
Seraphina Lustre








​​​​​​​​​​Tales of the Town Infested with Hucows 

​​​​​​​​​​-
From Heartache to Heat - A Steamy Hucow Romance!

​​​​​​​​​​Chapter 4: 

​​​​How a Hucow Became Carpenter’s Wife 

[image: A person in a blue dress

Description automatically generated]

Copyright © 2024 Seraphina Lustre

––––––––
[image: ]


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

––––––––
[image: ]


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

––––––––
[image: ]


Disclaimer

This work is intended for adult audiences aged 18+. Be advised that this story contains sexual content some readers might find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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...Anika’s eyes flutter open, her breaths still ragged from the intensity of her orgasm. She gazes at me with awe and vulnerability, her body still shuddering from the aftershocks. “Jesus, Jed, I cannot tell any hucow how good you are in bed, or there’ll be a line for them to fuck you,” she whispers, her voice barely audible. “You can, though, fuck other women. I won’t be mad. You do understand that, right?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at her bluntness. “I do understand, Anika,” I assure her, stroking her hair gently. “But I only want to be with you.” I lean down to kiss her neck, feeling her shiver beneath me. “And I’ll be here for you anytime you need me.”

Anika sighs and rolls her eyes playfully. “You’re such a romantic, Jed. But I can’t let you off the hook that easily. There’s no way you’ll be able to resist playing with those horny hucows. You’re just too good at pleasing them.”

I shrug, knowing there’s a hint of truth in her words. “Maybe I am, but my heart belongs to you. And as long as that’s the case, I’ll always give you my everything, including all my cum.”

She smiles, her vulnerability fading away. “Thanks,” she says, closing her eyes, “I’m yours, all yours.”

With a playful smirk, I respond, “I know, dear Anika, you are a delightfully willing victim to my every whim.”

Then I suck on her nipple, tasting her delicious hucow milk, while I slide my hand to her crotch. Her legs part invitingly, and I slip a finger inside her, feeling the warmth of her slick wetness envelop my finger. I move in and out, teasing her with my fingertip, prompting her to writhe and moan beneath me. I can sense her yearning for more, her need for my touch growing with each thrust of my finger.

Anika whimpers softly, her breathing becoming heavier with each passing second. I know she’s close to the edge again, and I wish to push her over it, to make her feel the full intensity of my desire for her.

I slide another finger inside her, exploring the depths of her tight warmth. I circle her sensitive clit with my thumb and feel her shudder beneath me. As I add a third finger, stretching her open and driving her closer to the precipice, her moans become more insistent. I switch my mouth to another nipple, suckling hungrily while I continue to finger her; each movement of my hands synchronized with the movements of my mouth. The sensation of her milk leaking onto my tongue only adds to the erotic experience, heightening my arousal and hers.

Her moans turn into a low, guttural growl, indicating she’s nearing the brink. I thrust my fingers inside her faster, matching the rhythm of my mouth and increasing the intensity of my suction on her nipple. Her body begins to shake uncontrollably, her pulse racing with anticipation.

With one final thrust of my fingers and a powerful suck on her nipple, she arches her back, crying out in pleasure. Wave after wave of ecstasy crashes over her, her body convulsing in a mind-blowing climax. I hold her close, allowing her to ride out the storm of pleasure that has engulfed her.

When she comes down from the heights, I slide the blindfold on and tell her, “Keep it on and open your legs for me.”

I quickly took the rubber thing I had created when I saw a squirting dildo in the sex shop. I place the cockring attached to it on the base of my cock; it is so tight that blood cannot escape from my cock, which will make my cock extremely sensitive and increase my pleasure. Then I attach the rubber rings that keep the thin plastic pipe secure under my cock. The last rubber band goes just under my glance.

Then I get between Anika’s legs and push my cock into her with an intense thrust. She gasps in surprise but feels the warmth of my sensitive cock engulfing her, and she moans in pleasure. I begin to pump my hips, thrusting in and out of her with a fervor.

Her insatiable desire devours my cock with each powerful thrust, her tightness gripping and squeezing until I can barely contain myself. The euphoric sensation shoots electric jolts down my spine, causing me to gasp and growl in sheer ecstasy. Our bodies collide in a symphony of raw passion, sweaty skin smacking against sweaty skin, echoing through the room as we lose ourselves in the moment.

The pleasure builds within me, my blood boiling with an insatiable need for release. With every stroke, my cock grows harder and more sensitive, throbbing with a near-painful intensity. And just when I think I can’t take anymore, the constriction of the ring adds a whole new level of mind-blowing sensation, tightening around my shaft and igniting fireworks of pleasure throughout my entire body. As our bodies entwine, I can feel her arousal spiking, her moans growing louder and more desperate as we both reach the brink of pure bliss...
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AS I CAUTIOUSLY ENTER the familiar walls of my childhood home, I can’t shake off the knot in my stomach. Jed’s hand in mine is a reassuring grip, but it isn’t enough to quell the overwhelming mix of emotions swirling inside me.

The smell of my mother’s cooking fills the air, a reminder of the happy memories and comforting meals we have shared in this kitchen. But now, as I look at my family gathered around the table, I can’t help but feel conflicted. Excitement and anticipation mingle with anxiety as I wait for them to notice the engagement ring on my finger.

“Anika!” my mother exclaims, and I note that she doesn’t mention Jed, “You are late!”

I release a frustrated sigh, fully aware that my mother will never fail to criticize me no matter what I do. It’s draining to constantly be on the receiving end of her harsh words whenever we’re together. Does she even realize that her behavior is why I only come home twice a year? My brother, Rohan, who is younger and unmarried like me, subtly winks at me from across the table. It’s a silent show of support that means more to me than any words could convey. He understands how difficult our mother can be. I’m grateful to have him, my sisters, and my father in my corner. 

Jed squeezes my hand under the table, a gentle reminder that we are in this together no matter what happens. I take a deep breath and plaster a smile as I finally speak up, “Mom, there’s something we need to tell you.”

Her eyes flicker to Jed briefly before returning to me with a scrutinizing gaze. “Well, what is it, then? Don’t keep us waiting,” she prods impatiently.

I clear my throat, steeling myself for her reaction. “Jed and I are engaged,” 

I proudly display the stunning ring Jed gave me, announcing our engagement. The room falls silent, filled with unspoken thoughts and emotions.

My dad, who was already aware of Jed’s plan to propose, took charge of the situation.

“Congratulations, Anika!” my dad booms, rising from his seat and enveloping me in a warm hug. His genuine happiness is a stark contrast to my mother’s frozen expression. I can see the wheels turning in her mind, and the disapproval is evident on her face.

I am aware that her thoughts are in a constant state of chaos. On the one hand, her daughter, already once divorced and considered a spinster, is getting married again. On the contrary, she’s marrying someone who is of a lower social status than her, a carpenter who isn’t even a Hindu. 

My sisters rush over, their eyes excitedly examining the ring. “It’s beautiful, Anika!” my twin sister, Aisha, chirps, smiling.

Jed stands next to me, his presence a comforting anchor amid the tempest brewing within our house’s four walls. 

My mother finally speaks, her tone icy. “An engagement is no small matter, Anika. Have you truly thought this through?” Her words hang in the air like a heavy shroud, casting a pall over the room.

But I refuse to let her dampen my joy. I straighten my spine, meeting her gaze with a steely determination I didn’t know I possessed. “Yes, Mom. Jed and I have thought this through very carefully. We love each other, and that’s what matters most.”

The tension in the room is palpable, like a storm brewing on the horizon. Each family member reacts differently - my father beaming with pride, my sisters bubbling with excitement, and Rohan watching with a knowing smile. 

Of all my family members, only Rohan has visited me in Millfield. He was there last summer and knows about my condition as a hucow. In fact, he dated a hucow during his stay and fully understands the implications of that term.

My mother studies me for a long moment before finally speaking again, her voice softer this time. “Anika, marriage is a sacred bond. Are you sure you’re making the right choice? You made a mistake once, remember?”

My shoulders slump as I hear her words. She’s always quick to point out my role in the demise of my marriage with a violent, alcoholic man. It’s as if she would have preferred me to suffer through the abuse instead of divorcing Jack.

I hold her gaze steadily, willing her to see the sincerity in my eyes. “Mom, trust me when I say that Jed is the person I want to spend the rest of my life with. It’s different from how things were with Jack - I truly know Jed. After living together for almost seven months, you really get to know someone on a deeper level. Jed may have peculiarities and can be quite annoying and infuriating at times, but what truly matters is that he treats me well and loves and supports me unconditionally. He has never once even raised his voice at me. Trust me, there have been plenty of reasons for him to do so.”

Her expression softens imperceptibly, a flicker of understanding in her eyes. I can see the conflict waging within her, torn between her traditional beliefs and her daughter’s happiness. After a moment of tense silence, she finally speaks, her voice laced with resignation. “If this is truly what you want, Anika, I will support your decision. But promise me one thing - that you will always put your well-being first and never settle for anything less than you deserve.”

Tears well up in my eyes at her unexpected display of acceptance. I know what she means by her comment; she wants me to leave Jed if he cannot offer me the high standard of living she expects from her children. But even so, it is sort of an acceptance, and I take it. I nod. “I promise, Mom. Thank you.” 

With that silent truce between us, the atmosphere in the room begins to shift. My sisters resume their excited chatter, my father beams proudly at Jed and me, and Rohan shoots me a triumphant grin. Even my mother seems to thaw slightly, offering a tentative smile in our direction.

Jed squeezes my hand under the table as he eats, and to be frank, I’m surprised that he’s never complained about the food my family offers. He seems to enjoy it so much that he took more on the night before and does the same now.

“So, you like Indian food?” My eldest sister, Leela, asks Jed.

“Uh-huh, I have always loved Indian cuisine, but there’s not a good Indian place in Millfield,” Jed grins, “And I’m the one doing all the cooking.”

“I never have to cook because your cooking is so delicious. And let’s be honest, you don’t even let me cook! The only thing you let me use in the kitchen is the Espresso Machine!” I say.

“True,” Jed confesses, “But I denied your access to the kitchen only because your friend and former roommate, Haley, warned me. She said that your cooking is so terrible that the results should be classified as chemical weapons and outlawed by the Geneva Convention.”

My cheeks turn red with shame as my family burst into laughter. My lack of cooking skills is well-known, and everyone in the room, apparently including Jed
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