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Elliot hates Christmas, bah humbug! But something magical happens when a beautiful Hucow is sent to teach him the true meaning of Christmas.

Carol is a traveling hucow singing Christmas carols who sees a potential master who is in need of some serious cheering up. When he lets her into his apartment, she uses her hucow talents to make sure he has plenty of milk to drink and keeps him company all night long. After all, no one should be alone on Christmas.

Holly, Jolly Hucow is an ABF holiday-themed erotic short full of milky goodness. Intended for readers 18+. 5000 words.


Holly, Jolly Hucow

A Hucow Holiday Special

X. Callisto


ONE

Elliot hated Christmas - HATED it.

On the eve of Christmas, dark clouds loomed above the city, casting an eerie shadow across the dull grey streets. Inside his small studio apartment, Elliot sat sullenly on his worn leather sofa, sipping from a bottle of scotch whiskey. The soft murmur of distant Christmas songs seeped through the window, mocking his solitary existence.

All around, homes were decked out in garlands and twinkling lights, while people laughed and sang joyously together. But here, there was only silence—and bitterness. Even the faint smell of fresh pine trees couldn't penetrate the gloom enveloping Elliot's soul.

Ping!

Elliot looked at his phone, reading a text from Fred, from work. << Are you coming to the Christmas Party?>>

Elliot scoffed and replied with a simple <<No.>>

Why didn't Fred get the message? He hadn't gone to the work party last week, so he sure as hell wasn't going to go to the Christmas Eve party with Fred's friends. He had no use for that sort of stuff.

Elliot sipped his whiskey and turned off his phone. The night would be better if he didn't get texts from people asking where he was. He thought he'd made if very clear that he didn't give a crap about the holidays.

In fact, he wished more than anything that they could just leave him alone. Just let him sit here with his booze and brooding darkness without any unwanted intrusions from well-meaning neighbors bringing cookies and "Merry Christmases."

Still, there was something unsettling about being all alone on Christmas Eve... something lonely. It felt like everyone else had someone special to share these moments with except him.

The timer on his microwave rang, slicing through the silence like a knife.

Elliot downed the last of the scotch whiskey and walked over to his kitchen - which was only about five paces from his recliner. His studio apartment was small, but living in New York was expensive as hell and he was just glad to not have roommates.

The smell of a Swanson turkey dinner greeted him as he peeled back the protective film. He poured another glass of whiskey.

"Merry Fucking Christmas to me," He grumbled.

He took a sip of his drink before settling back into his lumpy recliner, the springs creaking beneath him.

Just then, there came a loud rapping sound against his front door. At first, Elliot assumed it must be his neighbor playing some cruel joke or someone knocking on the wrong apartment.

"Go away," He called out.

But when the rapping continued, he grudgingly stood up and trudged toward the entrance. Pulling open the door slightly, he found himself confronted by a sight he never expected to see on Christmas Eve – a gorgeous woman clad in a traditional red and white sexy Santa ensemble.

"Elliot St. Dennis?" She asked.

The woman had big blue eyes and long blond hair. Her sexy Santa outfit emphasized her massive bouncy breasts. Her cheeks and nose were pink from the cold outside. In her hands she held a card with some writing on it.

Elliot hesitated, taken aback by such an unusual visitor, especially on Christmas Eve. "Yeah, that's me," He said, trying to look at her face but feeling his gaze magnetically drawn to her tits.

The woman smiled warmly. "Hi, I'm Carol, and I wanted to stop by your home tonight because…well, because today is Christmas Eve and I noticed how quiet your place seems. I also heard you don't celebrate this day, right?"

Her question caught Elliot off guard. How did she know? "That's correct. I just don't care much for the holidays."

"That's why I'm here! A Caroling Hucow Telegram, especially for you!" Carol said with a smile.

"A what?" Elliot asked, shaking his head in disbelief.

"A Caroling Hucow Telegram - here to spread Christmas joy!"

Carol explained enthusiastically. "It's my way of showing love to those who might feel left out or lonely during the holidays, like yourself!" She waved the card in front of him again. "Please, won't you allow me to sing some carols?"

Initially, Elliot remained skeptical, but after thinking it over, curiosity got the best of him. Plus, he figured, even if this was some strange prank, it wouldn't hurt to indulge in a little harmless fun.

Besides, he really wasn't expecting anyone to drop by his cramped apartment on Christmas Eve, least of all a pretty girl dressed as Santa Claus offering to serenade him. With nothing better to do and the desire to alleviate his loneliness, Elliot finally invited Carol inside.


TWO

Elliot reluctantly opened the door wider to let Carol into his apartment. He couldn't help but let his eyes linger on her beautiful curvy body.

"Thanks!" Carol said with a beaming smile, holding up the card. "Do you have any favorites?"

Carol's massive tits bouncing in her little Santa dress might be his new favorite things. Elliot forced himself to look away. It was bad enough he was a weird loner who never got any action - he didn't need to give her any reason to think he was a creep.

"Uh, Jingle Bell Rock?" Elliot suggested with a shrug.

"Excellent, that's a good one." Carol said, guiding him to his recliner. "Here, have a seat."

Elliot sat down, suddenly very self-conscious of the state of his crappy apartment. He didn't have long to dwell on it, thankfully, as Carol began to sing.

"Jingle Bell, Jingle Bell, Jingle Bell rock!" She sang, her voice was cheery and bouncy. Her blond hair swayed back and forth under her Santa hat. Her red lips moved rhythmically, molding the words of the classic song.

Elliot watched her performance with a mix of amusement and intrigue. He was captivated by her voice and beauty, but still wary of the situation.

"Come on, join in!" Carol suggested enthusiastically. "Let's make some magic!" Her boobs bounced as she jumped up and down.

Elliot hesitated, unsure whether it was appropriate to participate in the caroling.

"Oh, uh, alright," Elliot replied, clearing his throat awkwardly. "Jingle bell, jingle bell, jingle bell rock!"

Carol's eyes sparkled with delight, watching Elliot join in wholeheartedly.

"That's great!" Carol exclaimed. "We're having a blast!"

As the song progressed, Elliot couldn't help but become hypnotized Carol's tantalizing figure swaying to the music.

Her alluring curves, accentuated by the tight red dress, teased him mercilessly. He couldn't take his eyes off her ample bosom, which jiggled enticingly with every note she sang. Carol's enchanting voice, coupled with her provocative dance moves, was proving irresistible to Elliot.

"This is amazing!" Carol declared, gazing into Elliot's eyes. "I can tell you're enjoying it. Aren't you?" Carol teased, pausing mid-song to gaze directly into Elliot's eyes.

Elliot felt a surge of embarrassment at being caught staring, but Carol's boldness quickly put him at ease. Emboldened by her confidence, he replied, "Well, it's not every day that a gorgeous woman turns up at my doorstep to serenade me."

Carol laughed heartily, her infectious laughter filling the air.

"Well, I'm glad you're enjoying it." She glanced around the dimly lit room, observing the clutter strewn about. "You seem like a busy guy, though."

Elliot nodded, his gaze flitting nervously around the room. "Yeah, been meaning to clean up..."

Carol arched an eyebrow playfully. "How about we make a deal? If you let me sing another carol, I'll help you relax."

Elliot hesitated, his initial instinct being to decline Carol's offer. "Relax? How?"

"No one should be alone on Christmas and you're my last client of the night," Carol explained. "Now, do you want me to sing Santa Baby?"

Elliot swallowed the nervous lump in his throat as Carol's pouty red lips shaped to say his name.

"Elliot?"

"Uh, sure," Elliot said, hoping she didn't notice the raging erection in his pants.

Carol swayed her hips as she sang, getting closer and closer to him. "Santa Baby," she whispered, leaning over and giving him a good look at her plump ass.

"Santa baby, so hurry down the chimney tonight." Carol crooned suggestively, her voice husky and intimate. She placed a hand on Elliot's knee, sending a jolt of electricity up his spine.

Elliot tried to maintain composure, but his resolve melted away under Carol's intense gaze.

"You've got what I need," Carol cooed, reaching up to remove her Santa hat. As she did, she allowed her fingers to graze Elliot's cheek softly, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake.

"What do you mean?" Elliot asked, heat rising in his face.

"What do you know about Hucows, Elliot?" She asked.

"Nothing really, to be honest," he admitted.

"Well, there's a few things that make us different from normal women," Carol said, curling her fingers under the fuzzy collar of her Santa dress. "And one of those things is that we need daily milking." She pulled down her dress, exposing her giant, beautiful breasts. "And I'm due for a good milking session."

Carol confessed, tugging down her bra cups and pushing up her two perfect melons. Their nipples were erect and pointed upwards, begging for attention.

"Oh wow," Elliot muttered, unable to tear his stunned gaze away from Carol's magnificent assets.

"I hope you understand the importance of this task," Carol purred, running her fingers over her hardening nipples. "After all, it's essential for our health and well-being."

Elliot blushed, swallowing nervously. "So, um, you want me to, err, milk you?" He stammered, unable to believe what he was hearing.

Carol giggled mischievously, caressing her voluptuous breasts lovingly. "Yes, that's exactly what I want. And trust me, once you experience the pleasure that comes with tasting me, you will never forget it. Now come here and show me what kind of boy you really are." She reached out, pulling Elliot close to her sumptuous form.

Elliot eagerly smushed his face between her giant breasts, immediately latching onto her nipple and drawing the milk into his mouth. He couldn't help but moan as the taste washed over his tongue.

Carol ran her hand through his hair, massaging his scalp gently. "That's it, Elliot," she cooed, tilting her breast upward to guide him to the other nipple. "Take everything I have to offer."

Elliot greedily drank from her, reveling in the sensation of sucking her full tits. She tasted like heaven.

Carol groaned softly, pressing her chest tightly against his face.

"You're delicious," he groaned. Elliot had never had an encounter with a Hucow before - to be honest, he hadn't even been sure they were real until today. But now that he'd had his first taste, he was obsessed. He drank greedily, milk dripping from his chin.

"Good," Carol purred, stroking his hair.

When Elliot finally unlatched, her expression softened. "How was that?"

"Amazing," Elliot said, still catching his breath.

"You know it's the season for giving," she said. "I'm not supposed to feed clients, but I knew you needed something special tonight. No one should be alone on Christmas."

Carol repeated the sentiment quietly, her voice barely audible amidst the growing din of Elliot's increasingly heavy breathing. "Let me relieve some stress for you, Elliot."

With trembling hands, Elliot grasped Carol's hips firmly, pulling her onto his lap and resting his cock against her inner thigh. It pressed against his pants, aching for release.

"What do you need, master?" She asked.

Those words made heat burn through his body like a wildfire.

Was this real? Had he choked on his dinner and gone to heaven? Was this a dream? He couldn't believe it. He wasn't drunk. He wasn't dreaming. He wasn't dead. This beautiful Hucow with her tits out was really here and she was willing to do whatever he wanted to make his Christmas Eve something worth remembering.


THREE

Carol smiled, feeling his cock against her thigh. "So, how did you like my singing?"

"Almost as much as I like your tits," Elliot said, breathing hard. He put his hands on her waist, moving down to get a feel of her plump ass. "God, you're so beautiful."

Elliot could still barely believe it as he took another taste of her sweet warm milk.

Carol let out a moan. "Thank you, master. I haven't felt appreciated like this in a long time."

Their embrace tightened. Elliot savored the warmth of her body, the scent of her skin filling his nostrils. Her firm breasts pushed against his face, urging him to fulfill his deepest desires.

"I need you to touch me," Carol whispered. "When you milk me, it drives me crazy."

She lifted the hem of her skirt, revealing silken panties hiding underneath.

Elliot obliged, tracing the outline of her slit through the material.

"Master, please," Carol pleaded, grinding herself against his hand. "Touch me."

Elliot wasted no time, pulling down her panties to reveal her neatly trimmed bush. Her pussy was already soaking wet and slick with arousal.

"Damn, you're hot," Elliot breathed, dipping a finger into her warm folds. She moaned loudly, bucking her hips wildly.

"Fuck yes, Master. Please, touch me."

Elliot rubbed her clit, letting the wetness drip between his fingers.

Carol moaned louder, writhing uncontrollably. He plunged two fingers inside her, thrusting them deeply within her pulsating core.

“Ah!” she screamed, biting her lip. “Harder, master. Fuck me harder.”

He obeyed, pumping his fingers in and out faster, stretching her walls wide. Carol cried out, clawing at his shoulders desperately. Her juices coated his hand, creating a slippery lubricant that facilitated deeper penetration.

Feeling confident, Elliot freed his throbbing member from his trousers, finally feeling the release. But he would not fuck her yet. How often did a beautiful cow like this show up in his life? He was going to savor every moment.

He was going to enjoy it all. Every kiss, every lick, every squirm she gave as he pleasured her. He wanted to make sure this was something neither of them would ever forget. After all, it was fucking Christmas.

"Oh my god," Carol whimpered, arching her back involuntarily. "That feels incredible."

Elliot pumped his fingers vigorously, sliding them effortlessly inside her.

Each stroke sent waves of ecstasy coursing through her veins. She gasped, clutching at his arms tightly. Her nails dug into his flesh, almost painfully.

Yet Elliot didn't resist or withdraw — instead, he reveled in the desperation radiating from Carol, who seemed completely consumed by lustful abandonment. He admired her resilience, finding comfort in knowing she shared similar desires. Their physical bond strengthened with each passionate encounter, further solidifying the attraction between them.

"Master," Carol implored, her breathy voice echoing against Elliot's ear, "please, make me cum."

Elliot shoved three fingers into her, arching upward and rubbing her g-spot.

Carol trembled with such force he thought she might faint. Her orgasm washed over her, squirting her pussy juices all over his hand. "Oh fuck, master! Yes, yes!"

Carol screamed, gripping Elliot's arm tightly. "Make me cum harder!" Her pleading cries echoed through the silent apartment, resonating with Elliot's own mounting excitement.

With a decisive motion, he stood up and flipped Carol onto her knees, presenting his massive cock to her.

"Look at me," Elliot commanded, his tone stern yet inviting. "Show me what you've got."

Carol stared at Elliot's thick cock, her eyes widening with anticipation.

"Now it's your turn to milk me," Elliot said with a smirk.

Carol held his cock in both of her hands, bringing her lips to the glistening head.

She swirled her tongue around the tip, teasing Elliot with gentle kisses. "You're huge, mmm~ So thick," she murmured, closing her eyes as she enjoyed the taste of his pre-cum leaking onto her tongue.

Elliot's breath hitched in response to her tender ministrations. God, she was so good at this. Hucows liked guys to be dominate, right? He'd always fantasied about using a submissive girl.

He grabbed her hair roughly, forcing her to look up at him. "Don't tease me, slut. Show me what you're capable of." His harsh demand sent shivers down Carol's spine, heightening her arousal tenfold.

She released his cock, allowing it to dangle precariously above her eager mouth. "What do you want me to do?" She asked, feigning innocence. She was loving this dominate side of the lonely man.

Elliot narrowed his eyes, scrutinizing her expression carefully. "I want you to suck my dick, bitch. Suck it like you've never sucked a dick before."

Carol smirked seductively, licking her lips provocatively. "Oh, I promise you, I've sucked many dicks before." She responded flirtatiously, locking eyes with Elliot.

His grip on her hair tightened, demanding obedience. "Then prove it. Prove to me that you aren't just another useless hucow."

"Yes, Master," she agreed, lowering her gaze humbly. Then, opening her mouth wide, she engulfed the entirety of Elliot's massive shaft.

The suction power created by her oral cavity was immense, causing his entire body to shiver with pleasure. With each deliberate stroke, Carol used her skilled tongue to expertly lick and probe the sensitive underside of his dick. Her talented mouth worked tirelessly, sliding up and down the length of his cock while her fingers caressed his balls lightly.

"Holy shit," Elliot grunted, gripping Carol's head tightly. The intensity of her blowjob drove him insane, triggering his latent dominant instincts. He seized control, grabbing her hair more aggressively than ever before.

"Fuck, yeah, take it all," He groaned.

Carol gagged on his thick cock until he finally released her.

Elliot’s cock twitched, leaking glistening strings of precum.

"Now, I think it's time for the main course?" Carol said with a seductive glimmer. She let the sexy Santa costume fall and knelt before him with her plump ass in the air, her wet pussy begging to be filled.


FOUR

Elliot eyed her closely, taking in her perfectly round butt, smooth thighs, and firm calves.

"Are you ready, Master?" Carol asked, turning her head and flashing him a naughty grin. The lust in her eyes promised pain and pleasure intertwined. "Ready to claim your prize?"

"I am," Elliot answered confidently, stepping behind her.

"Don't hold back," Carol begged, her voice quivering with eagerness. "Give me everything you've got. Be rough with me. I can take it like a good cow."

Elliot's hands shook as he caressed her ass.

He squeezed it gently, marveling at the supple texture beneath his fingertips. Carol's body seemed crafted specifically for his delectation; she radiated sinful temptation, daring him to succumb to his basest urges. He decided to oblige.

Positioning himself behind her, he guided his throbbing member towards her moist entrance. Carol moaned softly, arching her back invitingly. Elliot slowly slid inside her, reveling in the sensation of their bodies merging.

"Oh fuck," He groaned, stopping with just the tip before moving in inch by inch.

Carol gasped as he filled her. Her muscles contracted around his girth, squeezing it tightly.

"Mmmm, you feel amazing," Elliot murmured, caressing her hip affectionately. "I bet you're dying to be fucked, huh?"

Carol managed a nod, her voice lost amid ragged breaths.

"You don't have to answer that," Elliot said smugly. "Your swollen pussy speaks volumes."

He pulled back slightly, his thick rod retreating partially from her grasp. Instinctively, Carol leaned back, attempting to chase after him.

Elliot held her hips tightly, teasing her entrance with his cock head. Truth be told, it was driving him crazy too, but he wanted to savor this.

There was something magical about breaking someone in slow, making them beg for it, yearning for it, needing it, wanting it, thirsting for it. Just like water when you're stranded in the desert without hydration, it became an obsession. Something you craved, desired, and couldn't live without - but not this time.

Elliot needed her as much as she needed him. He removed himself fully then slammed back into her, ramming her cervix.

Carol cried out, the force of his impact hitting her spot, hitting it, striking it home. "FUCK YESSS!" She screamed, tears streaming down her cheeks as the ecstasy took over her.

"That's a good hucow, take my cock," Elliot grunted.

Carol's tits began to leak warm sweet milk, dripping onto the floor underneath her.

She loved the feel of his cock, pulsing inside her, stretching her hole wide open.

"Oh Elliot, oh my goodness, you're so big and strong," Carol sighed. "I wish you could fill me forever with your seed."

Elliot gripped her tighter, his cock throbbing inside her. "Cum for me, Carol," he growled. "Cum all over my cock."

"Yes, Elliot," Carol whined, her pussy tightening around his dick.

"Please, don't stop."

"You like that, don't you?" Elliot asked, pounding into her ruthlessly.

"Oh, fuck yes," Carol pleaded, throwing her head back. "Keep going, keep fucking me. Oh, Elliot! I want your cum so badly."

Elliot couldn't deny the thrill of listening to Carol scream and writhe beneath him. Her enthusiasm fueled his desire, propelling him towards a climactic finish.

"Just like that," Carol rasped, bucking her hips furiously. "Harder, Elliot.

Fuck me harder," Carol begged, her voice strained and desperate. "I need to feel it. All of it."

Elliot chuckled darkly, his fingers digging into Carol's hips. "Is that what you want? To be ravaged?"

"Yes, Elliot. Take me. Make me yours." Carol gasped, her body trembling with anticipation.

Elliot withdrew from her, leaving a gaping void where moments ago he had occupied her insides entirely.

He looked at her from behind, admiring her curvy silhouette bathed in moonlight filtering through the window.

"Tell me, Carol," Elliot murmured, his voice dropping conspiratorially low. "Do you want more?"

Carol gasped, the remnants of her climax still rippling through her body. "More, please, Elliot. More."

Elliot grinned wickedly, the corners of his mouth twisting into a devious smile. He spanked her ass lightly, grasping her flesh and squeezing it.

Carol yelped delightedly, her whole body shaking with anticipation. "Oh, Elliot," she moaned, her voice cracking with longing. "I need more."

Elliot moved his fingers along her slit, parting her outer labia. "You're so wet," he observed matter-of-factly. "I wonder if you're ready for round two."

Carol whimpered, her legs buckling weakly. "Yes, Elliot. I'm ready."

Elliot leaned down, flicking his tongue against her slit while rubbing his cock.

Carol moaned softly, her body quivering with anticipation. "Oh, Elliot," she gasped, her voice hoarse with lust. "You're torturing me."

"Am I?" Elliot murmured, his tongue exploring her folds and flicking over her clit.

Carol's breath quickened, her heart pounding erratically within her chest.

Elliot picked her up and brought her to the bed, which was only a few steps away in his small studio apartment. He laid her down, taking in her beauty, grasping at her leaking tits.

"Babe, you're gorgeous," he complimented her, before positioning himself between her legs once again and slapping his cock against her wetness. He bore down on her, filling her with one motion, groaning as her tightness squeezed his cock.

"Fuck, yes," Elliot groaned, grabbing her shoulders and looking her in the eye as he fucked her. It'd been too long since he fucked a woman like this. She was probably the hottest chick he'd even been with.

Carol yelped delightedly, her whole body shaking with anticipation. "Oh, Elliot," she moaned, her voice cracking with longing. "I need more."

Elliot moved his fingers along her slit, parting her outer labia. "You're so wet," he observed matter-of-factly. "I wonder if you're ready for round two."

Carol whimpered, her legs buckling weakly. "Yes, Elliot. I'm ready."

Elliot leaned down, flicking his tongue against her slit while rubbing his cock.

Carol moaned softly, her body quivering with anticipation. "Oh, Elliot," she gasped, her voice hoarse with lust. "You're torturing me."

"Am I?" Elliot murmured, his tongue exploring her folds and flicking over her clit.

Carol's breath quickened, her heart pounding erratically within her chest.

Elliot picked her up and brought her to the bed, which was only a few steps away in his small studio apartment. He laid her down, taking in her beauty, grasping at her leaking tits.

"Babe, you're gorgeous," he complimented her, before positioning himself between her legs once again and slapping his cock against her wetness. He bore down on her, filling her with one motion, groaning as her tightness squeezed his cock.

"Fuck, yes," Elliot groaned, grabbing her shoulders and looking her in the eye as he fucked her. It'd been too long since he fucked a woman like this. She was probably the hottest chick he'd even been with.

"Fuck, you feel so good." Elliot whispered in Carol's ear, their bodies entwined in sweat, heat, and passion. The rhythmic sounds of their bodies colliding grew louder, punctuated by Carol's gasps.

"Yes," Carol moaned, her voice huskier than usual. "Come inside me, Elliot. Fill me with your seed."

"We're going to cum together, my beautiful hucow," He grunted, forcing his cock in to the hilt.

Carol moaned loudly, thrashing helplessly under him. "Yes, Elliot," she panted, her voice hoarse with lust. "I need to feel you explode inside me."

Elliot pushed his weight down on her, pinning her wrists overhead with one hand while holding her hips tightly with the other. Carol arched her back, meeting his thrusts eagerly.

"I want…more," She struggled to speak coherently. "Fill me up, Elliot. Own me."

Elliot's eyes locked onto hers, blazing with lust. "You ready for my seed, baby?"

Elliot whispered heatedly, his cock throbbing relentlessly inside Carol's hungry pussy.

"Yes, Elliot," Carol gasped, her voice breaking from the intense pleasure overwhelming her senses. "Fill me up."

Elliot increased the pace, slamming mercilessly into Carol's wetness. His breath hitched and his heavy balls prepared to release. "Oh, here I cum, baby," He groaned, pressing down on her as he blew his load deep into her.

Carol moaned, milking his cock for every drop as her own orgasm sent shudders through her curvy body.

As the last of the sticky semen trickled out of her pussy, she collapsed backward onto the mattress, panting heavily. Elliot followed suit, lying beside her with his spent erection nestled between her creamy thighs.

"Wow," Carol whispered, her voice hoarse from exhaustion. "That was...amazing."

Elliot nodded, staring up at the ceiling. "Yeah," he replied distantly. "It was."

Silence descended upon the room and neither of them spoke for a few minutes.

Finally, Elliot moved over, latching onto her breast, now fully engorged with milk. He drank deeply, savoring the taste of her hot, sweet nectar.

As he continued to feast upon her ample bosoms, a profound sense of satisfaction washed over him.

"Mmm," he murmured appreciatively, releasing her nipple from his greedy lips. "That was incredible. I've never experienced anything quite like that before," he said.

Carol giggled, reaching for Elliot's hand. Her voice wavered, betraying her vulnerability. "I honestly never expected our meeting to escalate to this level."

Elliot hesitated for a brief moment before responding cautiously, "Neither did I." He paused, contemplating the significance of their unexpected encounter. "But hey, we both came out winners, didn't we?"

Carol snuggled closer to Elliot, resting her head on his shoulder. "Indeed, we did. She smiled. "I'm glad I could brighten your Christmas Eve." Carol's voice sounded genuine.

Elliot nodded, unable to tear his gaze away from her enchanting blue eyes. "I suppose so," he muttered, "but I never expected..."

"I understand," Carol interrupted gently. "Sometimes, life surprises us with unexpected connections."

Elliot nodded, enjoying her scent and warmth until he fell asleep.

Carol kissed his head. “Merry Christmas, Elliot.”


FIVE

Elliot woke up the next morning, his naked body tangled in the sheets. The remnants of their passionate encounter lingered in the air, the smell of sex permeating the room. He inhaled deeply, relishing the memory of Carol's soft moans and the sensation of her warm milk coating his throat. As he stretched, his cock stirred, a reminder of the intense pleasure they had shared.

Elliot rolled over, finding Carol gone. Her sexy little outfit that had been on the floor was gone, along with her Santa hat. She'd left sometime before he woke up.

He couldn't help but feel a twinge of disappointment.

Carol's presence had transformed his otherwise dismal Christmas Eve into an unforgettable night of passion and discovery.

Elliot reluctantly left the warmth of his bed, feeling a renewed sense of purpose. He retrieved Carol's red card from his coffee table, where his cold, uneaten Swanson dinner remained.

The card had his information, all of the info she needed to do her Hucow Caroling. It also had the company website and contact info.

Would he reach out to Carol again? Or would he simply cherish the memories of their intimate encounter and move on? How could he not want to be with her again? She'd single-handedly saved his Christmas Eve. When he was with her, he felt happy and at peace.

Elliot plunked back down on the bed, turning the card over, his heart leaping at the sight of her neat cursive handwriting. She'd scrawled her phone number on the top along with a note.

If you'd ever like to give me a good milking again, call me. ;) Merry Christmas, Elliot. ~ Carol

THE END

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

-

Smashwords Exclusives

Looking for something a little (or a lot) more… taboo? Check out X. Callisto on Smashwords!

X. Callisto’s Smashwords Catalog

Dark Hucow Series

Ravaged by the Bull

Buy Here

Free Use University

Used in the Dormitory

Buy Here

-

Chosen for the Alien Experiment

Buy Here

Trapped in the Alien Nest

Buy Here

Bearing the Alien’s Spawn

Buy Here

Abducted for the Alien Brood

Coming Soon!
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