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​ Introduction

 


These fictional stories chronicle the
humorous, romantic, and often erotic adventures of Tilly and Elmer,
a Midwestern couple in their late sixties. They’ve been married for
close to fifty years, they still really like each other, and they
know what to do about it.

Tilly and Elmer would appear to the casual
observer to be the definition of an “old married couple”. But while
they ARE a couple, AND married, they don’t consider themselves OLD.
In fact, they still feel like teenagers most of the time, although
sometimes events remind them that they aren’t quite as athletic,
skinny, or flexible, as they were five decades ago. No matter. They
try to recapture their youth anyway; and when they can’t quite
recapture it, they at least give it a good chase. Along the way,
they have some fun and get themselves into, and usually out of,
some humorous situations. What they’ve lost over the years in body
tone, they have gained in expertise, imagination, and good humor.
Tilly and Elmer would never want to shock anyone, but what could be
more shocking than an erotic story where the protagonists are
shocked when they hear others use profanity?

 


Tilly and Elmer live on a small farm near the
made up town of South Branch, Iowa. They were high school
sweethearts and have lived in South Branch all their lives, except,
of course, during the four years in the mid 1960's when Elmer was
in college in Cedar Falls and Tilly was studying nursing (among
other things) in San Francisco.

That's another story, but so far, Tilly
hasn't been too keen on letting me write it.


​​​​ Prologue


 


“I saw the cutest top over at Madeline’s just
now. It’s a little bit expensive, but I think it would look good
with the black skirt I wear when we go out for dinner sometimes.
It’s low cut, the way you like, and I could wear the necklace with
the little heart on it that dangles down into my cleavage. The top
is a lovely dark blue with stripes. Do you think I should get
it?”

“I love stripes!” Elmer said.

His gaze was focused out the window of
Pearl’s Downtown Diner. A half-finished bowl of ice cream on the
table in front of him was melting in the soggy heat of a summer
afternoon in South Branch.

“So you think I should get it then?”

“Get what?”

“The striped top I just told you about!
What’s so interesting out there?” she said, turning to follow
Elmer’s gaze, which led to a striped skirt wrapped tightly around
the hips of what appeared to be a girl of eighteen or so.

The girl was chatting flirtatiously with a
handsome young man who was leaning against a car. The striped skirt
that Elmer found so interesting was breathtakingly short, and from
time to time the young lady would surreptitiously tug on it in a
failed attempt to make it slightly longer.

“Come on Elmer. She’s a half century younger
than you are, I doubt she will be rolling in the hay with you
anytime soon.”

“Well, she does look very attractive in that
skirt and that halter top, but this time I wasn’t imagining rolling
in the hay with her.”

“Of course not. You would never think such a
thing,” Tilly chuckled. “What were you thinking, then?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“I’ve known you for fifty years Elmer.”

“All right. I hate to admit this, but I was
wondering if we were in high school with her grandmother.”

“I’ll bet her grandmother would have
something to say about that outfit!” said Tilly. “We girls didn’t
dress that way when you and I were that age!”

“Well, even so, you always got my attention.
And even then I got especially turned on when you were wearing
stripes.”

“Elmer?”

“What?”

“Finish your ice cream and let’s head for
home.”

“Why?”

“Because under this dress, I’m wearing
striped panties.”

~~~



​ Tilly and Elmer Get
Crazy
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“I got you new batteries for your hearing
aid,” Tilly said, as they started home from town in Elmer’s old
pickup.

“What?” replied Elmer.

Tilly just smiled as she took her new
magazine, Woman’s Excitement, out of the grocery bag. As
usual, the cover promised romantic advice. This month it was, “Four
Ways to Drive your Man Crazy in the Bedroom.” Tilly wondered if it
also included instructions on keeping him from being crazy the rest
of the time.

“Listen to this, Elmer,” she said, “Here’s an
article on how I can drive you crazy in bed!”

“You already drive me crazy in bed Tilly!”
said Elmer with a grin. “Like when you mention that the bedroom
ceiling needs painting just when I’m about to finish making love to
you.”

“Not crazy that way, silly,” said Tilly. “I
mean how to make you wildly sexually excited!”

“What does it recommend?” asked Elmer.

 


“Tip Number 1, Do What he
Loved When You Were First Dating”

“I’ll SHOW you!” laughed Tilly as they
reached the railroad tracks at the edge of town. She raised herself
up off the seat, pulled her skirt up, and slipped off her panties.
Elmer was beginning to like this article.

“I thought you said, ‘Drive your man crazy in
bed,’ not ‘bed your man while he’s driving.’ ”
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“You didn’t see anything dangerous about it
when we were eighteen,” Tilly laughed.

“Well, in my defense, I was driving as slowly
as I could back then because I wanted to keep you out as late as
possible.”

Tilly slid over next to Elmer and put her
hand on his thigh. The restored truck, the same one Elmer had when
they were dating, had a manual transmission with the shift lever on
the floor. Tilly straddled the shift knob, just like she used to
do, so that Elmer’s hand was between her legs whenever he had to
shift into first or third. It seemed to her that he had to shift
more often when they were dating, but the lever still vibrated just
like it always did which made each gear change even more fun for
her.

 


“What do you say to taking the long way home
and pulling over behind Old Man Smith’s hedgerow like we used to?”
said Elmer.

“No, it wouldn’t be proper,” said Tilly. “And
besides, I have to get the milk, eggs, and bacon into the fridge
before they spoil.”

“It wasn’t ‘proper’ then either,” replied
Elmer, “but I didn’t notice that stopping us. Still, I have to do a
couple of chores when I get home so I guess we’ll have to
wait.”

Tilly went back to her reading, now and then
reacting with a small giggle or gasp to the suggestions. They had
planned to have lunch before they left town, but they had both
forgotten about that idea.

“Don’t be too long with those chores, honey!”
teased Tilly as they pulled into the lane.

Elmer went to feed the pigs, laughing at the
rear view of a half dozen of them, jostling for the best spot at
the food trough, curly tails wagging like puppies. When he
finished, he got undressed as usual on the back porch, hung his
overalls on the hook, and took a quick rinse in the outdoor shower.
Now to see what Tilly had in mind.

Elmer found Tilly waiting for him in the
bedroom, but he wasn’t fully prepared for her second idea.

“Tip Number 2, Try a new
look!”

 


Tilly modeled her creative fashion statement.
The centerpiece of the outfit was a lacy corset she had found in an
old trunk in the closet. Faded pink in color, it laced up the back.
It was a bit wider in fit now than it was when she last wore it
forty years ago, but it had driven him crazy then, and was a good
start this time. On her head, Tilly wore a straw hat with a peacock
feather that she had gotten from her grandmother. Around her neck
was a leather collar that normally belonged to their dog, Alex. For
her midsection, she had chosen – nothing. She wore dark flowered
tights with the top portion cut off to make leggings reaching to
the tops of her thighs. On her feet were bobby socks and patent
leather flats.

Elmer was speechless; she had all his
favorites on at the same time. He revealed that her plan had worked
and suggested they climb into bed.

“Not yet!” said Tilly. “You aren’t crazy
enough.”

“Tip Number 3, Let go of
Your Inhibitions and Dance for Him!

 


Tilly wasn’t known for her dancing, but she
seemed to have gotten into the spirit of the article. She required
Elmer to disrobe and settle back into the rocking chair they kept
in the bedroom before beginning her performance. The dance included
a number of moves involving undulating breasts quite near Elmer’s
face and hula like shimmying of Tilly’s bottom. She incorporated
quite a few slow, loving, touches of Elmer’s body, which did seem
to have the effect of diminishing his sanity. He doubted Tilly
could find work in the erotic dance field, but her performance was
having the desired effect on him, that was for sure.

“That article was pretty accurate,” whispered
Elmer. “I believe you’ll find me sufficiently crazy at this
point.”

“I’m just getting started, lover boy!” smiled
Tilly.

“Tip Number 4, Slip
Something Sweet Into his Mouth!”

Tilly pushed Elmer down on the bed and sat
astride his midsection, facing him. She had prepared a bowl of
fruit and slowly inserted a peach slice into his mouth. Apparently
peaches worked as well as Viagra! After a few of these, Tilly
picked out a short piece of peeled banana, took one end into her
mouth and leaned over, slipping the other end into Elmer’s mouth.
They nibbled their way to a kiss. Getting into the game, Elmer
found another peach slice and touched it to the exposed part of
Tilly’s breasts, then pulled her closer so he could lick the juice
off. Elmer began to feel he had been driven just about crazy enough
for one afternoon and was definitely ready to move on to whatever
the next step was.

“DAMMIT!” said Tilly.

“What’s the matter?”

“I forgot the melon balls.”

“Forget the MELON balls!” advised Elmer. “I
have two balls right here that are about to burst!”

“No, I have to follow the instructions if I’m
going to drive you crazy!” Tilly got up and went into the kitchen.
Elmer followed. Alex gave out a howl.

“Is she driving you crazy too?” Elmer asked
him.

 


Tilly opened the refrigerator and bent over
to retrieve the forgotten melon.
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“She still has the world’s cutest ass,” Elmer
thought.

The little tie at the bottom of her corset
looked like a curly tail, and with her soft round rump, reminded
him of his earlier chores. Out of the blue he remembered that the
word “bacon” comes from the German word for “buttocks.” Elmer
laughed out loud.

“What’s so funny?” asked Tilly.

Elmer knew better than to reveal the reason
he was laughing. “I was wondering if we have ever had sex in the
refrigerator,” he said.

“Keep your pants on, big boy – I mean
figuratively since you aren’t wearing any. I’m going to drive you
crazy no matter how crazy that drives you.”

“Those melon balls had better be pretty
good,” thought Elmer. Then he thought, “I wonder what she intends
to do with them.”

As Elmer contemplated various ways they could
use melon balls as sex toys, his gaze slid up the tight lacing of
Tilly’s corset, along her back, and across her bare shoulders. Her
grey hair glowed in the light of the refrigerator bulb, which also
illuminated a package next to the Dr. Pepper.

“Is that bacon?” Elmer wondered.

He suddenly remembered they had missed
lunch.

As Tilly was making balls out of the melon at
the sink, she heard a sizzling sound. Elmer was frying a half dozen
bacon slices.

“OH MY GOD! What are you doing?” shouted
Tilly.

“Frying bacon,” said Elmer,
matter-of-factly.

“I can see you’re frying bacon. I mean what
are you doing frying bacon NAKED! Put on my apron before you sizzle
your own bacon! It’s in the drawer next to you.”

“Good idea!” said Elmer.

“I’ll say!” said Tilly. “I wouldn’t want you
to damage anything with hot grease!”

Elmer put on the little white apron. He
looked ridiculous. The white fabric draped over his erection like a
dishcloth hung over the kitchen faucet. Tilly set the bowl of melon
balls in the sink. The little twitching white apron sticking out in
front of Elmer had the same effect on her as a red cape waving in
front of a bull.

 


You look very cute in that apron, Elmer. I
don’t know if we’ve ever done it in the refrigerator, but I know
we’re about to do it on the kitchen floor!”

Elmer turned off the bacon, and Tilly took
his hand and lowered him to the little rug in front of the stove.
She squealed and climbed on top of him.

“Seeing you in that sexy little apron is a
huge turn on.”

“That’s interesting!” Elmer thought to
himself, seeing the wild look in Tilly’s eyes. “I may have to write
a magazine article on how to drive your woman crazy in the
kitchen!”
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​ Tilly and Elmer Get Warmed Up
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Elmer came in from the barn, brushing the
snow off his jacket.

“Tilly, it’s a beautiful day outside!”

“A beautiful day for staying inside you mean?
Isn’t it freezing out there?”

“No, the sun is out and the snow is still
powdery and soft. It’s beautiful.”

Tilly looked out the kitchen window. Last
night’s snow was smooth and glistening in the winter sun. The
landscape looked like it was covered by a huge white down
comforter. Elmer was grinning in a way she had seen before.

“OK, Elmer, you have something in mind don’t
you? You’ve got that look in your eye and you’re touching my butt.
Shall we slip into the bedroom for a little while?”

 


“Tilly, remember fifty years ago, before we
were married and —”

“I think we both remember fifty years and
fifty pounds ago, yes,” laughed Tilly.

“— and that time we went out into the woods
when it was snowy like this?” continued Elmer.

Tilly raised her left eyebrow. “You’re not
suggesting we —?”

“Sure I am. We haven’t played around in the
woods for years, especially not in the winter. We’re always saying
we should get out of our routine.”

Tilly looked at him doubtfully. “Do you mean
our routine of not freezing to death?”

“We didn’t freeze to death that time. In fact
I don’t remember feeling the cold at all. It was pretty hot as I
recall!” said Elmer.

Tilly gave him a little smile.

•

Elmer had driven out to visit Tilly one Saturday
morning after a big snowstorm the night before. It was thrilling to
be with Tilly, but he couldn’t find much to talk about with his
future mother-in-law. He and Tilly had gone all the way a couple of
weeks earlier. Since then, every second they weren’t together was
excruciating. Elmer felt like a real man now, but he could still
feel himself blushing whenever Tilly’s mom looked at him. He
imagined that she knew everything just by looking at his face. He
told himself that was impossible, since she and Tilly’s dad were
probably too old to remember sex at all, but still…

With all the snow, Tilly and her mother were
surprised he had made it all the way from town. Wild horses
couldn’t have kept him away, but the roads were still snowy so
Tilly’s mother wouldn’t let them drive anywhere until the roads
were plowed. Elmer had planned to spend the afternoon with Tilly
under a pile of blankets in the front seat of his pickup, behind a
hedgerow down the road, but that idea was foiled. Tilly and her mom
fixed lunch as Elmer tried to come up with an alternate plan.

 


Lunch was both wonderful and agonizing. Whenever
Tilly’s mom looked away, Tilly would make a little gesture with her
tongue, or wink at him, or make a silent kiss in his direction, or
close her eyes and open her mouth as though she was having a silent
orgasm. Elmer’s erection was throbbing, trapped inside his tight
jeans. His testicles hurt, and he could feel a little fluid leaking
out the tip of his penis. Sitting at the table hid his problem, but
he wasn’t sure he could stand up when lunch was over, and he was
worried that there would be a wet spot in the front of his pants.
It was a long lunch. When Tilly’s mom got up to wash the dishes,
Tilly reached under the table and touched his thigh. That had
nearly caused a very embarrassing climax to the meal. Tilly smiled
and got up to help with the dishes, gently dragging her fingernails
across the back of his neck as she walked by. After a few minutes
he managed to calm down and get up from the table. It was Tilly who
suggested they go for a walk.

 


•

“No, we didn’t freeze to death. You were so
hot I’m surprised the snow didn’t melt for miles around. I couldn’t
believe my mom let us go,” said Tilly with a grin.

“She didn’t suspect a thing,” said Elmer.

“Oh, I think she suspected everything. She
gave me the birth control talk as soon as you went home. It’s a
good thing she liked you.”

“Oh my god!” said Elmer. “So that’s why you
insisted I start using a condom after that.”

“She made it pretty clear that I had better
not get pregnant before I got married. But, she was smiling when
she gave me the talk, probably remembering her younger days.”

“Well, I’m not wearing a condom this time!
Come on, Girl, get on your winter hiking togs. And don’t forget the
garter belt!”

“OK, let’s go, but you’ll have to imagine the
garter belt. And, how about we take a blanket or two this
time?”

 


•

They had walked past the barn, then down the edge of
the south forty, only holding hands after they had gotten out of
sight of the house. They were nearly running when they got to the
edge of the woods, stopping for a long kiss, then, knowing the way
through the woods, they made their way to a small, sunny clearing
near the now frozen creek. They were breathing heavily, giggling,
not quite knowing how to proceed. They stood in the clearing for a
minute, kissing. This was still new to them. Elmer lay down on his
back in the snow and pulled Tilly down on top of him.

They were both wearing several layers of long johns,
jeans, heavy tops, sweaters, jackets, two pairs of socks, boots,
gloves, hats and scarves. Elmer, in too much of a hurry, slid his
hands up under Tilly’s jacket, sweater and top. She gave a screech
when his snowy gloves touched her bare skin. He quickly took the
gloves off, but his clothing covered arms wouldn’t fit under her
several top layers well enough to reach her bra clasp. With an
effort he removed his arms from under her jacket.
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Elmer decided to dispense with the preliminaries. He
rolled over on top of Tilly, pressing her bare lower back into the
snow. She gave a gasp, which he interpreted as an approval of his
idea. Elmer unbuttoned her slacks and began to pull them down,
exposing more of her bare skin to the snow. Tilly kissed him and
told him it would be too cold to do it that way. They stood up and
Tilly led Elmer over to a tree, leaned back against it, and quickly
slid her lower clothing down just far enough to give Elmer access
to her. She undid Elmer’s belt and he felt a thrilling shiver of
cold air as Tilly pulled his pants and long johns down around his
ankles.
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