



“Honestly? It makes me stop fidgeting. But yeah, it’s kind of intense.”
Kayla arrived ten minutes later and sat down with a grin.
“This is getting weird,” she said. “Useful, but weird.”

The three of them dove into algebra—Maya strapped in, Maddie half-wary of her own loops, and
Kayla deeply amused by the entire situation. By the end of the session, their homework was done,
their notes were color-coded, and Maya was freed from her desk with a click and a very dramatic
sigh of relief.

Later, as Maddie walked home, she couldn’t help noticing something had shifted.

What started as a punishment—being forced to buy and wear the awkward, old-fashioned overalls—
had turned into a kind of strange structure. Not just for her, but for others too.

She thought of her mom’s knowing smile.

Of Maya’s mom, threading vintage straps through chair slats like it was the most normal thing in the
world.

And of the mirror. The overalls weren’t just making her stand straighter... they were making her think
straighter.

And maybe—just maybe—that wasn’t such a bad thing.

Chapter 10 — Club Rules

“I think we should call it something,” Kayla said.

They were sprawled out in Maddie’s room—homework half-done, snacks long demolished, and Maya
sitting cross-legged with her now-famous overalls neatly folded beside her.

“Call what something?” Maddie asked, although she already knew.

Kayla grinned. “Our group. | mean, come on. The overalls, the straps, the system? It’s practically a
uniform. We’ve got mystery. Structure. A reputation.”

“I don’t know if being known as ‘the girls who wear weird vintage overalls’ is exactly reputation
material,” Maya said, rolling her eyes.

“But we've already got people talking. And organizing helps us... | don’t know, make it ours.”
Maddie hesitated. “I guess. It’s not like any of us planned it.”

“Exactly. It happened to us. Now we make the rules.”

After a brief debate, they settled on a name:

The Button Loop Society

(“Back Button Club” still worked as an inside joke.)

At their next study session, the real experimentation began.



Kayla, always the mischievous one, dug into her bag and pulled something out with a dramatic
flourish. It was a thin leather leash, the kind you might use for a small dog—or maybe a rabbit, if it
had a particularly dramatic fashion sense.

“Kayla...” Maddie said warily.

“I'm just saying,” Kayla began, “you two are always getting stuck in your straps at home. But what if
someone else had the clip? For fun. For, like... supportive guidance.”

Maya raised an eyebrow. “You want to walk one of us like a dog?”

“No! Well—kind of. Not literally. More like... leader and navigator. Think trust game. Or horseback
riding! Reins.”

“You’re not helping your case,” Maddie muttered.

“I'just think it would be hilarious. Come on. One lap around the yard.”

To their shock, Maya stood up slowly and shrugged back into her overalls, with help.
“One lap,” she said flatly. “And you’d better not tug.”

Kayla carefully clipped the leash to the loop at the back of Maya’s shoulders, her grin barely
contained.

“I am now your homework shepherd,” she declared.

They made one slow, ridiculous lap around the backyard, Maya walking stiffly while Kayla held the
leash like it was a silk ribbon. Maddie followed behind, arms crossed, trying not to laugh and failing.

When they got back to the porch, Maya unclipped herself.
“That’s it. One time. Burn the leash.”
“I will treasure this memory forever,” Kayla said solemnly.
After that, the Button Loop Society had unspoken rules:
Clips require consent.
Only three loops per girl per outfit.
No double-strapping someone to two chairs. That’s kidnapping.
Snacks must be reachable while strapped in.
They wrote the rules on a page in Maddie’s binder and drew tiny overalls next to each one.

And while they laughed at the ridiculousness of it all, something quiet was growing between them:
confidence, shaped by structure, friendship, and a lot of awkward buttons.

Final Chapter — Buttoned Up

Spring turned into summer, and with it, the heavy denim overalls began to feel out of season. The
“Button Loop Society” meetings became less frequent—Iless about homework and more about
hanging out, snacking, and joking about who had the most complicated fastening system.



One afternoon, Maddie sat in her room, holding the overalls in her lap. They were freshly laundered,
the stitching repaired, the buttons secure. Her mom had even reinforced the straps with new thread,
adding tiny little pink stitches that Maddie hadn’t noticed before.

They weren’t just a joke anymore. They were part of her story.

She stood, stepped into them, and wriggled the back mostly closed. It still took effort. Still wasn’t
entirely comfortable. But they fit better now—her body had changed, her posture had straightened,
and somehow the overalls didn’t feel as silly as they had that first day in the vintage shop.

Downstairs, her mom looked up from a magazine and smiled. “Putting them on willingly this time?”
Maddie nodded. “Kind of... felt right.”

Her mom stood and helped with the final buttons, gently smoothing them into place. “You’ve grown
into them.”

Maddie gave a half-smile. “They kind of grew into me, too.”

At school, no one talked about the overalls anymore. The trend passed. Someone on TikTok had
declared utility-core “over,” and the world moved on.

But Maya still wore hers sometimes, modified with colorful embroidery down the sides. Kayla had
cut hers into a pair of cropped overalls, which she paired with boots like some kind of steampunk
cowgirl.

And Maddie? She kept hers in her closet.

She didn’t need to wear them every day. But when she did—on days she felt unsure, or stuck, or just
wanted to feel a little more her—they were always there. Heavy. Reliable. Awkward. Honest.

The Button Loop Society never disbanded.
It just... matured.

Like its members.

Button by button.

Loop by loop.

Together.

— The End.






