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Snow fell from the sky in cottony balls of
fluff, Katy stood by the window in her fiancé’s button up short,
bra, panties and ankle socks. Phone pressed to her ear, she traced
a heart on the pane of glass.

“I’m sorry, they’re telling us all flights in
or out are grounded at least for tonight. I don’t know if I can
rent a car to drive the rest of the way.” Robert said from the
other side of the phone, his voice barely loud enough to be heard
above the background noise.

Katy tried to reassure him, but her
disappointment took the ability to say much in reply. She smelled
the collar of the shirt that hung on her shoulder, it hung over her
like a dress brushing her knees.

“I’m wearing your shirt.” Katy said.

“What else are you wearing? “Robert asked,
his voice changed and the mood suddenly changed, making his fiancé
giggle.

“I’m wearing the black lingerie you bought
me, the bra and panties but it’s cold here, so I have my Christmas
socks on.” Katy said.

“Oh baby, I wish I was there. The things I’d
do to you.” Robert said his voice trailed off.

“Tell me.” Katy insisted.

Robert fumbled a bit, after all he was in
public and he didn’t want to have to explain himself. He found a
seat away from anyone and went on.

“I’d start by kissing your neck, then I’d.”
Robert said.

“Sir, are you waiting for the flight to New
York?” interrupted a customer attendant.

“Yes, I am. Sorry honey, no not you ma’am, my
fiancé is on the phone. Honey, I’ll text you any updates, I’ll do
my best to be there in the morning.” Robert said as he scrambled to
his feet.

“Love you.” Katy said.

“Love you too.” Robert said before he hung
up.

Alone in their huge house, Katy had run a
hand down to the outer surface of her waistband. Her heat called to
her finger tips, the pleasure to be had. Her fingers caressed the
mound under the lacy black cloth, she bit her lip before coming to
and padding her way to the great room.

The house was almost a hundred years old, a
fireplace at either end of the house, with large spacious rooms
divided by t staircase in the center of the structure. The great
room was just one of those large room, high ceiling allowed for a
huge, natural tree to stand in one of the corners.

Katy sat on the couch for a moment, the fire
burned in the fireplace, little pops of flame kept the conversation
going. It wasn’t long before Katy gave in, leaving the fire to talk
to itself and she headed up to bed.

Even with her socs on, the old floorboards
and stairs told of her every step told of her path to bed. She put
her phone on the charger and crawled under the heavy covers of her
large bed. Katy stared out the large window until her eyes grew too
heavy to fight and she fell asleep.

Around midnight noises from downstairs woke
Katy, she rubbed the sleep from her eyes and looked out at the
front yard to see if there was a car in the driveway. Katy grabbed
her phone, no missed calls or texts and she walked out toe the
landing to listen.

Someone was downstairs, instead of calling
out Robert’s name, she opted to walk down and see what he was up
to. It had to be him, right?

Quiet as a mouse, Katy moved with the stealth
of a cat, her socked feet tip-toed down the old stairs. She
stopped, listened and peered out the front windows, the sounds were
coming from the great room, she padded her way to the doorway,
where she was a male figure in a Santa suit.

The man had a huge sack of gifts, one by one
he set them under the tree unaware he was being watched.

“Two can play at this game.” Katy thought to
herself.

As the man turned to close his bag, Katy
silently rushed up on her toes, cupped the man’s face with one hand
and kissed him. She missed any sign of resistance, her hand set her
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