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Chapter 1

Anthony Myers rushed onto the plane right as the last call was announced. Whew. He’d had to work this morning, even though his boss knew he had a flight to catch. He’d done a kick ass job, and got the account finished just in time, but he shouldn’t have had to. Anthony had worked hard all year and it was his summer vacation, dammit. Probably the only one he’d get knowing his slave driver of a boss at Smith and Associates, Roland Bates. 

He was taking his summer vacation a little early this year, to avoid the rush later when everyone wanted to go. Anthony had no school aged children, no children at all, actually, or even a wife, and so he could take his vacation anytime he pleased.

And what pleased him more than anything else at this moment was putting the boring 8-6 of Smith and Associates behind him. They couldn’t even give him 9-5 hours. 

“Your seat, sir.” The stewardess pointed a well manicured hand towards an empty window seat next to another empty seat. 

“Thank you,” Anthony replied, watching her melon painted lips brim into an even bigger smile. 

She was a looker, and unfortunately taken, he noted, glancing at her hand. Ah, well. He was on his way to the land of enchantment, Hawaii, Honolulu to be precise and he was pretty sure there would be a lot of pretty faces there, and at least a few of those beach body babes would have to be single, right? 

He wondered, briefly, if her toes were manicured as prettily as her fingernails were. Toes were his thing, feet, actually, and he’d only glanced at the hands to judge what her pretty toes might look like. It was a pity stewardesses never wore sandals. He ought to write a letter of complaint to the airline, demanding a change in the policy.

What would the claim be? Unfair discrimination against men who liked to look? Ha. Might as well tell them to change the uniform to topless, then, because he knew damn well there were a lot of men who would prefer that. He wouldn’t mind it himself, either. 

Anthony stowed his bag and settled back into his seat with his laptop and bottled water. He had to stifle back a laugh as he wondered what the airline president would make of his complaints. He wouldn’t really do such a thing, of course, but it was entertaining to think of it while he waited. 

Anthony didn’t mind waiting, he always brought plenty to do during his flight, and he didn’t mind waiting for the right woman, either. As soon as he found his foot princess, he wouldn’t have to look at other women. He’d be more than happy to settle down with the right woman and her ten pretty toes all for him. He’d wait as long as that took. 

He could wait, he’d waited all this time, twenty four years now, total, since he’d just celebrated his birthday, two weeks ago, and he could at least wait till the plane arrived. He hoped maybe he might find that one special girl in Hawaii. He could hope, couldn’t he? 

But, if he couldn’t find the right girl in Hawaii, he was going to have a blast looking at all the pretty feet he could, feet in flip flops, feet in sandals, feet dressed up in fancy heels for clubbing in all the hot dance clubs along the beach. 

And, best of all, deliciously bare feet, with perhaps a dusting of sand. That was so damn sexy. No, correction, best of all was the hula dancer’s bare flower adorned feet. Life just didn’t get better than that. He’d went to a luau on his first business trip to the Aloha State and been hooked since. He intended on seeing as much hula dancing as he possibly could. Beach front bathing beauties were sweet to see in their little bikinis and with their sandy toes, but hula feet were magic. 

Crap. Anthony felt his cock begin to stiffen, uncomfortably in his pants just thinking about all those beautiful feet he was about to partake of, at least about to view lustfully…  He had to think of something, anything else. Preferably something very boring, maybe work. Had he even thought such a thing? 

There was no way he was going to waste even a millisecond of his vacation thinking about work. He’d take a little nap, yes, that’s what he would do. That would take his mind off his more pressing issues, like this pesky hard on that was rather stubborn, hopefully. Otherwise he just might be the first passenger to take advantage of the bathroom just as soon as they got into the air. 

He settled back, noted that no one had claimed the seat next to him and his heart leapt. How wonderful to have some extra space. It could be very inconvenient not to mention annoying if you were unlucky enough to find yourself next to some kind of problem child, maybe an old lady that wanted to babble about her cats for the entire flight, or maybe a big biker dude that forgot to bathe during the last week, you never knew. 

When he heard the announcement that the plane was about to depart a smile brightened his face and Mark took off his jacket and settled it into the spare seat, pulled the airline blanket over himself to cover any minor indiscretions caused by his untimely arousal and leaned back in his seat and closed his eyes. He might even fall asleep before the flight even took off. He’d been up late packing and had woken up early. A long nap right about now was just what he needed.


Chapter 2

“Excuse me, sir?” A bubbly voice burst into Anthony’s almost dream. He looked up with a start. He blinked. The perky little thing with honey blond locks that hung clear to the middle of her back stood there looking up at him. 

She arched a perfect eyebrow, apparently waiting for a response. Mark blinked. He couldn’t stop the smile that made its way unbidden across his face. She couldn’t be a dream. Dreams didn’t tap their pretty little, wedge clad toe like that. But, she was a dream. His gaze fell to her tantalizing toes, which were bare, all natural, and totally unexpected, although somehow still totally sexy. 

The toes stopped tapping, and Anthony forced his gaze back to her face, to her eyes, which were dove grey. She had a pretty little oval face with fair skin and a pert little nose that he wanted to kiss, but not nearly as much as he wanted to kiss those toes. Her lips were not bad either, full and shapely and lightly glossed so that they shimmered in the overhead light. They were kiss me lips if he ever saw such a thing. 

Over the sexy as fuck barely covered feet, and below the kiss me lips she wore a white halter top that didn’t leave much to the imagination and a swingy bohemian style skirt that was a shade of brown the color of dark ale. 

A small frown began on her pretty face. “Excuse me…” she repeated, as if she thought he hadn’t heard.

“I’m sorry,” Anthony smiled. “Your smile dazzled me there for a second.” 

The frown became a smirk, and then a smile as the foot stopped tapping and the girl’s body posture relaxed.

“I think that’s my seat…” she began, pointing to the seat which was still covered with Anthony’s leather jacket.

He grabbed it away, quickly, shuffling it over to the other side of his seat.  He patted the seat. “There you go.” 

She slid into the seat, dropping her messenger bag mesh purse down, tucking it under her seat. She apparently traveled light, or maybe she’d checked everything else. 

“My name’s Fawn, what’s your name?” 

“I’m Anthony,” he smiled, liking having her so near him. Maybe this flight wasn’t going to be so bad after all, even if he didn’t get that nap. With a name like Fawn, he wondered if she was one of those hippy chicks, or something, found he didn’t really care one way or the other, he supposed. She seemed nice, and he found himself wondering if she and her tootsies were taken. Probably. He snuck a glance at her out of the corner of his eye. Hell, she was hot. How in the hell could she not be taken? 

He should just ask, but he didn’t want to seem like a psycho or something. She had just sat down, he reminded himself. But, smoking hot chicks like this one did not just sit down next to you everyday, not in his life, anyway. He certainly wasn’t going to let her get off this flight without finding out. No way. 

“So what takes you to Honolulu?” he asked, trying to sound normal, but with the rate his heart was pounding in his chest that made it just a tad difficult. 

“I’m visiting my mother,” Fawn said quickly with a tiny roll of her eyes. 

“You two don’t get along?” 

She shrugged. “She kind of ran out on me and my dad when I was twelve. Met a guy from Hawaii, of all places, right? And just took off, left my dad, left me. “ 

“I’m sorry, that was not right of her at all.” 

Fawn shrugged again, but, she let out a whoosh of breath as she did. Finally, the smile returned to her face.  

“You gotta follow your heart, I guess,” she said. “I couldn’t hold that against her, could I?” 

Anthony shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe not. But, it’s a lot better that you didn’t.” He smiled. 

“Yeah.  That’s what I figured. Besides, she and Kade, my stepfather, are finally tying the knot after all of these years. “ 

“Oh, wow, that’s great,” Anthony said, then, seeing her face, he wasn’t sure.  “Isn’t it?” 

Her eyes glistened, and Anthony almost wished he was one of those guys who carried a handkerchief with him everywhere he went. But, he wasn’t. Please don’t let her start bawling. Please. 

His prayers were answered when Fawn smiled instead. “They want me to be their maid of honor.” 

“That’s wonderful, “ Anthony said. Fawn laughed, and shook her head. 

“It is… but I’m just kind of nervous, you know? I always figured if I ever got married I’d just run away and elope.” 

Anthony laughed at that. “I’d never thought about it.” 

He didn’t mention it was because he’d never even gotten close to marriage, yet. 

“But that does sound like an awesome idea.” 

“So where are you going to be staying?” Fawn had propped her arm on Anthony’s armrest and twisted her cute little body around sideways in her seat to watch him. 

“I always stay at the Beach House.” 

Fawn’s eyes widened. “Really?” 

He nodded.

“Me, too, maybe we can hang out sometime.” 

Anthony supposed that answered his question. Chicks didn’t hang out with guys if they were with other guys, right? Well, yeah, he had to admit some of them did, but Fawn didn’t look at all like one of those girls.   


Chapter 3

Fawn followed Anthony off the plane, chatting like a magpie, but it was cute, so he didn’t mind at all. Besides, he hadn’t thought about work the whole flight and he intended to keep it up. She made him happy, just chattering about her life, her problems. 

“I don’t even know what I’m going to wear,” Fawn complained, but she had a smile on her face as she did it. 

“My mother will come up with something, I’m sure.” 

Anthony smiled. “And I’m sure it will look beautiful on you.” 

“Do you think so?” 

Anthony couldn’t think of anything that wouldn’t look beautiful on her, except maybe combat boots, but only because they’d cover her gorgeous feet that were so slender and smooth and made him think naughty things just looking at them, but he didn’t want to say that. 

Why he hadn’t even asked her out yet… and then, of course, if he did, when he did, he corrected himself… what if she wasn’t into foot pleasuring, what if she just thought he was some oddball freak and ran screaming for the hills?

Would you mind if I licked your feet, isn’t a question you can ask just anyone. It takes a special girl, one who is at least open to…possibilities. Fawn, she looked open to life, in a good way, fresh and vibrant and alive one hundred percent. 

He hoped that meant she was open to him, to a relationship, to pleasure, especially of the foot pleasuring kind…because, right now, with her trotting along beside him, there wasn’t much else he could think of. 

“If you’re mother doesn’t have something picked out for you to wear, I could always take you shopping. I know some nice places here. “ 

Anthony wasn’t going to admit that it was, in part, a way to spend time with this heavenly creature, which he found himself wanting more and more of, but also, a clever ploy to take her shoe shopping, one of his favorite sports.  

Anthony almost drooled, thinking about her trying on shoe after shoe, all for his viewing pleasure. That, and, to have something to wear with that outfit, he reminded himself, but no out is complete without the perfect pair of shoes to go with it. 

They were the frosting on the cake…which made his dirty little mind think of frosting on her toes, and of licking every bit off each and every dainty little toe. He was glad right about now, that Fawn wasn’t a mind reader, but he was sure he was blushing big-time right about now. Great. What would she think now? He could only imagine.           

“For women’s clothes?” Fawn stared, and her lips curved upwards at the corners. 

“You’re not…a cross dresser or something, are you?” 

Well, that certainly wasn’t what he’d expected she might think, then again, he didn’t really know what he’d expected. 

He shook his head, no, and she smiled. 

“Are you telling me you’re taken, then?” She batted those long lashes at him, making his body heat up. “Why else would you be shopping for women’s clothes?”

Her eyes met his. “I’d be so upset if you were taken…”

She feigned a playful pout that made him want to kiss those pooched out lips right now. 

What the hell? Anthony thought, life’s too short… 

He leaned forward, gave her a quick and totally impromptu smack on the lips she’d stuck out just for him, and almost moaned softly as he felt her lean into him, return the kiss. 

Then, before they got themselves into trouble or got themselves kicked out of the airport right then and there, he pulled back, left her reeling, hoping he was leaving her wanting more, because he certainly wanted more…

“If I was, could I do that?” He probably sounded breathless, but he didn’t care, he felt breathless, and it felt terrific. 

Fawn, still in shock from the kiss, studied his face carefully before replying. 

She let out a puff of air, and rocked back on her heels. 

Anthony was just waiting for those pretty toes to start tapping at him again. 

“You could… lots of guys are jerks…”

“That’s for sure,” Anthony couldn’t argue that little fact. He was a guy, after all. And who knew the nature of the beast better than one of them? 

“But, I wouldn’t.” Anthony finished, and she seemed satisfied enough with his answer, thankfully.

She didn’t seem like the doubting kind. If anything, she seemed like one of those girls who trusted too much. But, that wasn’t a bad thing, right? As long as they trusted someone who was trustworthy. 

Anthony knew he’d never give her a reason to doubt him. That wasn’t the kind of guy he was. Whatever else he might give her to worry about… he was sure trust wasn’t going to be a problem, at least. 


Chapter 4

Anthony drove Fawn to the hotel in his rented Mercedes. He was glad he’d gotten the Mercedes, but wondered if maybe he should have went with something a little sportier, something red, something fast, something with a top they could drop down, study the stars in on a pretty night like this one. 

But, no, good old sensible Anthony had went with the old standby, a classic, for sure, and definitely classy, but maybe not as impressive as he’d like now. Right now his first wish would be for a Ferrari, maybe a sexy little black jag. No, his first wish was for…her. But, damn, what he wouldn’t give to impress the socks off her. Thank goodness she wasn’t wearing any. 

He hoped she’d never, ever wear any, not in her whole life. He wanted to see those tootsies every day, feel them, kiss them, enjoy them, every moment he could. Oh, she could be his foot princess, all right, in a heartbeat. 

He sighed. The car was adequate, he supposed, and of course, when he’d arranged for the rental he’d  never imagined he would be trying to impress anyone with it.  Ah, well, the look on her face right now was priceless, anyway. She definitely looked impressed.

Fawn stopped short in her tracks when she saw the car, and her eyes grew wide.

“Is that…is that your…car?” 

It was almost comical, and Anthony did laugh, just a little, but she covered her mouth, gaping for another moment before she joined in. It was a good thing, too, he’d have felt bad laughing at her, he’d much rather be laughing with her. 

“Nope,“ Anthony kidded, unable to resist having a little fun with the poor girl.

 “It’s my houseboat.”             

“It is not!” Fawn flashed him another one of those pouty looks that made him feel weak in the knees. “Silly boy!” 

God, he’d really have to pick on her more often! And, he was a silly boy, all right. She was making him silly. 

“It’s nice,” Fawn said, ignoring his little joke. 

She walked around the car, running a finger tentatively across the hood, over the hood ornament. “Really nice.” 

“Wow!” She stepped back, still in awe.

Anthony shrugged. “It’s ok. It’s not as nice as my car at home.” 

“And what do you drive at home?” 

“Maybe I’ll just make you come visit me if you want to find out,” Anthony told her, only half kidding. He knew if he got her to come visit him he’d never want to let her leave. 

Anthony tossed their luggage in the trunk, liking the feel of their things all jumbled in there together, imagining them all jumbled in somewhere all together, too, like maybe in bed… and he tried to reign in those disturbing thoughts. 

Why? Because he’d just met her, because he didn’t know if she’d even accept him…and his needs…if she’d enjoy the things he did… making love to her feet and the rest of her body, worshipping her from the soles of her feet all the way up her dreamy little body. 

“I just might do that,” Fawn grinned, trailing her finger along the line of his jaw. She leaned in, placed a small kiss along the line, and gave him a shy smile.

“If I let you leave…” Anthony didn’t want to leave, he never wanted to leave. He didn’t want to leave her, or leave Hawaii. He hoped the two weeks he would be here went snail slow because he wanted to enjoy every single second. It was turning out to be a lot more fun than he’d planned. 

Of course, you didn’t plan for falling in love, did you? You couldn’t, could you? It was something that just happened, or it didn’t, but it was definitely happening now and Anthony couldn’t have stopped it if he’d have wanted to. When Fawn took his hand in hers, he let her, smiling happily. 

He helped her in the car, like the perfect gentleman, only letting go of her hand to make his way around to the other side, then he slid in next to her and saw, to his chagrin, and to his pleasure that she’d already slipped out of her sandals, kicking them back under the seat and stretching her pretty legs and pretty feet out on the roomy front floorboard. She wiggled her toes, and relief shone clear on her face. 

“Ah,” she sighed. “That feels so good to get out of those. I never want to wear shoes again.” 

Anthony could second that, but he did so silently, not wanting to scare his princess to be away… with what might just seem like outright weirdness to the uninitiated. Oh, how he wanted to initiate her, and her gorgeous footsies. He plotted, and planned, but he could not think of a way to do it, though, without seeming like a really odd duck to say the least. Surely there was a woman out there for him, that liked the things he liked…but was that Fawn? 

Oh, he hoped so, with all his heart…amongst other parts… 

Fawn apparently noticed those other parts noticing her, too, and shot him a wicked grin as she slid her hand down, and over, his parts. Oh, this was not going to be an easy drive at all, and maybe, just maybe he’d misjudged Fawn and her childlike innocence. Because behind that dewy eyed look it seemed that there beat the heart of a tigress. 

He wasn’t about to complain. 


Chapter 5

“Do you mind if I call you Tony?” Fawn asked, suddenly, staring at the tall, dark, and incredibly handsome stranger she’d had the good fortune of getting sat next to on the plane. 

“Everyone calls me Anthony…” he began. 

“Good, so I’ll call you Tony.” She grinned, and her handsome man, was a little bit less of a stranger. She noticed his grin, then. She found she liked that very much. 

“My mother used to call me Tony,” he confessed. 

“Is that a problem for you?” 

“Oh, no, I loved my mother very much….It’s actually kind of sweet…and I kind of like it that you’re the only one calling me that. “ 

Fawn glanced at him, felt a smile on her lips, lips that wanted to kiss him again, but, damn, the poor man was trying to drive, and damn, she wanted them to get there alive and in one piece, and so she figured she’d better let him drive. Drive them, wherever they were going, the hotel, wherever. 

“You can call me baby,” she said, “no one else calls me that but my mother.” 

“Ok, baby…mmm… I like calling you that.” 

She’d go wherever he wanted to. She wasn’t all that set on seeing her mother. She would rather just take off, like her mom had done. Her mother couldn’t blame her for wanting the same thing, now could she? 

Fawn sighed. But no, try as she might to be a free spirit, to be like her carefree mom, she just couldn’t do it. She felt a lot more responsibility, and so she’d do her duty, do this wedding thing no matter how much it scared her, how uncomfortable it might make her feel. Get it done. 

Besides, it just might not be too bad, not with Tony by her side. And, there would be cake, right? It was always a good time when you had a cake occasion to go to. She’d invite Tony, of course. But, just how, she wasn’t sure. 

Surely he didn’t just come here to spend time with her, he hadn’t even known her, of course. He must have had other plans, something. Well, she’d just have to make him change his mind, have to make him want to spend his time here with her. 

And, from the look on his face, even as he drove, she could tell that he already did… 

Good. He could be the best man, then. Her stepfather Kade didn’t have one yet. It was kind of an impromptu thing, for them, too. One day Kade had just turned to her mother, looked her in the eye and said, “It’s time, baby.” 

Her mother, Dawn, had asked time for what? And he’d just told her it was time to make this legal. And when he’d pulled the ring out, got down on his knees, well, there was no way Dawn could have said no. Her mother might be a lot of things, but she was no fool. 

The woman had been married to that man ever since she met him, in her heart, anyway. And that was where it really mattered, wasn’t it? Everything else was just a technicality. But, sometimes technicalities were necessary. 

Fawn wasn’t a fool either, and she was damn proud of her parents, all of them, and she was going to see that they had the best wedding ever; whatever she could do she would do it. And, right now, that meant ensuring a handsome, hunk of a man for the position of best man. 

She hadn’t even had an idea to do such a thing, until she saw Tony. Then she knew, the second she laid eyes on him. Before he even opened his. 

 She knew she wanted him…for that, ever since she’d had the idea, but for more than just that. A whole lot more. 

But, right now, as they pulled into the hotel parking lot all she could think about was the terrific macadamia pancakes they served here for breakfast, which was what she really wanted right now. That and for this sexy man to join her for a big plate of them. 


Chapter 6

“Your room is on the second floor, the elevator is to your left at the end of the hall. “ The pretty blonde desk attendant pointed the way as she handed Anthony his key card. Her gaze followed him, for a fraction of a second longer than necessary, and then fell to the desk, the paperwork again. She looked interested, and maybe when she’d seen Fawn getting a separate room, maybe thought he was alone. 

He wasn’t though, not by any stretch of the word. Fawn scooped up his hand, putting her purse in it, as if to make sure he knew it. He didn’t mind. He could hold her purse, her hand, all day, especially if he had her pretty feet in his lap. 

“Thank you,” Anthony said, stepping back from the counter, waiting as Fawn stepped up to get her key. 

The blond tapped on the computer, and a tiny frown made its way across her pretty face. 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” she said. “I don’t show any reservation for a Fawn Webber. Are you sure it was for tonight? And, of course we’re totally booked for tonight already.” 

“Of course…well, oh crap. Double crap! ” 

Fawn frowned. “My mother was supposed to make my reservation. I guess she must have forgot, or gotten the wrong day.” 

Her eyes met Anthony’s, and then she rolled them slightly, heaving out a sigh as she did.  “She’s a little scatterbrained sometimes…” 

“Well,“ Anthony didn’t know the woman, but he knew that planning a wedding was always a big deal for one, for men, too, but more for women, “she probably had a lot on her mind right now.” 

Fawn smiled again, “Yeah, I guess so, and me coming, too. “ 

“So, I guess I have to go on to my mom’s tonight…” She looked at Anthony. 

“You want to go, or at least maybe you could drive me? I don’t have a fancy car like yours.” 

“How far is it?” 

“Only about forty minutes.” 

Anthony looked at his watch, and, as he did, his stomach growled. 

As if on cue, a server passed, flaunting what must be a trolley full of food by all covered in silver serving ware and crisp white linens. 

“Do we have to go tonight?” He grinned, and rubbed his belly. 

“I’m starving.” 

Fawn laughed. “I’m starving, too, but I don’t have a room.” 

“You can stay in mine,” he offered, always the gentleman. 

“I have a suite, so there’s a sofa…if you want. Or, I can take it.” He shrugged. 

He couldn’t expect her to sleep with him, already, although that’s exactly what he wanted, more than anything. So he wasn’t a complete gentleman, so sue him. He smiled. And, suddenly wished he hadn’t gotten a suite, hadn’t had a stupid sofa after all. Damn it! 

Fawn took his hand. “No one’s sleeping on the sofa,” she smiled. 

“I couldn’t possibly. Sleeping on a sofa would kill my back…and I certainly couldn’t kick you out of your bed. “ 

Anthony smiled, shrugged good naturedly. 

“Whatever you want, baby. “ Anything you want. 

She leaned forward, gave him a sweet peck on the cheek. “Thank you.”

They followed the bell boy to the room, got everything tucked inside and made a beeline to the restaurant. 

Anthony ordered his usual cardiac arrest burger which came with double bacon and three kinds of cheese but only because he planned on eating Island style during his travels, fresh caught fish, lots of veggies, pineapple fresh from the plantation. It would be his last splurge, and since he ate healthy most of the time at home, he figured what the hell? He was on vacation, after all. 

He hoped, too, that maybe he’d get lucky and get a chance to burn off some of those calories very soon. A man could dream, couldn’t he? 


Chapter 7

Anthony looked over the last bite of his burger at Fawn, who nibbled daintily at a salad. She had a reserved and somewhat suspicious look on her face that almost made him put his bite of burger down. He wasn’t sure he liked that look at all. And he was surprised to see he was already starting to know her moods, her looks. He wasn’t sure exactly what this one meant, but he knew enough to know it meant something. 

As Fawn watched him polish off his fries, he finally wiped his fingers on the big cloth napkin and settled back full as could be. He’d be glad to get out of these pants, now, for more reasons than one. If only. 

She put down her fork and shoved the plate away. 

“You done, too, already?” Anthony asked, and when she nodded, he frowned slightly. 

“You didn’t eat enough to keep a bird alive, baby. I hope you’re not one of those girls who never eats a decent meal.” 

She laughed, and reached across the little table to take his hand, rubbed it with her fingers and, suddenly, he felt her feet, out of her sandals, slide on top of both of his feet, rest there. Possessing him with her gorgeous, sexy as hell feet without even knowing it. 

Possessing was the right word, he thought. Because he couldn’t have gotten away if he’d have wanted to. And he felt possessed, all right. 

He wished he’d been wearing loafers or maybe flip flops, something he could have slid out of, too, because he could only imagine how great feeling her footsies on his bare flesh would be. Suddenly, he had a sudden urge, despite his extreme fullness, for dessert… 

But, what he wanted wasn’t exactly on the dessert menu…

“I’m saving room for breakfast,“ Fawn explained. 

“They have the best macadamia pancakes in the whole world here. You gotta try them, Tony. “ 

“I will, “ Anthony replied, “on one condition.” 

Fawn arched a brow in his direction. “Oh yeah? What’s that?” 

“That you feed them to me…in bed.” 

“Oh, you naughty boy, you. “ She grinned, but her eyes said she didn’t mind. Her eyes told him she liked naughty boys just fine.  And he was more than willing to be her naughty boy any time.

“What am I going to do with you?” 

“Anything you want, as long as it involves pancakes and bed.”

Pancakes were optional, but, since they were his favorite breakfast, he figured he wouldn’t mind eating them, that’s for sure. 

Sex and pancakes was always a better option than just sex and no pancakes. 

Anthony kind of felt bad about running into bed with this poor little girl bed the first day he meets her, but, she was freaking hot and he wanted her so bad, not to mention he had to know, had to find out if she was going to turn down his advances. 

You might as well get something like that out of the way, right away, right? Rejection was easier if it was sooner, rather than later, right? Well, maybe not, but when the innocent little thing grabbed up her sandals and grabbed his hand in her other one and practically drug him barefoot, petal white soles flashing him, teasing him, making him follow… through the restaurant and to the elevator to their room and the big king size bed in it, he wondered just who the naughty one really was. 

Anthony didn’t mind, he didn’t mind one bit. If anything, it made him feel just a little less like a sex crazed maniac, which is what he’d felt like ever since he laid eyes on her. 

Maybe not less like a sex crazed maniac, but at least he knew her fervor at least matched his. 

He let her lead him to the bed, slide her hot and obviously horny body against his, lock her wet, glossy lips on his, kissing him like he’d never been kissed before, deep and dirty, with a longing that forced an equally strong response from him.

“What do you want, baby?” Now she was calling him baby…and he didn’t care. He didn’t care what she called him right now. He knew what he wanted, but, he choked, he balked. Somehow, he couldn’t say it. Couldn’t just do it. His heart pounded in his chest, hard, slamming against his rib cage with each heavy thud. Damn, he’d have to lay off those cardiac burgers if he was going to keep up with Fawn…

But, he balked, and when she slid a hand to his crotch, unzipping his pants, taking his monster of a cock out, with a huge smile. Taking it into her hands first, then into her mouth, surrounding him again with those luscious lips… he let her take him the way she wanted to, let her do what he knew she must think he wanted… and he did want it… this…very much, but it would have been better, could have been better if he’d have had just a little nibble of her luscious toesies. 

But, fuck it, he couldn’t scare her off right now, and he was too afraid he might lose her, not to mention he was too tied up at the moment to say anything or do anything but enjoy everything she was doing. 

It was the most phenomenal feeling ever, and when she laughingly shoved him back onto the bed, slid her skirt to the ground letting it puddle around her, hiding her feet from him for one murderously long moment, and then, she covered his mouth with hers and covered his body with hers and he lost all thought but of her. 


Chapter 8

Anthony awoke with Fawn nuzzling him, sliding close, like she wanted more, already. He came awake, kissed her, smiled to see her smile.

“Damn, woman, are you insatiable or what?” 

She laughed. “Apparently, when it comes to you, at least. Is that a bad thing?” 

He took her in his arms. “Hell no, you want to go again?” 

She frowned. “I do, baby, but I’m kind of starving.” 

“You should be, you didn’t eat hardly anything at dinner.” 

Her eyes met his. “I ate what I wanted…after we got back here. Didn’t you like it?” 

Oh god, that, that was awesome. “Oh yeah, you can have that anytime.” 

“Anytime?” He nodded. 

“Good,” she replied without hesitation. Anthony was just hoping she’d slide down, do it all again. Her little soft lips were magic, all right, but, instead she turned over, grabbed the room service menu off the table. 

“I’ll keep that in mind…right after breakfast.” 

Anthony pouted, which made Fawn laugh and she slid close kissed his pooched out lip, gave it a nibble. “Don’t worry, baby, I’ll eat you later. Promise. “ 

Then, she was already lifting the phone, not giving him a chance to protest, ordering two plates of macadamia pancakes, berries and cream, orange juice.

“Do you drink coffee?” 

“Oh, god, yes, please. “ 

She grinned. “And two coffees.” 

They ate pancakes in bed, in companionable silence since they were both snarfing down pancakes and sugary syrup. Anthony finished first, and watching her stick a forkful of pancake in her mouth, studying her, started to make his anatomy, unwittingly harden. He wanted to be in there, again, too. Hell, yeah. 

But, he had to do something, say something. He’d never had a serious relationship that seemed like it could go somewhere serious, but this, Fawn, he could see this and her becoming very serious, and so he had to do something and quick, because he knew, no matter what else, he wouldn’t ever be completely happy, not without his foot needs satisfied. 

He’d tried that once, and it just hadn’t worked. What could he say, he’d been younger and dumber then, and not as sure of what he wanted and needed out of life and out of sex and out of a relationship. But, now he knew, he knew he wanted Fawn, but would she want him…after she knew what he wanted?

He pondered how to bring such a thing up, properly, all the while steeling himself for rejection. He, unfortunately, was still uber focused on her pretty lips as he did all this thinking, and his other head started it’s own thinking…becoming rock hard as he pictured her toes, remembering the feel of them on his legs, on his body, last night, imagining what it would be like to nuzzle them, to lick and taste and tease them, teasing a laugh out of her, if she were ticklish, teasing other arousing emotions out of her whether she was ticklish or not…

Suddenly, next to him, Fawn sat upright and let out a shriek. 

“Oh shit!” She was staring at her side, at his plate… which was tipped her way, thanks to his bulging erection that had somehow shot up to attention, without warning, tipping the plate which was now dripping amber liquid all over her.  She started, leaned away quickly, knocking the glass of ice water onto her lap. 

She jumped out of the bed, sending her own plate of pancakes flying, and landed right in the sticky mess on the floor. It was a comical, sticky mess, and when she tried to make for the bathroom, the look on her face was even richer, as she lifted her lovely little toes and he saw it. She’d landed right in the plate which was still drenched in syrup. 

When she lifted her foot, he could see the amber liquid dripping off of it. She looked lost. It was like he could see the gears in her mind shift, try to work, stall. How would she get to the bathroom, get cleaned up, without leaving a sticky trail the whole way? 

“Shit!” she said, again, for emphasis. And Anthony had to laugh, then. How could he not? 

But, then he took pity on her, and took advantage of the situation, too. 

He slid over to her side of the bed, up and out, gingerly, taking care not to get in the syrup himself. He took her in both arms, kissed her surprised lips, and shoved her back onto the bed, kneeling before her. 

“I got this baby,” he told her, and when she looked at him questioningly, he continued, “This may seem a little strange, but I think you just might like it.” 

“Lay back, baby. Close your eyes. Relax. ” 

She did, and Anthony did what he’d been wanting to do ever since he laid eyes on those pretty feet, he lapped and suckled and kissed each toe taking his own sweet time, and even more once he heard her soft moans begin, oh yeah, she liked this, almost as much as he did, maybe, but he couldn’t be sure because he liked it almost more than anything in the world. The syrup was good, too, a bonus. He’d have to remember that, he thought. For later…

When she was ready, clean, and Anthony had a raging hard on that was almost painful by now, Fawn sat up, resting her hands on his head, on his shoulders, stroking him. 

“That was fantastic, better than fantastic, baby, whatever that is.” She grinned, wickedly, “It was out of this world.” 

“I’m glad you liked it,” Anthony told her, “I’ve wanted to do that, since I saw you.” 

“On the plane?” He nodded. “You perv,” she teased. Then she pulled him up, drawing him to her, running an appreciative look over his cock. 

“That’s what I love about you, baby. You make life interesting.” She said, and her eyes said she meant it one hundred percent. 

“But now, I want you to fuck me…and maybe you can do something else with that mouth of yours… I have more syrup. “

Anthony looked over, saw she was holding the little syrup dispenser knowingly in one hand. She winked. 

“Why not? “ He laughed. “The bed’s already toast.” 

Fawn giggled and pulled him to her, sliding him into her, with a huge sigh of contentment, and then when their bodies started to move together, pick up force and speed, she moaned her pleasure, calling his name. 

“Tony. Oh, god, Tony. …” 

She bent her knees, slid her feet up, letting him nuzzle them as he came…with her… for her, surrounded by the lovely scent, the lovely feel, the softness of her, everywhere. 


Chapter 9

A satisfied Fawn ran around the room, trying to gather all the things she’d got out to shower and make herself pretty this morning, after the pancake incident. Her lithe little body was still pretty damn tantalizing even sans syrup, Anthony noted with appreciation. 

“Stop staring and move, baby, we gotta be out of here by checkout.”  She’d forgotten he’d had reservations for two weeks. 

“I don’t… “

And then she remembered. “Well, you’ll just have to cancel your reservations, baby, you are coming with me, aren’t you? 

Of course he was. He wouldn’t have left her for the world, and so he grabbed the phone, made the arrangements. 

“We have to get to my parent’s house. I told them we’d be there by noon. “ 

“What?” Anthony looked at his watch.

“Crap!”  If they were going to make it, they ought to be leaving in less than fifteen minutes.

Anthony threw clothes in his bag, jumped in the shower, scrubbed syrup off and rubbed shampoo into his hair for the quickest shower of his life. 

When he came out, Fawn was stark naked, ready to jump in after him.

“Aw, you’re already done?” She flashed him her pouty face and he kissed those luscious lips. 

“Yeah, baby, sorry.” 

She tossed her head and laughed. “It’s ok, I guess. We’d never have gotten out of here on time otherwise.” 

She gave him another kiss and shut the door in his face. 

Damn, he didn’t even get to watch? Oh well, like she said, they’d never have gotten out of here on time. 

He called the desk, cancelled his remaining reservations and marveled when Fawn came out, with sexy damp whips of hair framing her face that made him want to kiss them back, but, the fact that she made it out in time made him even happier. 

He never liked being late, but going to meet her parents, he realized he especially didn’t want to be late. It was a trip to be meeting them already, but, he found he wasn’t nearly as nervous as he might have been if he’d had more time to think about it. 

Fawn stole up behind him, surprising him out of his thoughts, and slipped her arms around him, giving him a big hug.

“Ready, baby?” 

He was, and feeling his erection at her touch, he realized he was ready in more ways than one, but, dammit, since he assumed she meant ready to leave he nodded, gave her a winning grin and tried to ignore it, for now, grabbing their bags. 

Traffic was good, and they were pulling into the little driveway that Fawn pointed out right on schedule. 

Anthony followed her up to the door, watched as Fawn pulled a note down that had been taped up. 

In the studio…come on back! Love, mom! 

“The studio?” 

Fawn nodded. “Her dance studio, she gives hula lessons, mainly to little girls, local ones, but some tourists, too. “ 

Hula lessons? Oh, sheesh. Anthony thought maybe he’d died and gone to heaven. 

He was almost afraid to ask, but he had to know. “Do you…can you...?” 

He was already imagining Fawn’s perfect feet decked out in a floral wreath and making those hypnotic moves that drove him crazy. He hadn’t thought of that…yet. 

“Of course! My mother teaches classes. I’d have had to go whether I wanted to or not!” She laughed. 

“Did you want to?” 

“Well, yeah, but more to socialize and hang out with my friends. All the girls did it. I’m an only child, so I’d have been pretty bored otherwise.” 

Anthony nodded. “Will you dance for me sometime?” 

“Of course, silly. If you want me to.” She kissed him. “I should warn you, though, I’m a little rusty.” 

Then she grabbed his hand tugging him around to the back of the house to a huge outdoor dance studio filled with little girls in hula skirts swaying to Hawaiian music and waving and giggling to each other.

Well, that wasn’t exactly what he’d hoped for, but as long as Fawn was going to dance for him, he supposed he’d be all right. He’d get his Hula fix in somehow. 

And then, a tall woman in a hula skirt swooped down on them, swooping Fawn up in a big hug. 

“Fawnie! Baby! ” 

“Mother.” Fawn smiled, but Anthony could see reservation on her face. He didn’t blame her. 

“It’s been so long.” 

“It’s been…forever… “ Fawn started. 

“I know,” her mother said, rubbing her shoulders. “I’m hoping we can fix that…” 

Fawn nodded. “Me, too.” 

“Who’s your friend?” 

Fawn turned, gave him a sidelong along with a little wink. 

“This is Tony, my husband. Tony, meet my mother, Dawn.” 

“Oh, wow, you’re married? You beat me!” Her mother laughed. 

She hugged her daughter again. “You should have told me. “

She looked from Fawn to Anthony back to Fawn again. Somehow Anthony kept a straight face, at least he thought he did a pretty decent job, considering. Damn, she owed him big-time for this! 

“He’s really your husband? “ Dawn asked, and Fawn’s eyes dropped, “Ok, ok, he’s not my husband, he’s just my fiancé, she said, her voice lower. 

Dawn’s gaze fell to her daughter’s ring finger, noting its glaring bareness. 

“We’re going shopping for rings, here. I thought maybe you could give me some advice, mom.” 

“Oh, sure, “Dawn smiled. 

She stuck her left hand out, showing off her dazzling piece of the rock. 

Damn. It was nice. Big, sparkly, and surely expensive as heck. Anthony knew that when and if ever, he’d want Fawn to have one just as big and sparkly.

“We bought it at Michaels.” 

“Sweet, we might have to go look there, right Tony?” Fawn elbowed him, and he nodded. 

Oh, she was so going to pay him back for this little whopper he was helping her tell. 

“Miss Webber? “ It was one of the girls. “Can you help me?” 

“Be right there, baby,” Dawn said, with a big smile for the child. Then she looked at her daughter. 

“Can you help out with class? We have so many new students.” 

“It’s been a long time, mom…” 

“It’s just like riding a bicycle, dear. Besides, it’ll be fun.” 

Fawn laughed. “It does sound like fun. I haven’t danced in forever.” 

She grabbed Tony’s hand, pulled him along after her mother. 

“Want to watch?” 

Anthony smirked and gave her a smack on the butt. “Of course.” 

He kissed her lips quick. “As if you had to ask.” 

Chapter 10

After a long day of sightseeing and shopping with Fawn and her parents, Anthony was exhausted. 

“You two can have this room, “Dawn pointed to a room at the far end of the hall. 

“That’s perfect, mom. Thank you.” Fawn gave her mother a quick peck on the cheek, and opened the door while Anthony brought in their things. 

When the door closed he set down the last bag and scooped Fawn up into his arms. 

“What the hell did you mean telling her that?” He wasn’t mad, he was shocked, or had been at first, anyway. 

But, now that he’d had all day to think it over, Anthony decided that marrying Fawn wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world. He’d fallen in love with her at first sight, practically, or so it seemed. But, she probably was just kidding, right? She had to be. His luck couldn’t be that good.

But, if she wasn’t, maybe that meant she really would be his foot princess forever. Sure, they hadn’t known each other long, they should get to know each other a lot more before saying “I do”, but they could have a long engagement, do it when they were both sure, both ready. If she was serious.

Fawn shrugged. “Sorry baby, I just felt like I had to. She was getting married… I didn’t want to seem like I couldn’t at least do as well as she was… and I, I… “ Her voice trailed off. 

Anthony sat down on the bed, pulled her onto his lap, after which he realized might not have been a good idea, because the feel of those sweet cheeks on his crotch was not doing good things towards the goal of sitting together and having a conversation.  He’d be more likely to be stripping her down soon. Maybe she’d talk fast… 

She sniffled, and leaned her head into the crook of his neck. 

“The truth is, I haven’t ever met anyone that I wanted to marry…until you.” 

“Besides, she’d never have let us share a room, otherwise.” Fawn grinned. 

“But, mostly, I lied because I wanted it to be true…”  

And, as she said it, she kicked off her sandals, slid over and slipped both of her sexy soft dovelike feet into his lap, teasing, taunting him with her toes, rubbing him, there, making him so hard, he was pulling her back, pushing her back into the pillows. 

He looked up. Saw her eyes closed, her head tipped back, already anticipating the pleasure he’d give her… and he was already anticipating it too… 

“When I was watching you today it was so hot watching you dance like that, in the beauty here, everywhere here is beautiful, but, nothing is as beautiful as you.”  

Fawn grinned.

He took her feet in his hands, stroking, kneading, rubbing each toe, stroking her sole, rubbing her heel one first and then the other. 

“When you were dancing, these lovely toes looked like butterflies to me, magical, beautiful, and the way they flew, was perfect, breathtaking to see. It made me want to catch them, kiss them. Like this.”

He knelt and his tongue flicked over each tiny tasty toe , savoring it, weaving his tongue between and through them, as she giggled at first, then moaned softly as she got into it and as he got into it, into her, and her beautiful feet that were, could be, his, all his, if he wanted them.

And he did, he realized he really, really did. He wanted all of her. From the toes right up to the top of her head, and everything in between. 

Anthony sucked each toe into his mouth, suckling each one like a tender morsel, a delight, something so sweet you’d expect it to melt in your mouth it was that good, but no, it didn’t, he could suck and nibble it as long as he wanted and it wasn’t going anywhere, he could feel it in her body, feel the bed sink as she settled in, relaxed even more fully, giving herself and her magic hula feet all to him… 
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