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Introduction

 


In Coming of Age in South Branch,
Tilly and Elmer, sexy sexagenarians from Iowa, reminisce about
their passionate, clumsy, delicious, funny (or so it seems in
retrospect), and “educational” high school romance. The book
describes the delights and disasters experienced by students of
do-it-yourself sex education (the only kind available in the
Midwest during the early nineteen-sixties). The learning was all
hands-on in those days. Of course, this was Tilly and Elmer’s
favorite subject and they pursued it with scholarly dedication.

Beginning just before their junior year with
Elmer’s discovery, at the local swimming pool, that Matilda
Williams, a girl he had known since second grade, could be a
possible candidate for his teenaged erotic fantasies, through two
years of attentive study in the arts of love, until they tearfully
depart for colleges two thousand miles apart, each was responsible
for the best part of the other’s education. Their recounting of
those days, even though it includes a bit of selective memory and
revisionist history here and there, is sweet, nostalgic, funny, and
a little dirty. Sometimes more than a little.

 


By now, Tilly and Elmer have been married for
nearly fifty years. They still attempt to recapture their lost
youth whenever they can, but while they are still just as
enthusiastic as they were as eighteen-year-olds, they just don’t
quite have the stamina or flexibility they once did. Nevertheless,
they manage to get themselves into, and usually out of, some
surprising shenanigans. Their current adventures and misadventures
are chronicled in a companion series, The Sexy Seniors of South
Branch.


Prologue

​​
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Elmer put the two sacks of groceries in a box in the
back of his restored ‘52 Chevy pickup, the same one he had when he
and Tilly were high school sweethearts fifty years ago. When he
turned around, Tilly, who was standing between Elmer and the open
door of the truck and thus hidden from the view of any passersby,
had pulled the hem of her dress up to shoulder level, flashing
Elmer a panoramic view of her underwear.

“Oh my god, Tilly! What if somebody is looking?”
Elmer said, quickly turning to see if anyone was around.

“Come on Elmer - you know you secretly love it
when I do that. And besides, I was just reminding you that we need
to stop and get some of that so called ‘personal lubricant’ we saw
in that TV ad where the girl is singing opera in bed.”

They drove to the drugstore down the street. Once
they got inside, Tilly knew Elmer would wander around for twenty
minutes looking for the “Personal Lubricant” aisle, so she asked a
young woman who was arranging a display of cosmetics where it might
be.

“Aisle thirteen,” the girl said without looking
up. “Automotive.”

Smiling at the young lady’s unfamiliarity with the
product, they continued their search, finding the crucial item in
the Health aisle. They examined the approximately three dozen
varieties of vaginal lubricants available; neither was able to
remember the brand name of the one they had seen on television, but
they knew the bottle was blue so they finally chose the most likely
one, hoping it would bring about the promised improvement in
Tilly’s opera singing.

“I can’t believe they have so many kinds,” said
Elmer.

“And I can’t believe how expensive they are.
Remember when I just made my own whenever we needed it?”

“That was nice Tilly, but it wasn’t free. I
usually had to take you to the movies first!” Elmer said. “Still,
the container was very convenient and the product was never too
cold in those days.”

Ahead of them in the check out line was a giggling
and affectionate young couple, making no attempt to hide their
purchase of a dozen condoms. Tilly gave Elmer a poke with her
elbow.

“Remember when we needed condoms instead of
‘personal lubricant’?” she whispered.

When they got back in the car and started for home,
Tilly slid over next to Elmer and put her head on his shoulder.

“I wonder if old people looked at us fifty years
ago and thought how cute we were together?” said Tilly.

“Well, we were probably cute, but we sure weren’t
buying condoms together in public. It would have been a scandal to
be seen buying them back then, not to mention the fact that it was
illegal to sell them to anybody who wasn’t married. Those were fun
days though, even if I did have to get our rubbers from the machine
in the men’s room of Smitty’s Gas Station.”

It was midafternoon when they drove by the movie
theater, which reminded Tilly of their first date.

“Elmer!” said Tilly. “Let’s go to the movies this
afternoon. We could relive our first date!”

“Are you going to grab my crotch halfway through
the movie like you did then?”

“You know very well I never did any such thing on
our first date.” protested Tilly. “But I suppose I could this time.
We could even stay in town tonight! Wouldn’t that be fun? How about
if we go to a movie, have a nice dinner, and then get a motel room
for the night? We’ll recapture the whole arc of our high school
romance. We can even pretend we’re back in St. Louis at the
Sleeptite Motel!”

“I doubt I could do it as many times as I did that
night Tilly; I lost count after a couple of dozen!”

“You were quite the stud Elmer, but even at
eighteen you couldn’t do it two dozen times in one night. We did
wear each other out though didn’t we?”

“That was an exciting night all right. And trying
to recreate our high school romance in one night does sound like
fun. But there a few parts we could leave out, like the year it
took me to get you to go all the way!”

“I won’t make you wait a year tonight Elmer, I
promise, especially since I want to try out my new juice. Do you
think we can find a motel that has ‘Magic Fingers’?”

“I doubt it Tilly, but don’t worry; I do!”
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1

Is That Your Thigh I’m
Squeezing?

​


Tilly smiled at Elmer. “I remember our first date
like it was yesterday. You were so sweet and nervous. Of course, my
dad did threaten you with a shotgun.”

“I knew he was kidding,” Elmer asserted.

“As I recall, I had to practically threaten you
with a shotgun myself to get you to ask me for a date in the first
place.”

“I’m glad I got up the nerve to call you, although
that first date was pretty embarrassing.”

“I’m glad too, Elmer. Otherwise I really WOULD
have had to threaten you with a shotgun.”

 


•

September 2, 1961

“She’s filling out nicely, don’t you think?”
Eddie said, referring to Matilda Williams, a girl he and Elmer had
known, but not really noticed, since grade school. The boys were
sitting on the grass by the local pool; it was the last weekend of
summer. Tilly had emerged from the locker room wearing a light
blue, two-piece swimming suit that was fashionable, but not
scandalous.

“Nice tits? Check. Cute ass? Check. I
wouldn’t kick her out of bed,” said Elmer.

Elmer had recently gotten his driver’s
license and it was the first time his dad had let him take the
family sedan for the afternoon. He and his friend Eddie had cruised
over to the town pool and parked the car just outside the pool
fence so they could gesture toward it casually if a girl should
inquire as to their mode of transportation. They thought Elmer’s
new wheels would get the attention of some of the girls in
attendance, but most of them ignored the two boys as usual. They
chalked this up to the girls’ tasteless and shallow emphasis on
bulging muscles as the only criteria for judging the
praiseworthiness of young men.

“Hey Tilly, want to go for a drive one of
these days?” Elmer called out casually as Tilly circumnavigated the
pool.

“Hi Elmer, hi Eddie. Do you really have a
car, Elmer?”

“That’s it, right there!” Elmer replied,
gesturing toward it with calculated nonchalance.

“Cool!” said Tilly. She laid her towel on the
grass next to the two boys and sat down. “Are you all ready for
junior year to start?”
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Tilly was sitting facing Elmer with her legs
crossed at her ankles, unknowingly affording him a tiny glimpse of
three strands of curly brown pubic hair which had escaped from the
crotch of her swimming suit where the elastic of the leg opening
was stretched across the concavity at the top of her inner thigh.
One would have to look carefully to see them, but Elmer WAS looking
carefully. Taking care not to be caught, Elmer had focused his gaze
on a small scar on his right knee, which happened to be directly on
a line of vision that extended to the part of Tilly’s body that
interested him at the moment. He rubbed the scar with his finger,
lost in thought.

Nothing was revealed of the forbidden
feminine features just inside the leg opening of her swimming suit,
but this small unintentional immodesty was enough to make Elmer’s
day and give Tilly a spot on his list of fantasy sex partners.

Neither Tilly nor Elmer suspected at the time
that this small observation would lead them, 52 years later to the
day, to discussing that very incident while leaving a drug store
with an extravagant new brand of “personal lubricant”.

“Are you ready for the beginning of junior
year?” Elmer asked, forgetting that Tilly had asked the same
question a moment earlier.

“I guess so,” said Tilly. “I’m not looking
forward to taking biology though.”

“I am!” said Elmer. “I can’t wait to start
dissecting those little froggies!”

“EWWW!” said Tilly.

 


Having spent the previous two years
fantasizing about Susan Bell, who Elmer figured was out of his
league, he had resolved to acquire a real live girlfriend this
year. The problem was that the vast majority of girls he knew fell
into one of two categories: either they were too popular and pretty
to have any interest in him whatsoever, or else they were too
unattractive or dull to hold any attraction for him. This left, in
his thinking, only a few girls who were candidates for his
affections. Subtracting from this group those who already had
boyfriends, Elmer found the pickings depressingly slim.

As he surreptitiously studied the landscape
of her inner thigh, Elmer considered whether Tilly might be one of
these few. She met the criteria of being reasonably pretty,
especially in a two-piece bathing suit. And, she was smart. As far
as Elmer knew she didn’t have a boyfriend, although there had been
talk about Tilly and Buff Stevens, a popular athlete at school. The
gossip held that they were no longer an item, but Elmer considered
that even having a date with Buff would raise a girl’s standards so
high that he would be out of luck. Still, Elmer had access to a car
now so all things were possible. Elmer wondered why he hadn’t put
Tilly on the list already but he realized that he had just never
given her a thought one way or the other. At that moment, Tilly
leaned forward and waved her hand in front of Elmer’s face.

“Daydreaming about exploring the tender flesh
of young defenseless creatures in biology class?” she asked Elmer
with a laugh.

Elmer awakened from his musing with a start.
“Um, no,” he said. “I was wondering if Buff Stevens is going to
start at quarterback again this year.”

“I don’t know,” Tilly said. “I don’t care
either!”

“I thought you and Buff were an item,” Elmer
said as casually as he could.

“No!” said Tilly, her tone giving Elmer the
impression that he should drop the subject.

Elmer searched his mind for a new topic and
came up with nothing. Tilly, Elmer, and Eddie looked at each other,
scanned the other swimmers, pulled up small bits of grass and let
them sprinkle down as if testing the wind direction.

Elmer asked Tilly if she wanted a ride home
from the pool but she told him she was going home with her friend,
Linda.

Silence again engulfed the threesome. Elmer
studied Tilly’s breasts, imagining how nice it would be to unfasten
her top, slip his hands under it, and play with her tits in the
back seat of the Ford.

 


“It’s got a 390 V8!” he said, abruptly.

“What has a what?” asked Tilly.

“My car,” said Elmer. “The engine has a 390
cubic inch displacement. That’s 320 horsepower.”

“Is that good?”

Elmer and Eddie smiled knowingly at each
other.

“Very good!” said Elmer.

Tilly looked over at the car. “It’s pretty.
What kind is it?”

Elmer was appalled at her ignorance, but it
gave him an opportunity to show off a little.

“It’s a 1961 Ford Fairlane,” Elmer explained.
“I tried to get them to buy a stick shift but mom wanted an
automatic. The automatic isn’t as efficient at transferring the
power to the drive wheels and it isn’t as much fun to drive.”

“Interesting,” Tilly said, untruthfully.

 


•

September 6, 1961

As luck would have it, when school started
the next Wednesday they were in the same biology class and began to
tease each other about the upcoming dissection chapter, Elmer
calling Tilly “squeamish” and Tilly calling Elmer
“bloodthirsty”.

Over a few weeks they developed a friendship
and each secretly hoped it might turn into something more romantic.
Although they chatted and teased one another every day before
class, as far as Tilly could tell it had never crossed Elmer’s mind
to ask her out on a date. A girl couldn’t be too forward without
being thought of as “fast”, so she couldn’t come right out and ask
Elmer to take her out, but her subtle flirtations seemed lost on
him. Elmer, on the other hand, was waiting for some kind of sign
from Tilly that she would be open to the suggestion and subtle
flirtations didn’t register with him. Finally, Tilly decided she
had to be more obvious.

 


•

September 29, 1961

One Friday, as they were talking at one of
the lab tables, waiting for biology class to begin, Tilly asked
Elmer if he had seen the new Elvis Presley movie, Blue
Hawaii.
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“No,” said Elmer. “I saw The Guns of
Navarone though. That was a great movie. They have these big
guns in a cave on the side of a cliff see, and these guys have to
climb up there and...”

“Elmer, I want to go see Blue
Hawaii.”

“Why?”

“The song ‘Can’t Help Falling in Love’ is
from that movie.”

Just as it was dawning on Elmer what Tilly
was getting at, Mr. Richards came in and told the class to take
their seats. They didn’t have an opportunity to see each other the
rest of the day.

 


Elmer spent the rest of afternoon arguing
with himself over what Tilly had in mind. The argument went
something like this:

Elmer, the greatest stud west of the
Mississippi:

“She couldn’t have opened the door wider with
a bulldozer! Only the stupidest guy on Earth would not call her
after that.”

Elmer, the world’s most pathetic loser:

“She was just making conversation. If Mr.
Richards hadn’t come in right then, she would have told you she was
going to see that movie with Buff.”

Elmer, the greatest stud west of the
Mississippi:

“Don’t be an idiot, just call her you big
baby. If she turns you down, she doesn’t deserve you!”

Elmer, the world’s most pathetic loser:

“But, if she says ‘No!’ I’ll have to go away
and live in a hut in the woods the rest of my life. I could never
face anyone again.”

Finally, Elmer knew he just had to do it no
matter how nervous he was. He looked at the blood red phone hanging
on the wall of the kitchen. He reached for the receiver, slowly
picked it up, and put it to his ear. There was a dial tone. The big
round dial on the front curled its lip into a sneer and dared him
to call. Elmer put his index finger in the hole corresponding to
the first digit of Tilly's number. He turned the dial until it
reached the stop, released it, and watched it rotate back to its
original position with an ominous whirr.
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Just then he remembered he had to take out
the trash. Usually he put this off as long as possible, but he
decided not to wait this time. He took as long as he could, but
before long he was in front of the phone again.

Looking around to be sure no one else in the
family was nearby, Elmer closed his eyes, counted down from ten,
opened his eyes and mindlessly dialed Tilly's number before he had
time to chicken out again. He had her number memorized of
course.

Elmer was startled when he heard the distant
ring of the phone on the other end of the line. He imagined Tilly
lounging around naked, about to answer, and he was anticipating the
disappointment in her voice when she discovered who it was.

Meanwhile, Tilly was moping in her bedroom
waiting for the phone to ring. She was planning what to wear to the
movie and feeling more and more stupid, and more and more annoyed,
with every passing minute.

As the phone rang a second time, Elmer
imagined Tilly and her girlfriends, laughing hysterically when she
told them that Elmer Talbot had had the impudence to call and ask
for a date.

When he heard the phone ring for a third
time, Elmer began to hope no one was home, that he could just tell
myself he had tried his best.

 


“Hello?”

The speaker was obviously an adult woman.

“Tilly?”

“This is Mrs. Williams. Would you like to
speak with Tilly?”

“Um, yes. It’s Elmer Talbot. Is Tilly
there?”

"Just a minute, please."

Tilly had made her mom answer so it wouldn’t
seem like she was waiting for him to call, but it had never dawned
on Elmer that anyone except Tilly would pick up the phone. When
Mrs. Williams answered, he was sure she could tell from the
inflection in his voice that the underlying reason for his call was
that he wanted to get into her daughter's pants at the earliest
opportunity. Elmer was surprised that Tilly's mother would allow
her daughter to talk to a boy with such unsavory intentions.

He heard Tilly's mom calling out away from
the phone. “Tilly, it’s Elmer Talbot.”

While he waited, Elmer considered how a bug
must feel when it’s about to be squashed. The huge foot descending,
blocking out the sky, coming closer and closer ...

 


“Hello, Elmer!”

Silence.

“Elmer?”

“Hello, Tilly, it’s Elmer.”

“I know, silly! How are you?”

“Want to go to the movies Saturday
night?”

“You know I want to go to the movies Saturday
night, Elmer. Thank you for asking!”

One second passed in silence as Elmer began
to breathe again.

Another second of silence passed as a huge
weight ascended from Elmer’s shoulders.

There was no sound for another second as
Elmer realized he actually WAS the greatest stud west of the
Mississippi!

He smiled quietly as he imagined Tilly at his
feet, clad only in the top portion of a lacy pair of baby doll
pajamas. She reached up pleadingly while clinging to his thigh.
“Make love to me!” she begged. A tear traced a sensuous path down
the soft skin of her cheek. "Please, Elmer!" she whispered.

He gently removed the last of her clothing
and laid her across the soft rug in front of the fire. The warm,
flickering light illuminated her naked...

 


“Elmer?”

“What?” Elmer’s voice was slightly deeper
than it had been before.

“You ARE asking me to go WITH you, aren’t you
Elmer?”

“Of course.”

“OK, that will be fun,” Tilly said
brightly.

“I hope so. Bye.”

“ELMER?”

“What?”

“Are you going to pick me up?”

“Sure.”

“The movie starts at 7:00. You should
probably pick me up at 6:30. OK?”

“OK.”

“All right. See you then, Elmer!

“OK. Bye.”

“Goodbye, Elmer.”

 


•

September 30, 1961

When Eddie came over Saturday morning to help
Elmer wash the car, Elmer consulted with him about how to impress
Tilly.

“You’ve got to make a move on her; show her
you’re a real man,” said Eddie.

Eddie had never been on a date himself but he
had an older brother so he was as close to an expert on girls as
Elmer could find.

“What kind of move?” asked Elmer.

“First, put your arm around her. Just stretch
your shoulders back like you were yawning and put your elbow on the
back of her seat. Then, when she’s distracted by something in the
movie, just let your arm down around her shoulder. As soon as
something exciting happens, pull her toward you a little.”

“What if she slaps me?” asked Elmer.

“She won’t, trust me.”

“OK,” said Elmer, doubtfully.

 


Elmer put on his tightest Elvis style jeans,
and splashed on an extra dash of Old Spice just to be sure Tilly
would be impressed. He took a couple of laps around town on his way
to pick her up, to calm his nerves but even so, he got to Tilly’s
house five miles west of town, before the appointed time. He didn’t
want to appear overanxious, nor did he want to be late, so he drove
past her house for a mile and a half, then turned around and came
back, arriving at the agreed upon time. Elmer was feeling like a
million bucks. He knocked on the door.

 


Tilly's mom answered the door, invited Elmer
in, and led him into the living room where she introduced him to
Tilly's dad, whom he had never met. Mr. Williams asked Elmer where
they were going. He asked what the movie was. When he found out who
was in the movie he asked Elmer if he was going to entertain Tilly
by dancing like Elvis. Apparently he thought everything would be
all right as long as Elmer didn’t do an Elvis impersonation for his
daughter.

Tilly had been ready before Elmer arrived,
but her friends had advised her to always keep her date waiting, so
she left Elmer to converse with her dad for a while. In retrospect,
that probably wasn't such a good idea.

After satisfying himself that Elmer was
acceptable as a companion for Tilly, Mr. Williams went back to his
newspaper. Elmer sat awkwardly in an easy chair, taking stock of
the decor, and minding his own business. He began to wonder why
Tilly was taking so long and he began imagining Tilly in her
bedroom, getting dressed. He imagined her mother helping fasten the
hooks of Tilly's garter belt straps on to the tops of her
stockings, and checking to make sure her slip wasn’t showing. Elmer
wondered what the point of wearing a slip was anyway. He wondered
if girls wore their panties under the garter belt or on top of it.
He wondered whether Tilly might be wearing a bra with lace trim
like the ones in the Sears and Roebuck Catalogs he liked to look at
in the bathroom for a half hour every afternoon when he got home
from school.

Naturally, it didn't take much time for this
train of thought to lead to an erection, and since he was sitting
down and his penis was bent double in his tight pants, it hurt like
hell. Elmer knew the only way to remedy the problem would be to get
up half bent over, slip his hand awkwardly into his pocket, then
twist, squeeze, and push until everything got straightened out.
This would be especially difficult in the restricted confines of
his jeans, but only then would he be able to stand up straight
without risking serious injury. As he was contemplating how to
accomplish this feat in the company of his date's father, Tilly
made her grand entrance, looking as sexy as a goddess. Elmer was
able to grab a copy of Field and Stream that was on the side table
just in time to place it in his lap as though reading, and thereby
cover up a little.

The sight of Tilly, with her soft pink dress
sensuously undulating around her hips, didn't do anything to
alleviate Elmer's problem.

“Are you ready to go?” she asked.

Without getting up, Elmer told Tilly that her
father was interested in the movie and suggested she tell him all
about it. Tilly turned to face her dad, and in doing so, partially
blocked his view of Elmer, who awkwardly got to his feet without
straightening up and, half bent over, clumsily manipulated his
misbehaving genitalia with both hands.
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Elmer was quite sure Tilly's dad could tell
exactly what was going on behind his daughter, but he hoped that
the old gentleman could remember when he had been a teenager
himself. Still, Elmer was sure that the impression he had hoped to
make on Tilly's father, that of an innocent and upstanding young
man, was no longer possible. He glumly noted his only upstanding
part was not one that Tilly's father would be pleased about.

Tilly had her turn to be embarrassed a moment
later. As they were about to leave, her father, in a misguided
attempt at comic relief, said, “Have a good time at the movies you
two. And don’t try to get fresh with my little girl, young man. I
have a shotgun in the closet.”

At least Elmer didn’t have a hard-on after he
said that.

On the way to the movies, Tilly tried to
smooth things over.

“Don’t mind Daddy,” she said. “Sometimes he
thinks things are funny that aren’t funny at all.”

“I knew he was kidding,” said Elmer,
lying.

“I can’t wait to see this movie,” Tilly said.
“’Can’t Help Falling in Love With You’ is such a romantic
song.”

Elmer was happy to hear Tilly’s mention of
romance, but he wasn’t completely convinced the “shotgun” remark
was a joke.

 


Armed with two cokes and a box of popcorn,
they found a seat near the back of the theater. After “News of the
World”, “Previews of Coming Attractions”, and a “Tom and Jerry”
cartoon, it was time for the feature presentation. Not being a big
Elvis fan, Elmer didn’t focus on the movie. Instead, he was
thinking about the pros and cons of putting his arm around Tilly’s
shoulder. She did mention romance, although she didn’t specifically
mention romance with him. Still, Eddie would ask for details and he
didn’t want to be a chicken. He arched his back and stretched his
arms behind his head. Tilly didn’t notice, focused as she was on
Elvis’ pelvis. He gently lowered his arm across the back of her
seat, being careful not to actually touch her.

 


So far, so good.

 


As soon as Elvis finished singing “Can’t Help
Falling in Love With You,” Elmer decided to give Tilly’s shoulder a
tiny affectionate squeeze. At the same moment, Tilly, in the mood
to fall in love with somebody, Elvis or Elmer, it didn’t matter,
reached down to take Elmer’s hand, thinking it was still in his lap
where it had been earlier. His hand, however was just then touching
her right shoulder, and, startled, she grabbed for the missing hand
and squeezed his thigh instead. Her hand was a foot away from his
penis, but the effect was electric. They looked at each other and
began prolific apologies, although neither was sorry. (For years
afterward, Elmer loved to tell the story of how Tilly grabbed his
crotch on the first date. “That’s why I married her!” was the usual
punch line).

For now, however, neither Tilly nor Elmer had
any interest in mentioning it again.

 


Elmer got Tilly home at the requisite time.
He walked her up to the porch and they stood in the spotlight glare
of the porch light. Elmer knew that “THE KISS” wouldn’t happen for
a couple more dates so that was no problem, but just saying “Good
Bye” was awkward. Should he discuss the movie with her? Should he
ask her if she’d like to go out again sometime? Should he linger,
or make a quick getaway?
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Tilly broke the silence. “I had a nice time,
Elmer, thanks for asking me to go to the movies with you.”

“I had a nice time too. Maybe we can..,” then
he got cold feet. Better not push his luck. “Maybe we can talk
before biology class on Monday.”

Tilly was not too sure what to make of this,
since they always talked before biology class. Did he mean the date
was so painful he might not even want to talk to her?

“OK. Goodnight, Elmer.”

“Goodnight, Tilly.”

He reached for her hand and held it a second,
not quite shaking it.

 


Tilly went in the house and Elmer walked out
to the car. He looked back to see her peeking out through the
curtains. He waved to her, but he knew she couldn’t see him in the
dark.

Elmer had mixed feelings about the date. He
had been pretty awkward, but he had survived, and his first date
was out of the way. Feeling a little self confident, he turned the
car around in the wide gravel drive by the barn. In doing so, he
stepped on the gas a little too hard, spinning the tires and
spraying gravel toward the chicken house.

“That was stupid!” he said to himself.

Tilly heard the car accelerating out of the
driveway and wondered if Elmer could have been mad about
something.

Tilly’s mom was waiting up for her.

“How was the date?” she asked.

“OK,” said Tilly.

“Anything I should know?”

“No.”

 


By the time Elmer reached the end of Tilly’s
driveway, he felt like the king of the world. He had survived the
date, including the hard-on incident. He had been man enough to put
his arm around her. She practically grabbed his cock. Yep, pretty
good.

Meanwhile, Tilly brushed her teeth, went into
her bedroom, got into her pajamas, picked up her favorite Teddy
Bear, the one that always had good advice for her, and tucked in.
She was awake for quite some time, adding up the positives and
negatives of the date. Eventually she decided that if Elmer was mad
about something, it was a complete mystery. She thought it had gone
pretty well in spite of one or two embarrassing moments.

On the way home, Elmer drove past the Burger
Shack to see if any of his friends’ cars were there; he hoped to
casually mention the date as though it happened every weekend.
Nobody he knew was there, though, so he went home, let himself in
the house, and climbed into bed. There he replayed the date in his
mind, giving special attention to Tilly’s hand touching his thigh.
He began masturbating as he did so. When, in his imagination, Tilly
began massaging his cock, then kissed him, and whispered, “Please
fuck me Elmer, I want to feel you inside me,” he enjoyed a
bountiful ejaculation which soaked his undershirt.

He turned over without cleaning up, gave his
pillow a goodnight kiss, and went to sleep.
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2

Falling for a Kiss

​


The movie theater was playing the film “Pirates of
the Caribbean: On Stranger Tides”. Both Tilly and Elmer began to
laugh when they saw the marquee. As they waited in front of the
theater to buy their tickets, Tilly turned to Elmer.

“Let’s get this out of the way before we get
involved with any pirates this time, shall we?” She put her arms
around him and gave him a long, romantic kiss in front of a half
dozen of their surprised fellow moviegoers.

Afterward, Elmer looked into her eyes and whispered
softly, “Thanks for not knocking me on my ass this time.”

 


•

October 1961

Tilly and Elmer's second date had gone much
more smoothly than the first, and Tilly was pretty sure Elmer would
ask her to go to the Halloween dance with him. She was looking
forward to it, but Elmer seemed to be dragging his feet a bit.
Tilly didn’t know that Elmer had two reasons for his hesitation:
first, he had never tried dancing, and second, he knew that he
would probably be expected to kiss her goodnight afterwards. Since
protocol required the boy to kiss a girl on the third date, this
seemed like a very perilous event. Not that Elmer didn’t want to
kiss Tilly. He really liked her and thought kissing would be fun
even though he didn’t expect to find it a major turn on. He knew,
however, that if he were going to lose his virginity with someone,
he would probably have to kiss her first. But the more Elmer found
himself liking Tilly, the more he worried that something would go
wrong.
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