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​ Introduction

 


These fictional tales record the amusing,
playful, and sexy shenanigans of Tilly and Elmer, a Midwestern
couple, now in their early seventies. They’ve been married for
close to fifty years, they still really like each other, and they
still know what to do about it!

To their occasional astonishment, they’re no
longer eighteen, but they often behave like mischievous
eighteen-year-olds except for, you know, staying up all night,
bending over without groaning, and having sex six times a day. What
they’ve had to give up in quantity they’ve recouped in quality
though, especially when there’s a reason to celebrate! Of course,
they have their little sexy traditions for major holidays –
Valentine’s Day, Fourth of July, Thanksgiving, and the like, but
they don’t forget to celebrate April Fool’s Day, Mayday, and
National Bourbon Day either! Now and then, they have to talk their
way out of trouble or giggle at the minor scandals resulting from
their indecorous comportment, but what would be the fun of living a
scandal free lifestyle anyway?

Tilly and Elmer live on a farm five miles
west of the made-up town of South Branch, Iowa. They were high
school sweethearts in South Branch over fifty years ago, and now
that they’ve both retired, they spend their time attempting to
recapture their long-ago youth - or resting up from the effort.


 


​​​​​ Prologue


 


“Wait ‘till you hear this, Lance!” Tilly
said. “We’ll have to think up a new way to celebrate!”

“Tilly, did you just call me ‘Lance’?” Elmer
asked.

“Yes, I did! And you can call me ‘Lulu’! It’s
national ‘Get a Different Name Day’!”

“It’s WHAT?”

“National ‘Get a Different Name Day’! You can
go back to ‘Elmer’ tomorrow if you want to, but I propose we
celebrate this major holiday by jumping into bed and you can make
me scream “Oh YES, Lance, keep doing it just like that!”

“Tilly, I wouldn’t mind spending the
afternoon in bed with you, and ‘Lance and Lulu’ has a nice ring to
it, but if I were to get used to calling you ‘Lulu’, it could turn
out to be troublesome later. And I might get out of bed and start
looking in the closet if you start calling me ‘Lance’!”

“If you’re going to be grumpy about
‘Different Name Day’, I guess we could put that idea on hold for
three days.”

“Why three days?”

“Well, you might be more in the mood three
days from now when I could celebrate ‘Do a Grouch a Favor Day’ with
you!”

~~~



​​ Tilly and Elmer’s Unruly Resolutions
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Tilly snuggled up next to her husband and
tickled him awake. “Good morning and happy New Year’s Eve,
Elmer!”

“How did New Year’s Eve get here so early?”
he mumbled.

“Come on ‘Wiggle Bear!’, it’s the last day of
the year and you know what that means!”

“Of course I do, Tilly! But we don’t usually
start having new year sex until it’s almost midnight so we can
bring the old year to a celebratory climax and greet the new year
with a bang!”

“I’m looking forward to that!” Tilly said.
“But don’t forget to be thinking about New Year’s resolutions
first. And just for fun, I think you should make MY New Year’s
Resolutions and I should make yours this year for a change!”

“That sounds perilous but hilarious!” Elmer
mused.

Tilly and Elmer had discovered some decades
ago that any New Year’s resolutions they made had a remarkably low
likelihood of being successfully carried out, even (or perhaps
especially) if their intended plans were wise and healthy. This led
to mild feelings of guilt and so they shifted their thinking
regarding declarations demanding desirable behavior; they decided
to make a game out of inventing the most unlikely, frivolous, and
impossible New Year’s resolutions they could think of, so that a
failure to follow through might often be a good idea.

 


After supper, in the company of a bottle of
Bourbon, they retired to the small, cozy room in the attic of their
century old farmhouse five miles west of South Branch, IA. This
tiny room was enclosed primarily with old bookcases, unused
keepsakes and knickknacks, and boxes containing unknown but
possibly precious objects from the distant past. The accommodations
featured a well-used but still comfortable love seat which had
survived the more athletic sexual adventures of their younger days,
a profusion of pillows, a basket of blankets, and a small coffee
table. A large window in the gable end of the room looked out over
the moonlit fields and woods south of the house. An armoire
containing a varied assortment of old clothing flanked the narrow
doorway. The contents could be used for dressing up in, ripping off
each other, or as towels for wiping splattered liquids from
surfaces.

They began their annual sojourn into the
world of plots they never expected to carry out by toasting the end
of another year together with a glass of their favorite libation.
This was accompanied by trying on various articles of clothing to
ascertain which look would most suit the topic of their
get-together. Tilly proposed that, in keeping with the idea that
each would be making up unacceptable New Year’s resolutions for the
other, they should dress in each other’s clothing as a means of
inspiration. After some trial and error, Tilly decided on one of
Elmer’s long dress shirts worn above an old pair of Elmer’s white Y
front briefs that had long ago paid their debt to society. On
Tilly’s advice, Elmer squeezed his body into a lacy red bra and
matching panties that he had loved when they fit Tilly thirty years
ago, topped by a plaid, pleated miniskirt from the nineteen
seventies and striped knee-high socks. Each looked ridiculous, but
that problem diminished as they sipped a second glass of
Bourbon.

 


“Ok, ladies first Elmer! And since you’re
dressed as a woman, we’ll start with my first New Year’s resolution
for you! Next year you resolve to get us thrown into jail for
public indecency!”

“That one will be hard for me to keep, Tilly.
You know I get kind of shy about that kind of thing. Of course, I
suppose you might get me drunk and force me to do it! You have been
known to secretly enjoy exhibitionism although I doubt you’d like
being in jail that much!”

“Oh Elmer, I’m sure a clever boy like you
will find a way to protect his demure and innocent wife from any
unpleasantness like that!”

“I appreciate your overconfidence in me! Are
you going to write these down, Tilly, just so we don’t forget any
of them?”

“I always write them down to be sure our
memory isn’t obscured later by our refreshments!”

 


“Good. Are you ready for the first resolution
I’ve made for you, Tilly?”

“Sure, why not?”

“You resolve to take up your true calling
next year and become a dominatrix! Any man who fails to carry out
your demands at once will be severely punished!”

“I’m sure that won’t happen Elmer; where on
earth would I find a man who wouldn’t already do exactly as I say
at all times?”

“I know you’ll have a hard time trying to
keep that resolution, Tilly. Especially since you’re too nice and
sweet to ever take a man out to the barn, tie him up naked in the
hay loft, and spank him with a riding crop over some minor
misdemeanor!”

“You know I would never even think of such a
thing!” Tilly said, as she thought about how it might be a good
idea to apply a dose of corrective impact to the bottom of her
occasionally imperfect husband now and then.

 


“All right Elmer, here’s your next
resolution! You resolve to become world famous on the internet for
some kind of naughty behavior. And just for the record, it had
better involve me and not some OTHER oversexed girl! Otherwise, I
might have to keep my resolution to tie you up naked and spank you
in the hat loft!”

“It might be fun to become a scandalous
international celebrity Tilly, but I seriously doubt I could think
of anything that would bring that about. I think I can safely say I
won’t be keeping that resolution!”

 


“I’m sure you’ll want to keep the next
resolution I have for YOU though Tilly! It’s likely that at some
time during the year a bevy of attractive women will finally
realize that I’m the handsomest and most charming man in South
Branch and will begin fighting over which of them will be the
recipient of my favors. Naturally, I’ll try to resist them, but I
could be powerless to repel their attentions and you might be
called on to save me from their overzealous affections. Just think
of how terrible it would be if your loving husband were to be
overpowered by such a desperate mob of lovesick ladies!”

“Ok, Elmer, I may be able to step in. It’s
possible though, that I’ll be busy down at Claire’s Hair Affair
just when you need my help. But luckily, since I was a nurse, I can
tape any of your body parts back together, if I can find any, once
they’ve had their way with you.”

 


“You might WANT to keep my next resolution
for you, though Elmer! This one could make us a fortune if you
don’t break it!”

“A fortune you say? I might just resolve to
keep this one, Tilly. What is it?”

“You know we go to the county fair every
summer and that our favorite thing is to take a ride on the Ferris
Wheel, right?”

“Yes.”

“And it’s our little tradition that I pull up
my skirt and slip my panties off when we get to the top,
right!”

“That’s my favorite sideshow, yes!”

“But I always pull my skirt down when we get
near the ground so my little trick isn’t that obvious to people who
aren’t looking carefully, right?”

“Yes. That’s a good idea in my opinion.”

“Well, if you were to set up a little viewing
area next to the Ferris Wheel, you could sell tickets to dirty old
men and I could forget to pull my skirt down when I pass close by
on every revolution. I want you to resolve to earn a few bucks that
way next summer!”

“It will take a lot of takers for us to earn
a fortune at nickel a ticket, Tilly!”

“Are you kidding Elmer? Men would pay a grand
a glance for a gander at my glorious girly bits!”

“Hmmm. I’ll definitely give that a lot of
thought, Tilly!”

 


As if to evaluate Tilly’s idea, Elmer reached
under the shirttail that covered her thighs and began to remove the
men’s briefs covering the private parts she proposed to present for
public viewing.

“That will cost you a thousand, Elmer!” she
said grandly.

“How about another glass of Bourbon
instead?”

“Ok.”

They took a brief break from their game,
sipping their drinks while Elmer studied Tilly’s lady parts.
Judging from the portions of his genitalia that began squeezing out
from the edges of Elmer’s too small panties, he seemed to feel that
the view between Tilly’s legs might actually be worth a thousand
bucks at that.

 


“I’ll take your ‘I see London, I see France,
I see Tilly’s lost her underpants!’ idea under advisement, Tilly.
In the meantime here’s my next resolution for you: ‘I, Tilly,
resolve to have a frisky fling with a female friend this
year’!”

“What! That’s not going to happen Elmer!
Don’t be silly! Me having some kind of sexual shenanigans with a
woman? You know I would never consider anything like that.”

“Just as I thought. You’re protesting too
much my dear. It’s probably your greatest fantasy!”

“It’s NOT my greatest fantasy! It’s at least
second or third!”

“Don’t forget, you’ve told me about some of
your college adventures, Tilly!”

“Well, nothing really happened, and anyway, I
was young at the time. And we didn’t do anything THAT unusual. Not
in nineteen-sixties San Francisco anyway. I probably wouldn’t even
be tempted nowadays. At least not very tempted. And anyway, I won’t
have any trouble breaking that resolution since I don’t know of any
candidates for my secret affections. Except you, when you’re
wearing that cute miniskirt of course!”

“Well, write it down anyway just in case an
old girlfriend comes to town or something.”

 


“Here’s one for you that’s not so
far-fetched, Elmer. You might even be able to keep this resolution
since we’ve done it before. This year you resolve to park in a semi
risky location some evening after dark and make love to me in the
pickup!”

“Hmmm. It’s true we used to do that when we
were so hot for each other we didn’t pay any attention to the risk,
but at this point I have a little hesitation about becoming the
center of South Branch gossip. Not only that, but you may remember
that the last time we tried doing it in the truck I threw my back
out!”

“So you’re predicting that you’ll break even
this easy and pleasant resolution?”

“I’ll try to make it up to you somehow,
Tilly!”

“Aren’t you worried that if you break this
resolution someone will find my vibrator and me alone together in
the truck some night? Talk about gossip!”

“I’ll have to keep a close watch on you.
There’s no doubt about it!”

“That would probably be wise, Elmer!”

 


“Okay, here’s your next one, Tilly, which I’m
sure you’ll want to keep. You resolve to let me anoint your
beautiful naked body with thick fluid and then roll around on the
floor with me and get it all over us.”

“What kind of thick fluid, Elmer?”

“Something perfectly safe so we can lick it
off each other!”

“If you’re planning for us to lick it off
each other, it had better be whipped cream, Elmer!”

“Whipped cream? Well that would be one idea,
Tilly!”

 


“Okay! Here’s my last resolution for you,
Elmer. Are you ready for the grand finale? I’m going to insist that
you keep this resolution big boy!”

“I’m ready!”

“I can SEE THAT by the bulge in your panties!
And, it’s almost midnight already! Starting right now you resolve
to snuggle under the covers with me on this old love seat and show
me how a man in a sexy miniskirt treats a girl with nothing on but
his old shirt!”

 


“Be it so resolved, Tilly! Just the
resolution we need for bringing the old year to a proper climax and
welcoming the new one with frisky fireworks!”

~~~


​ Valentine Monkeyshines
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“All right, Elmer!” Tilly said in the tone
of voice she always used when there was a serious discussion
coming.

Elmer warily looked up from his newspaper.
“All right WHAT?”

“It’s February 12th!”

“Oh! Of course.”

He searched his memory: Her birthday? No.
Their anniversary? No, that was in the summer sometime. One of
their children’s or grandchildren’s birthdays? He didn’t think so.
The blank look on his face caused Tilly to take pity on him; after
all, the ability to remember dates wasn’t the only important
quality in a husband. And Valentine’s Day was coming; she should go
easy on him.

“Valentine’s Day is coming, Elmer!”

“Oh, right! I guess we’ve gotten out of the
habit of making a big deal out of it after forty-nine years of
marriage.”

“We’re making a big deal out of it this
year, Wiggle Bear!” Tilly said, using a nickname she had made-up
decades ago right after they had made love for the first time.

“You haven’t called me ‘Wiggle Bear’ for
thirty years. You must have something special planned!”

“We’re going to plan it together, but I
expect we’ll both be bare and wiggly before we’re finished!”

“Ok, Flash, where do we start?” he said,
using his old pet name for her.

“I want to do something scandalous! That
means we’ll have to go far away from South Branch or people will be
gossiping about us like they did after we went to Las Vegas that
time!”

“As I recall, Tilly, you weren’t fond of
THAT scandal when we got a little drunk and did it in the window of
our hotel. Especially when the police photos turned up on the front
page of the South Branch Sentinel!”

“That adventure gives me a little thrill
when I think back on it now. We’re too straight laced, Elmer! I
want to do something dirty and kinky and shocking! Maybe we could
go to a peep show or something!”

“Well, that’s not the most shocking thing I
can think of although it does sound like fun for ME. But Tilly, I’m
not sure you’d …”

“I hear they have peep shows where the
strippers are men!” Tilly said as though she had studied up on the
subject.

“Male strippers? I don’t know Tilly. What if
everyone in the place begged me to hop up on the stage and strip
down and as soon as I walked in?”

“If they do Elmer, I’ll put the first twenty
in your jock strap!”

 


Apart from a bit of hesitation about taking
Tilly to a club where the men were performing partly naked (he
hoped it was only partly), Elmer was enthusiastic about the idea,
and booked an expensive room at a fancy hotel in St. Louis. Tilly
added to his enthusiasm when she announced that, to lighten the
weight of their suitcase, she intended to leave all her panties at
home. This made the four-hour drive to St. Louis especially
entertaining and by the time they got there, they felt more like
eighteen year olds than they had since they were eighteen.

The first order of business, after
reluctantly deciding that they shouldn’t wear themselves out in bed
before looking up the nearest lingerie and/or sex toy shop, was to
look up the nearest lingerie and/or sex toy shop. Tilly and Elmer
rarely had the opportunity to visit these kinds of places, there
were none within fifty miles of South Branch, and after an hour of
shocking shopping, they had selected a hope chest worth of naughty
baubles. Among other unmentionables, Elmer insisted on buying Tilly
a pair of crotchless panties, and Tilly found him a cute pair of
silky men’s underwear that featured a completely open backside and
only a small net hammock below a large, centrally placed opening in
the front, which would allow his member to escape from any
unwelcome confinement. These formed the underpinnings of their
evening’s attire and, over drinks and dinner at the hotel, they
decided to try out the strip club that Tilly had recommended after
a thorough on-line search.
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