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Chapter One: The New Hire

Walter Higgins had never been what Sofia would call an ambitious man, and after four years of marriage she'd made her peace with that, mostly. He was steady. He was kind. He'd inherited sixty acres from his father and worked them the same careful, unhurried way his father had, and some days Sofia loved him for it and some days she wanted to scream into a pillow until her throat gave out.

"Found us some help for harvest," Walter announced over breakfast, scrolling through his phone with the particular satisfaction of a man who'd solved a problem. "Fella named Marcus. Big guy, good references. Starts Monday."

"Good," Sofia said, and meant it, because harvest season without help meant Walter working himself into the ground and falling asleep by eight every night, which was not, admittedly, the worst outcome for her personal satisfaction lately, but wasn't sustainable either.

Marcus showed up Monday morning in a truck that had seen better decades, and Sofia, watching from the kitchen window as he climbed out, felt something low in her stomach go tight and hot in a way that had absolutely nothing to do with the coffee she was drinking.

He was enormous. Six-foot-something of solid muscle, dark skin gleaming even in the early light, moving with the easy confidence of a man who knew exactly what his body could do and didn't need to announce it. Walter, beside him, looked like a garden gnome standing next to a redwood.

"That's him," Walter said, unnecessary, joining her at the window. "Seems like a good worker."

"I'm sure he is," Sofia said, and went to go make more coffee before her husband noticed the flush creeping up her throat.

She brought lunch out to the field at noon, same as she always did during harvest, and found Marcus alone, Walter having driven into town for parts, shirt already off and slung over one shoulder, sweat gleaming across a chest and stomach that looked carved rather than grown.

"Mrs. Higgins," he said, straightening up, wiping his brow with the back of one forearm. "Didn't expect company."

"Sofia's fine." She set the basket down on the tailgate of the truck, aware of him watching her the whole time, aware of the way her sundress clung a little too well in the August heat. "Figured you'd be hungry."

"Starving," he said, and something in the way he said it, slow and low, made it clear he wasn't only talking about the sandwiches.

She should have left. Instead she found herself lingering, handing him a plate, letting her fingers brush his just a moment longer than necessary.

"You're staring," she said, when she caught him doing exactly that.

"Hard not to." He set the plate down, untouched, and crossed the small distance between them with the unhurried confidence of a man who'd already decided how this was going to go. "Your husband hired me sight unseen. Never even asked to see my references in person."

"He trusts people."

"That's a dangerous thing to be, out here." Marcus reached out and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "Especially with a wife who looks at a man the way you're looking at me right now."

"I'm not looking at you any particular way."

"Sure you are." His hand slid down, slow, tracing along her jaw, her throat. "You're looking at me like you already know I'm packing something serious, and you're wondering if the rumors about guys like me are true."

"Walter's never made me wonder anything like that." Sofia's voice had gone low, a little cruel, a little thrilled with her own cruelty. "Four years married to that man and his dick's about the size of my thumb when it's excited. I've had bigger cocktail weenies at a church potluck."

Marcus laughed, low and delighted. "That bad?"

"I'm not exaggerating for effect. I genuinely worry sometimes I've mistaken it for a thumb during, and just gone along with it to spare his feelings." She reached out and dragged one finger slow down the center of his bare, sweat-slick chest. "So forgive me if I'm a little curious what a real BBC feels like."

"Only one way to find out."

She didn't hesitate. She grabbed him by the back of the neck and pulled him down into a kiss that had nothing hesitant in it at all, four years of careful, dutiful, disappointing marriage evaporating the second his mouth met hers, and Marcus kissed her back like a man who already knew exactly how this was going to go, one big hand splaying across her lower back and hauling her flush against him.

"Fuck," Sofia gasped, feeling him hard against her hip, thick and heavy even through denim, a solid, unmistakable ridge that made her whole body go hot with anticipation. "Oh, that's already bigger than Walter gets at full mast, and you're not even out yet."

"You haven't even seen the monster."

"I can feel it, and I already want to cry." She reached down and palmed him through his jeans, and Marcus groaned low in his throat, pressing into her hand. "Get it out. I need to see what I've been missing my whole married life."

He worked his belt open without any further ceremony, and when he finally freed himself, Sofia's breath left her body entirely.

"Oh my god." She stared down at him, thick and long, already dripping at the tip, veins standing out along the shaft, heavier in her palm than anything she'd ever held. "That's not real. Nobody's actually packing a third leg like that."

"Very real." He looked entirely too pleased with himself, watching her face. "Go on. Compare it to whatever pee-pee your husband's been working with."

"There's no comparison. His is a baby carrot. This is a whole zucchini with a mission." She stroked him slow, marveling at the way her fingers didn't come close to meeting around him. "Walter's is cute. This is a weapon of ass destruction."

"You gonna keep talking shit, or you gonna do something about it?"

Sofia hiked her own skirt up around her waist without answering, already soaked, already shaking with a need four years of marriage had never once produced in her, and braced herself back against the truck's tailgate.

"Wreck my kitty like the disappointment at home never happened," she said.

He gripped her hips and pushed inside her in one long, deliberate stroke, and Sofia's whole body arched at the stretch of it, a stretch she had genuinely never experienced before, thick enough that she felt every single inch working its way in, and the cry that tore out of her had absolutely nothing performative about it at all.

"Oh my god, oh my god, that's, fuck, that's incredible," she babbled, clinging to his shoulders, already climbing toward something that felt bigger than anything Walter had managed in four years combined. "You're stretching my pussy out completely, I can feel every inch, Walter's never once made me feel this full, not even close."

Marcus set a punishing rhythm, driving deep, and Sofia met every thrust with desperate enthusiasm, her moans climbing louder, less restrained, as the sheer size and force of him built her toward an orgasm faster and harder than she could ever remember having.

"You close?" Marcus grunted, driving harder.

"So close, don't stop, please, God, don't stop." Her nails dragged down his back as her whole body coiled tight. "I'm gonna, I'm gonna, oh fuck, I'm gonna cream all over that big black cock, Walter's never made me cum like this, not once in four years, not even close."

She broke apart around him with a scream she didn't bother muffling, her whole body seizing, clenching down around him in long, uncontrollable waves, and Marcus followed only moments later, groaning her name as he emptied himself deep inside her.

They stayed tangled together against the tailgate, both of them breathing hard, and Sofia let out a short, disbelieving laugh.

"Four years," she said, shaking her head. "Four years I thought Walter's little guy was just what dick was supposed to feel like."

"Welcome to the real thing," Marcus said, grinning down at her.

In the distance, right on cue, Walter's truck turned onto the long gravel drive, and Sofia scrambled to fix her dress, laughing helplessly the whole time, already counting the hours until she could find an excuse to be back out in this field again.


Chapter Two: Working the Field

Walter came home from the field that first Monday sunburned, exhausted, and thrilled about it in a way that made Sofia feel almost bad about the state of her panties.

"Marcus is a hell of a worker," he said over dinner, shoveling in mashed potatoes like a man who'd earned every bite. "Got twice as much done today as I would've alone. Real find, that guy."

"I'm sure he is," Sofia said, hiding her smile behind a glass of wine.

"You alright? You look flushed."

"Hot day," she said. "You know how it is."

She knew exactly how it was. She'd spent the rest of the afternoon walking around with Marcus's cum drying between her thighs and a permanent, satisfied hum in her chest that four years of marriage had never once produced, and if Walter noticed anything different about her at all, he chalked it up to the heat and asked for seconds.

That night, in bed, Walter reached for her the way he always did, slow and a little apologetic, like sex was a favor he was asking rather than something either of them might actually want, and Sofia lay there and let him work through his usual five minutes of fumbling and thought, unhelpfully, about the way Marcus's cock had stretched her wide enough that she'd felt it for hours afterward.

"That good?" Walter asked, when he finished, already half asleep.

"Mm," Sofia said, which wasn't a lie exactly, since it also wasn't a word.

By Wednesday she'd stopped even pretending to herself that she wasn't going to do it again. She packed a lunch big enough for two and timed her walk out to the field for exactly the hour Walter drove into town for feed, and found Marcus shirtless again, leaning against the fence post, grinning like he'd been expecting her.

"Twice in one week," he said. "Your husband know his wife's this hungry?"

"My husband doesn't know a lot of things." Sofia set the basket down and crossed to him without any pretense of small talk this time. "For instance, he doesn't know that I spent all last night comparing his little pecker to the monster you've got, and his came up so short it made me want to cry."

Marcus laughed, delighted, pulling her in by the waist. "You tell him that?"

"God, no. I let him finish his whole two minutes and told him it was great, same as I've told him for four years." She dragged her hands up his bare chest, already breathless. "But I've been walking around all week thinking about how he'd react if he knew his wife had gotten stretched out by an actual cock and come home still feeling it."

"Damn, you're brutal."

"That's marriage." She reached down and palmed him through his jeans, already half hard, already thickening fast under her hand. "Now shut up and get this thing out before I lose my mind."

He obliged, and this time there was no rush of
















