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“Well, Mrs. Claus and I have an … understanding. One night a year, we take a break from our vows and have some fun.”

Holly is a lonely hucow, and her master is out on business, leaving her alone on Christmas! But don’t worry, Santa brought her something fun to play with, and maybe he’ll find more to fill than just the stockings.

Cookies and Milk is a light-hearted erotic holiday-themed Hucow short full of milky goodness. Intended for readers 18+.


Cookies & Milk

A Hucow Holiday Special

X. Callisto


ONE

The gentle snowflakes outside continued falling, blanketing everything in pure whiteness as if it were a frozen painting. Within her home, nestled in between a few other similarly humble houses, lay the coziest room imaginable - perfect for such a serene winter evening. Surrounded by worn-out carpets dotted with festive hues of red, soft light filtered through golden velvet curtains that adorned the tall window frames.

Candles on the mantle were crackling merrily; dancing flames cast an enchanting glow onto the plush interiors of the comfortable space. It felt like a sanctuary, an oasis of peace amidst the cold December winds raging fiercely outside.

Holly found herself sitting atop the couch closest to the hearth, wearing her best attire – a short lace dress that accentuated her curves beautifully. The sheer fabric left nothing to the imagination.

Her Master would be home any minute, and then they could finally have their Christmas Eve together.

Holly was a hucow. She was a beautiful woman with massive breasts always ready to be milked, thick hips, soft thighs, and an insatiable libido.

Holly waited in her best dress, as her master had requested.

As a human cow, or hucow, specifically chosen and meticulously groomed for these exact purposes, Holly had learned how to obey without questioning. Her large breasts, which seemed almost too heavy for her slim frame, rested against the arm of the couch.

Holly flipped through one of her favorite books, she was reading but not really paying attention to the words. She’d read this romance book a million times, anyway.

Suddenly the phone rang.

[ :3 MASTER <3 ]

Holly squealed with delight, tapping her pink phone and putting it on speaker. "Good evening, Master," She said eagerly. "Happy Christmas Eve! I'm so excited to see you soon!"

"Hello, Holly," Master's voice didn't sound so happy.

"Oh no, is everything ok?" Holly drooped with worry.

Master hesitated before speaking again. His tone shifted slightly from casual conversation to seriousness. "Holly… there's something important I need to tell you."

Holly's heart began racing as she listened closely. Something told her it wasn't going to be good news. But she trusted him completely, even when faced with fearful uncertainty.

She asked tentatively, "What is it, Master?"

He took a deep breath. "There won't be a Christmas gift exchange today..." He paused. "It's because my flight got delayed due to bad weather conditions at the airport..."

Holly felt a wave of disappointment crash over her. How typical for travel plans to get disrupted during the holidays?

Master added softly, trying to console her, "But don't worry, sweetheart. We can still celebrate our own special way once I am back tomorrow night."

Holly nodded understandingly, thankful he couldn't see her pouting face. She normally got punished for pouting. "Alright, thank you for telling me, Master." She whispered weakly. "Your gifts are always worth waiting for."

"Of course, my precious hucow," Master said. "I have to go now. My new flight arrives tomorrow, on Christmas morning. Try not to get into too much trouble tonight. I'll see you soon."

"Bye, Master."

The call ended with a click.

For a moment, Holly sat lost in thought. Then she stood up, deciding to make the most out of her lonely evening. She giggled, thinking of all the naughty things her Master loved doing to her. Maybe she could find some fun ways to pass the time alone until his return.

There was a small bookshelf filled with classic novels her Master enjoyed sharing with her. As a part of their bonding process, he used to read them aloud to her. Beside the books sat his favorite flail for when it was time for some punishment.

Holly wandered to the kitchen. She'd planned to make dinner for two, but now the inspiration was gone.

There, she poured herself a glass of wine and lit several candles scattered around the living room. She cozied back up on the couch, returning to her romance novel. She was just getting to the spicy parts.

Holly squeezed her legs together, feeling herself get wet as she read the erotic chapter.

She closed her eyes, letting her fingers dance down her body her fantasies ran wild. She recalled how many times her Master had made love to her and dominated her, making her feel so cherished and desired.

As Holly relived those moments mentally, she let her hand slide down underneath her skirt. She stroked her wetness slowly, savoring the anticipation of having someone touch her there. She couldn't wait until her Master came home and made her cum again and again.

Holly took another sip of wine, and the warmth spread through her.

The book fell to the floor as she lost herself in the pleasure, slipping her hand down her panties and rolling her clit between her thumb and fingers. It was throbbing eagerly, desperate for touch.

Holly couldn’t help but stroke her sensitive bud harder and faster, moaning softly. In her aroused state, she remembered fondly how she usually wore a collar whenever her Master wanted to play with her. That reminded her of how he had tied her up countless times before, taking full control over her body.

Feeling more and more aroused, Holly decided to take matters into her own hands. She rubbed her nipples hard until tiny dribbles of milk escaped.

Imagining her Master wrapping his lips around them, sucking and drawing them deeper into his mouth, made her want to come even more.

Desperately wanting relief, Holly reached beneath her, searching for the source of her orgasm. Her fingers grazed the tight lips of her sex, teasing them apart to expose her wetness. As she pushed past her own entrance, her fingers probed deeper inside her hot folds. The sensation intensified, making her whole body tremble.

Feeling utterly depraved, she grasped the base of her clitoris firmly, pulling its head toward her, applying increasing pressure and friction to reach the peak of ecstasy. Her pussy contracted rhythmically, clenching and pulsing deliciously as her body grew ever closer to release. Both hands worked in tandem until her orgasm washed over her.

Holly let out a feral moan as she came, arching her back and curling her toes.

Each muscle in her core pulled tight, causing a deep ripple throughout her entire body.

Holly smoothed her tiny dress back down as she caught her breath. Finally satisfied and with her belly full of wine, she drifted off to sleep.


TWO

A loud thump on the roof woke Holly up a few minutes later.

"What was that?" She whispered. The candles and fairy lights were still twinkly merrily.

Holly heard the sounds of jingle bells echoing through her living room, followed by the sound of footsteps on the roof.

"Oh, it's Santa!" She gasped. She'd never seen him before, she was always fast asleep. She quickly laid back down on the couch, pretending to be asleep.

A whoosh of magic filled the air as Santa descended down the chimney with his heavy sack and presents to share. He was dressed in his classic red suit and black boots. Snowflakes dusted his shoulders, hat, and beard.

Holly held her breath with her eyes shut tight, listening to his boots as he walked around.

Santa dropped his bag by the Christmas tree and began to take out the presents. All good hucows got presents from Santa on Christmas.

Holly kept playing possum, silently praying for him to leave.

Santa stopped suddenly, sensing that Holly was awake. He turned slowly towards the couch.

Holly bit her lip nervously, feigning continued unconsciousness while stealing glances at him from the corner of her eye.

Santa carefully approached the couch, leaning forward to observe Holly. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her tits jiggling with the motion. The scent of alcohol mixed with her natural perfume tickled his nose.

"Miss Holly," Santa said. His voice was low and soft, exactly as one would imagine Santa's voice to be. "I know you're awake."

Holly gasped, her eyes snapping open. "Santa!" She gasped, coming face to face with the jolly man.

She paused. "Wait, how do you know my name."

Santa chuckled. "Ho, ho, ho - I know all the games of the good little hucows," he said with a wink.

Holly blushed. "Wow, I can't believe it's really you. I mean, I do believe, you're standing right here, but wow!" She said excitedly.

Santa laughed. He was tall, leaning over her as she stayed curled up on the couch. "Well, I should get going."

"Wait!" Holly cried out. "You need to have cookies and milk." She hurried off to the kitchen to take out the gingerbread cookies she'd baked earlier.

Santa watched appreciatively as she moved, admiring her curvaceous form accented by the thin fabric of her short, lace dress with matching thong. He waited patiently at the table.

Holly returned with a plate of cookies and a mug of milk.

"Thank you," Santa said, nibbling the cookies. His eyes lit up as he tasted the milk. "My, my, this is amazing. Some of the best milk I've ever had."

Holly blushed. "Thank you, sir. I made it myself."

Santa's eyes lingered on her ample breasts. "I bet you haven't been milked in a while, with your Master being gone on business."

Santa tapped the size of his nose. "I'm always watching, Holly. It’s part of the whole Santa thing." He chuckled.

Holly bit her lip, working up the nerve to ask him something. "Santa, before you go," She said, trailing off.

"Yes, Holly?" He asked, brushing cookie crumbs from his mustache.

"Um, well, my milk is better when it's fresh. If ... if you'd like some." She blushed, wiggling nervously.

A grin spread across his face. "Oh really," He said, stroking his beard. "Well, it would be a shame to let all the delicious milk go to waste," Santa smirked, giving her a knowing look.

Holly's heart raced as she nodded eagerly. She walked over to where he sat, standing in front of him and shrugging off the lacy dress to release her heavy breasts and exposing her achingly erect nipples.

Santa leaned forward, bringing his bearded face close enough to inhale the scent of her soft skin. He grabbed her tits, one in each hand, and squeezed gently.

Holly let out a pleading moan, craving more contact.

Santa obliged, pinching her tender nipples lightly and then circling them expertly with his thumbs and index fingers. "My, my," He said. "You really do need a good milking."

Slowly, Santa lowered his face to her breast, planting gentle kisses along her neck, and chest, finally reaching her pert nipples.

Taking one between his teeth, he gently nibbled and sucked upon it, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from Holly.

Desire raged through her, consuming her entirely. Her body shook violently as it sought fulfillment, begging for his touch.

Santa suckled on her teat, drawing the fresh warm milk into his mouth. He groaned as the taste of her coated his tongue.

Santa released her breast, licking his lips, and turning to fully engage with the other one. Sucking and caressing, he found himself becoming thoroughly captivated by her sweet flavor.

Inside, Holly felt her arousal surge stronger than ever. She couldn't remember anyone putting her desire on such high alert. Her body demanded satisfaction and yearned for more. With each pull of her nipple, she quivered, her core burning with heat.

She felt the milk releasing with each of his passionate sucks. He fed off her greedily. The sight of him draining her milk with his rough yet loving tongue sent waves of euphoria coursing through her.

"Santa," She gasped. The ache in her breasts had been relieved, but it had been replaced by a throbbing down below.

The old man released her nipple with a loud pop. "Yes, Holly?" His eyes twinkled.

"That was amazing," She said. Her nipples were swollen and red and sensitive to the touch. Then, she came to her senses. "I'm sorry, we shouldn't have... I shouldn't have." She fumbled over her words.

"That's ok, dear," Santa said with a chuckle. The old man gave her a mischievous look, wiping the milk from his lips. “I know you’ve been a very good girl this year. Would you like another present?”

"But, but... Mrs. Claus..."

“Well, Mrs. Claus and I have an … understanding,” Santa said with a wink. “One night a year, we take a break from our vows and have some fun.”


THREE

“You know, play games with other reindeer, if you catch my drift,” Santa said.

Santa had an open marriage? Holly would have never guessed. She blushed, squirming where she stood. Her panties were unbearably wet. “Well,” she said. “I did write you a letter this year.”

“I know, I always look forward to letters from good little hucows,” Santa said. He stood, groaning heavily and moving back over to the Christmas tree. “And I always make sure they get what they want.”

Holly gasped excitedly as he held out a wrapped gift.

Santa explained, "This isn't just any ordinary present, Holly. It’s the special kind only for the best girls who truly understand the spirit of Christmas."

Holly took the package with trembling hands, excitement building inside her. Her heart raced with anticipation. She ripped away the pink wrapping paper, revealing a massive dildo. It was twelve inches long and girthy, shaped like a big black bull cock.

"Oh, Santa, thank you!" Holly exclaimed.

Santa chuckled with a twinkle in his eyes. "Of course, my dear." He sat down in the chair that Master often used while watching TV. "Now, why don't you show me how you play with it?" Santa suggested, gesturing towards the large sex toy.

Holly's cheeks flushed, feeling anxious about demonstrating herself with such a gigantic tool in front of Saint Nick himself. But she knew her duties as a hucow meant satisfying a man's needs no matter how daunting those might seem.

Holly nodded, stripping off her lacy dress and panties before sitting on the floor in front of him. Her wet pussy was already moistening the carpet beneath her.

Her eyes met his gaze, seeing the undisguised hunger in his face. She knew now that Santa wasn't so different from others after all. There was darkness within him, too, hidden beneath layers of holiday cheer. This newfound knowledge thrilled her beyond measure. She could feel her loins grow even warmer at the thought.

Taking the giant bull toy in both hands, she rubbed it along her slit.

Santa stared, transfixed, noticing every detail as she worked the huge rubber phallus against her wet folds.

Every time it touched her clitoris, a wave of intense pleasure rippled throughout her body. She brought it to her lips, spitting on it and rubbing it to get it nice and wet for her pussy. Taking it's girth would be no easy feat, but she knew she could do it.

Holly began to position the thick rod against her entrance, moaning as it slipped past her labia.

She wanted nothing more than to thrust it deep inside her, savoring the fullness. Inch by slow inch, she inserted the colossal member into her tight opening. Each stretch of the muscles brought immense pleasure mixed with pain.

With each passing moment, her body became more adept at accommodating the monstrous penetrator.

Santa leaned forward, watching with wide eyes as the hucow took it inch by inch.

He observed closely as she writhed underneath him, trying desperately to accommodate the entire length of the enormous device.

Her body quaked in agony, but she continued, unwilling to give up despite the excruciating pain. Her face turned crimson, tears forming in her eyes, yet she refused to retreat.

Finally, once every inch was in, she let it stay for a moment, her pussy pulsing around it.

She exhaled deeply, taking a brief pause to rest, recover, and adjust to the incredible mass inside her. Feeling brave again, she started slowly moving the toy, experimenting with its depths and angles. Every shift caused sensations, unlike anything she had previously experienced.

As Holly played with the humungous appendage, Santa watched her closely, fascination evident in his eyes.

Santa's eyes glinted with a sinister gleam, filled with raw sexual appetite. He loved watching her stretch herself to her limits. "Yes, that's it, baby girl, you take all that bull cock that Santa brought for you."

Holly whimpered loudly, wanting more as she rocked back and forth onto the giant cock. Every movement made her cunt walls slide against it, filling her in ways she never thought possible.

Santa sat entranced, unable to tear his eyes away from her erotic performance. Her body moved rhythmically, gracefully, adapting perfectly to the intrusion. Her small hands grasped the end of the toy, the strength of both needed to fuck herself.

"Oh god, oh fuck," Holly moaned. She was close. She pumped the toy in and out of herself, writhing and bucking on the carpet.

Her ecstasy mounted, driving her higher. She reached down to rub her clit, adding another level of stimulation to her body. Her orgasm approached fast and furiously.

Watching her, Santa was enraptured. The way she rode the dildo spoke volumes about her submission. Her ability to handle the task proved she was indeed deserving of being the best little hucow. He marveled at her skills.

Holly came hard, wave after wave rode over her body as she pulsed around the toy. Once she was done, she slowly pushed it out, leaving streaks of her juices on the dark rubber and a puddle of cum on the carpet.

Feeling completely exposed and vulnerable, Holly looked up at Santa.

Their eyes locked intensely.

"Please, sir," she whispered softly, almost fearful of asking for something she desired so much. "Use your magic."

Santa smiled, pleased with her enthusiasm. "My dear," he said, his voice low and husky, "You're going to find that I am magical indeed."

With a simple twitch of his nose, the bull toy came to life, ramming upwards into Holly's pink pussy.

Santa roared with laughter, watching Holly writhe and scream on top of his magic toy. His eyes gleamed, brimming with lust. His desire for this submissive creature grew stronger. "That's right, sweetheart, ride it! Show me everything you can take."

As the toy surged deeper, her body felt like it might tear apart.

Santa felt empowered knowing he was the one causing these wild convulsions in her petite frame. "Turn around, let me see."

Holly turned around, bearing her ass and pussy to Santa, kneeling on the carpet that smelled like her own wetness. "Oh my god, yes!" The magic toy continued to pound her, better than any fucking machine she'd ever had.

Santa watched her gaping pussy being taken by the toy.

"Oh, come on, sweetie," he urged her on. "Show me how good you can take it."

Every fiber of her being seemed concentrated in that spot where the toy violently invaded her, reaching places she didn't think possible. Her legs shook, weakened by the force of the relentless assault. Yet she fought, refusing to succumb until she satisfied Santa's demands.

"Yes," She groaned. "Yes, it feels so good!" Holly cried, reveling in the intensity of Santa's enchantment.

The bull toy's head thundered against her cervix, pressing against the barrier of her insides. It seemed unfair—how could he demand such brutality from her? But then, the magic of the toy increased again, somehow pushing even further into her core.

"Oh god, it's going to make me cum!" Holly gasped.

"Yes, that's it, baby girl, you take all that bull cock that Santa brought for you." Santa took off his hat, wiping the sweat from his bald head. He sat in her Master's chair, watching her take it.

Santa's words sent a shockwave through her. He was praising her for submitting fully to the extreme size of the toy. Saint Nick, the jolliest man in history, was dominating her ruthlessly.

"That's it, baby girl, just like that!" he ordered. Santa's breath was heavy, labored. Watching her submit to him was pure power.

"Please, can I cum?" She asked through trembling lips.

"Hm, I don't know," Santa said, stroking his beard. "Are you ready?" Santa demanded, his voice thick with authority.

Holly couldn't help but shiver at the sound of his commanding tone. Her body was still reeling from the relentless hammering of the magic toy. She swallowed nervously, wondering if she could survive whatever Santa planned next.

Santa grinned, observing her reaction. "Let's finish this, so we can move onto the main course, shall we?"

She screamed out in surprise and delight as it thrust itself into her, meeting her tight passage with force.

"Take it, little hucow," Santa commanded sternly, his deep voice resonating in the quiet room.

Holly obeyed, letting go of her hesitation and giving in to the powerful sensations. With every plunge of the enchanted toy, she reveled in the feeling of being owned and used by Santa.

"Cum for me, hucow," he said.

Hearing those words uttered by Santa made her lose herself. Holly moaned, clenching around the toy and coming hard.

She squeezed it with her inner muscles, milking the toy with her wetness. The pleasure consumed her, sending waves of heat through her body. As the orgasm subsided, she remained wrapped around the toy, held captivated by the sensation.

The sight of Santa watching her in anticipation only heightened her arousal. She swept her blond hair from her face, looking up at him from the carpet. "Is there anything else you'd like, Santa?"

Santa checked his pocket watch. "Well,” He paused, doing some quick calculations in his head. “I think there's time for one more gift before I go."


FOUR

Holly took Santa to the guest bedroom, where a king-size bed covered in a festive quilt took up much of the room. It was an antique wooden bed that was hardly ever used.

They entered the dimly lit bedroom, creating space between themselves while Santa carefully removed his coat.

Holly stood there quietly, gazing admiringly at the stout old man. Her heart raced uncontrollably at the prospect of what lay ahead. She lay out on the quilt, the fabric felt cool against her flushed skin.

Santa walked confidently towards the bed, dropping his slacks and suspenders with one fluid motion.

Holly's eyes widened at the size of his massive cock sticking out from under his belly. She hadn't expected Santa to be so well endowed.

Once he was undressed, Santa lay beside her on the bed, gently caressing her breasts and taking her nipples in his mouth for another taste of her sweet milk.

He grabbed her hand, guiding it toward his member, which was now pulsing with aroused excitement. His testicles hung heavy below, a reminder of his age-old virility.

Holly, mesmerized by his formidable masculinity, ran her fingers along his length. She traced his veins with gentle touches, awestruck by the enormity of his manhood.

Santa allowed himself a chuckle as he witnessed her astonishment. "What do you think of my equipment, sweetheart?" he questioned playfully.

Holly blushed, unsure of how to respond. This was not what she imagined when thinking about the kind Santa would bring.

"I want it," She said, straddling him in a reverse cowgirl style. She hovered over his cock, rubbing her slit against the head.

His member throbbed, impatient for entry.

Santa helped her position herself over his cock, spreading her legs wide enough to accommodate him.

Holly winced slightly as he eased inside her tender flesh. He steadied her, holding her hips firmly. She closed her eyes and bore down on him, allowing him to fill her.

He began to thrust, finding her depth and pace.

The bed creaked as she rode him.

"Oh god," she moaned. She was doing it. She was riding Santa Claus' cock.

"Yes, good girl," Santa groaned, his face and chest going bright red as he strained inside of her. "You're gonna be on the nice list for life after tonight." He promised, grasping her hips tighter.

Holly nodded frantically, losing herself in the intense feelings coursing through her body. She met each of his thrusts fiercely, matching him stroke for stroke. Each impact drove them closer together, fueling their mutual lust.

Holly bounced up and down on his cock, her massive hucow tits swaying against one another. Her thick ass slapped against his belly as she bore down on him just like she did with the toy. She was insatiable.

Santa's thrusts became faster and harder, driving her mad with need. He slapped her soft ass, leaving red marks on her flesh.

No longer able to hold back, Holly's cries echoed throughout the house.

"Ah, fuck," Santa groaned. "I'm gonna give you a big present now, ok? I'm going to drop my load right into your chimney."

Holly reached down between them, slipping two fingers inside her achingly sensitive folds. She massaged her clit expertly, sending new waves of euphoria crashing over her.

Meanwhile, Santa's hands found their way back to her massive tits, pinching and pulling her erect nipples.

In sync with each other, their movements gained momentum. Intense pressure built up inside her, making it impossible to ignore the approaching climax.

Santa groaned and released his hot seed inside of her.

Holly quivered in his grasp as he held her hips down to ensure not even a drop of his cum escaped her womb. She felt him filling her up, it was warm and wet, spreading through her core.

"Good girl," He growled, his breath coming out hard. His cock twitched inside her, finally spent.

Holly collapsed down onto the bed. She couldn't remember a time she'd endured so much since hucow training. "Best. Gift. Ever."

Santa gave it to her without mercy. He fucked like a beast. It was then Holly realized how he had kept Mrs. Claus satisfied for the last few hundred years. What a lucky woman.


FIVE

“You be a good girl, now,” Santa said. His face was still flushed. He adjusted his red hat and grabbed his sack of toys, which were still near the Christmas tree.

“I will. I promise,” Holly said. She stood there, naked, with his cum still dripping down her leg.

“Good.” Santa looked at his pocket watch. “Oh dear, I should get going so I don’t fall behind,” He moved over to the chimney. Pausing, he looked over his shoulder. “You’re a good hucow,” he said. “Your master is a very lucky man.”

His words made Holly swell with pride. “Thank you,” She glanced at her new bull cock toy where it lay on the carpet. “Oh, and thank you for the toy.”

“My pleasure,” Santa said.

“Um,” Holly bit her bottom lip. “I know I’m supposed to always pleasure any man who asks, but I feel sort of bad opening my present without Master.”

Santa chuckled, and with a flash of magic, the toy zipped back into its packaging and was wrapped neatly again.

“No worries, it will be our little secret,” Santa whispered. He tapped the side of his nose and vanished back up the chimney.

Holly rushed to the window to catch a glimpse of the sleigh and reindeer. The sleigh, pulled by eight magnificent reindeer, took off towards the next town, silhouetted by the moon. Over the sound of bells and wind, she heard Santa call out.

“Ho, ho, ho! Merry Christmas, little hucow. Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night!”

THE END

WISHING YOU A HAPPY HOLIDAY SEASON AND A MERRY CHRISTMAS - X. CALLISTO
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