
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Seraphina Lustre










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

​​​​​​-
A Steamy Ménage Tale of a Doctor And His Two Horny Hucow Delights!
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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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Final Reunion of Me and My Hucow (Ex-)Wife
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I WAKE WITH A START, my heart pounding in my chest. The morning light filters through the gossamer curtains, casting a warm glow over the room. A sense of unease settles in my stomach as I blink away the remnants of sleep. I turn to the empty space beside me, the sheets cool. Panic surges through me as I frantically scan the room, searching for any sign of my wife. The faint scent of her perfume lingers in the air, taunting me with memories of her laughter and warmth.

“Ethel?” I say, hoping that I had not dreamed about her coming back to me.

But before I can succumb to the rising dread, a faint sound catches my attention. The familiar creak of the floorboards outside the bedroom draws me like a magnet. With bated breath, I watch the door slowly swing open, revealing Ethel in all her grace. Her eyes sparkle with mischief as she carries a tray laden with breakfast delicacies fit for a king. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee fills the room, mingling with the sweet scent of pastries.

“I told you I’ll be here when you wake up,” Ethel says radiantly, filling the room with warmth and light. I can hardly believe my eyes as she glides towards me, her laughter like music to my ears. Setting the tray on the bedside table, she softly kisses my cheek. “You need to eat more. You’ve lost way too much weight. Eat.”

I can’t help but smile at Ethel’s playful scolding. Her return feels like a dream, a fantasy brought to life. She perches beside me as I sit in bed, pouring a steaming cup of coffee and selecting a flaky croissant from the tray. Sharing a meal together feels like a precious gift, a moment frozen in time.

Silence settles between us, comfortable and serene. With each sip of coffee and a bite of pastry, the heaviness that grips my heart slowly ebbs away. Ethel’s presence is a balm to my soul, soothing all the worries and fears that have haunted me in her absence.

After we finish our impromptu breakfast, Ethel takes my hand in hers, her eyes locking onto mine with unwavering intensity. “You do know that other people can campaign for us, right? You don’t need to do everything; this isn’t your fight.”

I sigh as I recall what happened the day before. The decision about the hucows and their fate in our town hangs like a menacing specter, demanding immediate resolution and clear understanding. “Yes, it is; it is our fight. I know the road will not be easy, but with you by my side, I will find the strength to face whatever challenges come our way.”

My gaze lingers on her breathtakingly seductive form, igniting a primal fire deep within me. Every inch of my body trembles with raw desire as I struggle to contain the overwhelming urge to ravish her. My heart races, and my breath quickens as I am consumed by a fierce and insatiable hunger for her. 

When she notices my erection, Ethel giggles, her playful tone belying the seriousness of her words. “You know, Wes, I think you’re the only man who has ever treated me with true respect, even when you want to fuck me.” A small smile tugs at the corners of her lips as she puts away the food tray and gracefully slides into the bed beside me. Her touch is like a gentle caress, sending warm waves of comfort through my body. I let out a deep sigh, savoring the feeling of being wanted and desired by this captivating woman. Ethel’s hand slides down my body, pausing at my growing erection. 

“I know it is my fault that it has been a long time since we’ve had sex,” she murmurs, her voice laced with sultry suggestions. With a coy smile, she asks, “Do you want me to take care of this for you?” 

I eagerly nod, my body aching with desire as she wraps her fingers around my throbbing member. Each stroke and tease sends waves of pleasure through me, and I can’t help but moan softly. At this moment, there is nothing but pure bliss and contentment as Ethel’s skilled hands work their magic on me.

“Mmm, you’re so hard for me,” she says, her voice husky with arousal. “And I’m so ready for you too.”

“I need you, Ethel,” I manage to say, my voice hoarse with need. “Please, please make love to me.”

Ethel grins wickedly, her eyes fixed on mine as she straddles me. She guides my cock to the entrance of her slick heat and lets out a soft moan as I enter her. I groan in pleasure as she moves up and down, her full breasts swaying with each thrust. Our bodies move together in perfect harmony, her hips grinding against mine.

“Oh, God, Ethel,” I groan; my hands go to her waist, feeling the curves that I’ve missed so much. “You feel so good.”

As I thrust harder into her, Ethel is wrapping her arms around me, our bodies becoming one in this primal act of love. Our moans are blending together, filling the room with a symphony of passion. Suddenly, Ethel pulls off me and gets on all fours before me. She then spreads her butt cheeks with her hands. “I want you into my ass,” she whispers, “I have been saving it for you! No one has been there since you were there, and no one except you will ever get my ass!”

God, her ass is so gorgeous! I have always loved anal, but Ethel and I tried once, and she didn’t like it, so that was always off the menu. “Are you sure?” I ask.

“Yes! Yes, baby,” Ethel says, “Take my ass! No one else has ever been there! It belongs to you and only you now and forever!”

I position myself behind her, my erect member throbbing with primal hunger. With one swift thrust, I penetrate her tight backdoor, feeling her warm, slick walls eagerly engulf me. A guttural moan escapes her lips as I enter her, and I can feel every inch of her ass tightly squeezing me, urging me deeper into the depths of pleasure.

“Oh yes, Wes, that’s it. Fuck me,” she pleads, her voice breathy with desire.

My movements become more frenzied and desperate, unable to tire of the overwhelming pleasure of being inside her. Every thrust is like fire coursing through my veins, the heat and tightness of her ass driving me wild with ecstasy. I never could have imagined such intense sensations, but they consume me now, pushing me to the edge of sanity.
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