THONGS

I have a great sister.  She’s 50 years old, one hundred pounds soaking wet, no cellulite, a great personality, and red hair that over the years, has turned to strawberry blond.  In other words, the kind of woman other women love to hate.

I was visiting my sister in Colorado when I first saw them.  The fact that I saw them on my sister should have registered, but silly me, it did not.  But the consequences did.

It was early morning and I was eating a bowl of berries and talking with Sis, as she was running back and forth from the bathroom to the bedroom.  Makeup was going on, clothes were being picked out and underwear chosen.  

Somewhere along the line she slipped on a pair of underpants that looked great on her.  They had a string down the back of her butt with a small “V” shaped piece of material in the front.  I could not help thinking; “Anyone who wears those is walking around all day with a bare butt.”  I was instantly intrigued.  An avid shopper is always on the lookout for new things and willing to try them, at least once.  I asked her what they were called and how she liked them.  

“They’re called thongs,” answered Sis.  “I really like them.  I like the freedom they give. I like the way they fit and the way they look when they’re on.  Try them.” 

Sis went on to say that she had two pairs that were too big for her and if I would like to try them, she would give them to me.  I eagerly accepted.  

She walked over to a dresser drawer, opened it up and pulled out two of the cutest thongs.  One pair was light blue with a pattern of dark blue leaves and stems running throughout.  

The second pair was white with a pattern of small and medium sized flowers of red and blue, with green leaves and stems.  Both were made of a nylon material.  

I was so excited, I could hardly wait to try them on, but I decided to wait until after my trip and I was at home in privacy.  

Later that afternoon we had to go shopping.  While Sis was in one department looking for something, I wandered over to the lingerie department, on the prowl for more thongs.  And I found them.  On sale.  50% off.  Of course, I took advantage of it.  

I rummaged through the pile of tongs thrown on the table looking for my size and a neutral color that I could wear under light colored pants.  During this process I read the labels, looking for sizes when I noticed that different manufacturers called the pants different names.  Some are called Intimates and some are called Body Hugs.  

I later learned that both names fit these underpants quite well.  As a matter of fact, I wondered if they got their names from true experiences.  Anyway, I finally found two pairs of light tan cotton thongs in my size, and purchased them.

When I was younger, say 20 or so, I liked wearing the scantiest underpants I could find.  My favorites were the bikinis.  I absolutely loved the feelings that came over me.  

I felt free, as though I could fly like a bird.  I felt sexy, as though I was the most beautiful and desirable woman on the planet.  I felt confident and knew that I could do anything that my mind conceived for me.  Yet, more than anything, I felt powerful.  

The kind of power that sways people, controls situations, and knows exactly what it is doing.  All of that from a pair of underpants, but it is true.  That is when I really learned what clothing could do for the person, even underclothing.

The fact that over the years, my body went from bikini underpants to cotton – cover-everything’s, was simply a fact of life, and a medical problem that we will not go into.  At least I do not have to blame it all on myself.  Since my butt had known nothing but cotton for so many years, the thought of wearing thongs was just plain decadent.  

On the flight back home I closed my eyes and pictured myself in my thongs.  I could see myself walking around all day with my butt feeling the soft material of my slacks, or the silkiness of my slip rubbing against me whenever I moved.  

I saw myself walking all around people at work and downtown, and not a one of them would know that I was walking around with thongs on.  All the way home, I thought of my thongs.  

Before I go any further with this story I feel that I should tell you a little about myself.  I am six years older than my sister and I weigh a good one hundred pounds more than she.  

Most of my weight is due to a serious thyroid problem that is still being treated, but that’s another story.  The remaining few pounds are from too many cakes and cookies, hence my fault in the situation.  Now, back to the thongs.

It was late when I got home.  I was tired, so I did not try on my thongs until the next day.  I deliberately waited until all of my bags were unpacked and everything was put away.  I prolonged the anticipation.  Finally, the moment had arrived.  

Standing in my walk-in closet, I took my cotton underpants off and bid them a fond farewell.  I pulled the thongs from my dresser drawer and chose the white nylon thongs with the little red and blue flowers.  I held them up, looked them over and swelled with pride because I was trying something new.  

I lowered the underpants to the floor, stepped in them and slowly pulled the thongs up over my legs, and over my butt.  I positioned the string down the middle of my butt and stood up straight.  They felt good, and so did I.  Once again, I felt the freedom, the sexiness, the confidence, and I felt the power.  

I stepped over to the mirror and looked at the image staring back.  I was horrified!  Except for the tiny strip in front, the thongs had completely disappeared.  Between my butt and my stomach, I could barely see them.  

The sight staring back at me from the mirror told the story well.  It looked as though I was using a g-string to try and hold back a mudslide.  Well, what did I expect?  After all, I’m no “skinny Minnie” anymore.  However, fat or no fat, I was going to wear my thongs.  

Over the next few days I did just that.  During that time, I discovered for myself what virtues the thongs presented to my figure and me, and it wasn’t pretty.

The string down the back chaffed me, horribly.  It reminded me of diaper rash without the diaper.  I gathered up salve and powder and doused the middle of my butt with both.  I am positive that I was the only woman in the world walking around with lotion and powder down her butt.

If I wore any kind of loose fitting pants, the thongs got stuck between the cheeks of my butt, and whenever I stood up, I had to try and pull out my pants before I could walk.  Have you ever seen Sinbad’s act where he says, “Pull your pants out your butt!”  That is exactly what was happening.

Eventually, I had to realize that my body wasn’t quite ready for thongs.  The challenges that they present for me make for some very unpleasant events.  And when they get stuck, the shenanigans I have to go through in order to restore a measure of comfort and dignity could possibly start a new dance craze.  

In the end, my cotton-cover-everything’s have been called back into service.

I have a thought: Maybe I can find them in a bigger size.

I have another thought: Sis has never asked me how I liked them.

I’ll get her.

******

Trying new items is fun and adventurous, and I highly recommend it.  But remember that what is good for one person is not always good for another.  

Although I love the thongs, and recommend them for very slim women like my sister, they are not for me, and that is okay.

