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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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Anika

WALKING HAND IN HAND with Jed through the narrow streets of our small town, I feel the weight of their stares bearing down on us like a suffocating cloak. My heart pounds with anger as we push through a sea of judgmental glances and harsh whispers. Beside me, Jedediah’s firm grip offers comfort, but I wish I could protect him from the venomous words that follow us.

Being the child of Indian immigrants and a hucow, I have always faced discrimination and prejudice. However, a relationship with Jed has intensified it to an unbearable level. It pains me deeply, not because I cannot handle it, but because it is unfair that someone as kind and good as Jed is treated so poorly. The townspeople mock him, labeling him a “hucuck,” meaning “hucow’s cuckold,” simply for being with a hucow like myself. 

It is true that, by definition, Jed is a cuckold because I have sex with other men. But it doesn’t seem to bother him. Jed knows that my hucow body has higher sexual needs than any human man can fulfill. He comprehends that my encounters with others are purely physical and have no emotional connection.

Honestly, Jed satisfies me sexually in a way that no other man has ever been able to do. His insatiable hunger for my pleasure drives him to explore every inch of my body, skilfully manipulating my every erogenous spot with his mouth, fingers, and sex toys until I am writhing in ecstasy. And when he finally enters me, the intensity of his desire ignites a thousand fireworks within me, bringing wave after wave of explosive orgasms.

No other man can compare to Jed's skills in bed. Every time I’m with Jed, a wildfire ignites inside me, consuming me in pleasure and passion. Each touch, each movement, is an electric current that courses through my body, bringing me to heights of ecstasy I never thought possible. With him, sex is not just a physical act but a soulful connection, binding us together on a level beyond any other encounter. Every time we make love, our bodies merge into one, leaving me breathless and fulfilled.

Unfortunately, my body craves something else, something even the longest sex session with Jed cannot give. But, if he could cum in me seven or eight times a day, I wouldn't need any other men. With him, sex is not just a physical act but a soulful connection, binding us together on a level beyond any other encounter. Every time we make love, our bodies merge into one, leaving me breathless and fulfilled.

I understand why others may not accept our unconventional relationship, but our love truly defines us. Despite this, whenever someone insults Jed, I feel a strong urge to defend him and shield him from those hurtful words. It’s incredible how Jed can brush off those hurtful comments without care. I often envy his strength and wish I could be more like him. I glance at my man, and he smiles at me. The tenderness in his eyes when he looks at me, the way he whispers, “I love you,” and then kisses my forehead in front of all these people who would rather see us torn apart, makes my whole world seem so much brighter.

Jed is my sunshine, radiating warmth, brightness, and love that I can't help but bask in.

Entering Haley’s Café and Diner brings a sense of relief. Haley has created a space where we are accepted as hucows and their partners. Unfortunately, she is not here today, as she recently gave birth and is at home with her newborn. Despite her absence, the café remains a haven for hucows and their partners. Bethany approaches to take my order. She never asks Jed what he wants; she knows Jed’s order well since he had eaten his lunch at Haley’s when she opened her place, and Jed always has the same lunch. 

We’re halfway through our lunch when Dr. Larson joins us at our table. He is one of the four men who have undergone gene therapy to become a hubull, or human bull, a male version of hucow. He’s also the creator of this groundbreaking therapy. Unfortunately, Jed has a rare genetic disorder that prevents him from being able to undergo the same transformation as us.
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