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​​​Tales of the Town Infested with Hucows 
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A Steamy Ménage Tale of a Doctor and His Two Horny Hucow Delights!

​​​Chapter 1: Ethel
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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.
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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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Thinking of Wesley During My Wild Gangbang
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I CROUCH IN THE SHADOWS of the alleyway, my gaze fixed on the figure of my ex-husband making his way toward his clinic. I can’t help but notice the sadness in his eyes, which weighs heavily on my heart. Part of me wants to reach out and console him, but another part of me feels guilty for not being able to alleviate his pain. I am torn between wanting to help and feeling helpless.

Knowing that ending our marriage was necessary after the virus transformed me into a hucow, rendering me unable to be faithful to him. He deserves better than a wife who strays. But despite everything, a part of me still longs for him and the life we used to have together. My heart aches with conflicting emotions as I struggle to reconcile my choices with my feelings for him. I still love him, God, how much I love him! I have felt terribly lonely for the past four years and have been apart from him.

Although I have plenty of friends, and while I engage in countless sexual encounters every day, I can’t help but feel a deep sense of loneliness inside. Despite the physical connections, there is a void that remains unfulfilled. I sigh deeply as I turn away from my husband and head towards ‘the Barn,’ a place where we can be milked.

Buck, the owner of the Barn, is a surprisingly lovely guy who pays us fairly and often shows affection toward us. Maybe it’s because he’s gay and not attracted to us like practically all straight men are. I’ve never received any money for my milk. Even though I asked nothing when filing for divorce, my ex-husband gave me half of everything—even buying out my share of the house and providing generous alimony. As a result, I am a pretty wealthy woman and don’t need to sell my milk for a living.
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