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​Elsie saw the
neighbor’s son by accident.

Heavy rain had dampened what was shaping up
to be a gorgeous spring, and Elsie worried that nightly
thunderstorms might destroy her flowers. It had become habit to
look out of her bedroom window five times a day to see if the
tulips were still standing.

That’s when she saw him. Noah.

He had always been a sweet boy, her neighbors
Grace and Tom’s son. Noah had left for college last fall and was
home for spring break. Elsie didn’t even know he was back until she
looked out the window to check on the flowers and saw him relieving
himself in the bushes.

Perhaps if it had not been so large, she
could have averted her eyes. It’s easy not to stare at the
fender-bender on the side of the road, it is a whole other degree
of difficulty to pull your eyes from the tanker explosion engulfing
a highway.

“My dear God almighty,” Elsie whispered,
unaware of the drool on her lips. “It can’t be.”

The spring sun cascaded across the boy’s
skinny frame, accentuating his paleness. From the window of the
upstairs bedroom Elsie could make him out quite clearly; the first
hint of real muscle in his abdomen and biceps, the potential for a
man’s body someday. No hair save the bushy mess of black pubes just
below his flat stomach. Not an unfortunate looking boy but not
anyone’s jock fantasy by any means.

Below his shirtless, burgeoning body was
something else entirely.

Elsie had been around. She had seen what the
modern man offered in many aspects monetarily, socially,
physically. Over the years she had become what her best friend Tara
referred to as a “size queen.” That is, a girl who won’t stand for
anything less than…substantial. It was that very specific need that
led Elsie to propose the idea of an open marriage to her husband,
Stuart. He hated the idea, of course. But his disdain did nothing
to alter the reality that she was unfilled, and unfulfilled by
him specifically.

Noah, however, had something between his legs
that she had never seen. Not in all the care-free sex of her
college days, or the exploratory days of her 20’s, or the men she’d
taken into her bed since making her husband a cuckold. What Noah
used to piss with into those rose bushes was beyond substantial. It
was cataclysmic.

And it was soft.

Elsie pushed a palm flat against her sex,
under the skirt and over the panties. The feeling radiated into her
stomach and made her knees weak, causing her to lean into the
window frame of the second-floor bedroom.

“It’s so big, Noah,” she whispered.

Noah swung at the hips, drenching the bushes.
He held it with two hands stacked on top of one another for
control, his stream like a two liter of sweet tea pouring out. Even
as she soaked her panties Elsie did a double take, shaking her head
rapidly side to side, just to be sure it wasn’t some oddly colored
garden hose between his legs.

It was soft.

Grinding into her hand, Elsie pushed her face
to the window, breathing heavy as she watched the boy shake it.
Even though he double-palmed the beast, a whole section from the
shaft to the head flapped and flopped, droplets of urine shimmering
in the sun. The bushes he relieved himself in appeared battered by
a thunderstorm, foliage soaked and dragging.

“Oh Noah…show me,” she played with herself,
“show it to me, baby.”

Noah seemed to wind it in on itself as he
tucked it back down into his jeans, no underwear to speak of.
Elsie’s eyes watched it disappear into the denim as he buttoned,
and she admired his cute little butt as he walked away.

“Oh, Noah don’t go, baby…” she came standing.
Elsie watched Noah and his black mop of hair recede into his
parents’ backyard and out of sight.

She gathered herself and headed downstairs,
sauntering in a summer skirt and flowery halter top. Her face was
flushed enough that Stuart saw it from where he sat in the living
room, eyebrows furrowing.

“You OK, El?” he asked.

“Hm? Oh, I’m fine,” she laughed, “just
checking on the tulips.”

“That storm ruin them or they make it out,
OK?” Stuart smiled, genuinely interested in the fate of his wife’s
gardening endeavor.

“Um,” she paused, realizing she hadn’t
bothered to actually look. “I’m actually headed out there now to
give them some love.”

“That bad, huh?”

“Something like that, Stuart,” she shuffled
past.

Stuart watched his wife’s plump ass amble
away, and he considered himself a lucky man. A very lucky
man. Not every husband on Sycamore St. had a wife that took such
good care of herself. Not every wife on Sycamore St. had an ass
that bobbled and bounced when she walked but was still firm to the
touch. Elsie was that rare thirty-nine-year-old women whose body
said twenty-five, and whose mischievous face said thirty.

Stuart on the other hand, said forty all
over.

She came to the garden and checked the tulips
in earnest this time. They were utterly destroyed. How had she not
noticed? You were occupied, deary. She certainly had been.
But this was a mess. Drowned and destroyed at the roots, clumps of
mud burying what were once lively, colorful petals.

The wind blew and Elsie caught a scent.

She turned to the fence that separated her
and Stuart’s property from Grace and Tom. It ran in a straight line
at chest height, dividing the two backyards. That fence needs to
be replaced soon, she thought. The wooden boards were warped,
and the space between each grew larger all the time. In the middle,
Tom and Grace’s rose bush vines crept through cracks.

Elsie knew the smell. It was still fresh and
hot in the afternoon sun, and the closer she got to the overgrown
bush the stronger it became. She glanced around; to the window she
had masturbated in earlier, to the empty backyard and quiet porch
of her neighbors.

She inhaled sharply.

“Oh my…” she moaned, the sour taste prancing
across her palette. Something in it made her vulnerable. Lustful.
“I don’t care,” she giggled to no one, taking in the sharp smell of
Noah’s piss.

Her fingers crept downward, sneaking beneath
the waistband of her skirt. She glanced again at her home and the
second-floor window, the backdoor and the side gate too. She
brought the image of Noah urinating all over the rose bush to mind,
trying to imagine what it sounded like. She whiffed the tainted
summer air.

“Hi there, Mrs. Peters!” Noah called from
over the fence.

Elsie’s head snapped up. She yanked her
wonton hand from her panties.

“Oh jeez, sorry Mrs. Peters! Didn’t mean to
scare you!” he apologized, walking across the yard.

“Noah! Why hello, how are you?” she sang,
face turning magenta.

“Oh, I’m real good, glad to be home, yah
know?” Noah had gotten much taller since the last time Elsie had
seen him. It had been hard to tell from the window earlier, but as
he leaned against the fence, she realized how much she had to look
up at him. His features were still so boyish, his mop of hair, too.
“You know Mrs. Peters I think I saw my dad using a pesticide on
this rose bush earlier today, you might not wanna stand so close
until it dries or something.”

“It’s OK, Noah,” Elsie replied, getting a
hold of her frayed nerves, “I’m not so sensitive. I can stand by
the bush if you can.”

“Oh…well, OK.”

Elsie leaned into the fence, her tanned
breasts beaded with sweat, craning her head to meet the boy’s eyes.
“How’s college life? Lots of pretty girls?”

“Ha-ha, oh well, jeez…yeah I guess so. But I
don’t know. They aren’t so…”

“Your type?” she finished for him.

“Well…no, not exactly.”

“Not committed enough?”

“No, Mrs. Peters. Not that. They’re great and
all it’s just that, well, things only ever get so far and
then…that’s it. They don’t go any further. Know what I mean?”

“I think I do,” she said ironically. “How far
do you get, Noah?”

Noah paused, unsure of how to proceed. He
looked down at his shoes, catching a glimpse of Mrs. Peter’s
cleavage on the way. Lifting his face back to the woman almost
twice his age, he found some courage.

“Third base. Every time,” he said.

“Well,” Elsie coughed, taken aback by his
forwardness, “surely they can’t all be homeruns, right? Besides, a
little modesty from a girl is always- “

“It’s not that, Mrs. Peters. They want to go
further. They always do.”

Elsie paused. She made the line of her vision
blatant, sizing the boy up from head to toe, pausing just long
enough over the mass in his jeans.

“Then what on earth is the problem, Noah?”
she raised her eyebrows.

Noah looked around the yard, considering his
words carefully.

“Want to see?”
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​ Noah was no
stranger to the wide-eyed stares and gasps of the girls who found
their way into his bed. Upon seeing it for the first time, some of
them clasped a hand over their mouth in shocked awe, for others the
color drained from their face leaving only a pale fear. And every
one of them, without fail, surrendered before the big showdown.

“It’s too fucking big,” Alisha said.

“Oh my God, Noah. I’ll jerk you till you
cum, but I don’t think it’s going to fit!” Sarah gasped.

“No fucking way, man,” Katie shut him
down.

“That is the biggest cock I’ve ever seen,”
said yet another. “And no fucking way is it going inside.”

Noah never struggled getting them back to
his dorm room and out of their clothes. He was good-looking enough,
fit enough to meet lots of pretty girls who were interested to see
if the rumors were true. Most of them thought the reports of a
horse cock on the boy down the hall were over-exaggerated
fairy-tales from “lesser experienced girls.”

Not that Noah minded the attention.

One night, a campus sorority got wind of
Noah’s gift and sent a pledge to his dorm room. Her name was
Trisha, and everyone in her sorority agreed there was no better
girl for the job; Trisha had been around and was a self-proclaimed
slut. If anybody could verify this rumor once and for all, it was
her.

“There’s no way it’s bigger than Dean’s
dick, girl,” Trisha told her sisters as she applied mascara in the
mirror, “that man made me feel things, know what I’m
saying?”

“Well, I heard from Cassie Rangers it’s
bigger than a wine bottle,” Clarice said, standing behind Trisha
and teasing her hair.

“I heard he’s still a virgin,” said another
girl.

“Oh bullshit!” Trisha laughed, adjusting her
cleavage with a careful eye. “All bullshit I tell you! You wait and
see. This little freshman boy is going to turn out to be just
that…a boy. I’ll make him squirt his little load before he even
gets my clothes off. You’ll see.”

Trisha arrived at Noah’s dorm room
unannounced and gave three, diminutive knocks on the door. Noah
answered shirtless, loose blue sweats. She sized the boy up for a
full five seconds before either spoke. He was a bit skinny for her
liking, a little too bird-chested. But his face was cute, and that
black mop of messy hair was charming. There was something hanging
to the left in his sweatpants.

“Hey there cutie, are you Noah?” she asked,
walking past him and into the dorm room.

“And you are?” Noah followed her inside.

“I’m Trisha,” she said, twirling on two feet
and facing the boy. “I’m pledging over at Delta Phi. Heard all
about you, big boy.”

“What do you mean?” an uncertain frown
spread across Noah’s face.

She came
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