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Chapter 1

Mark Allen cleared his throat, fastened his name tag which said simply Mark A. using only his last initial just like back in junior high. There’d been Mark R. , the jock who’d won state in just about everything under the sun, there’d been Mark S., the nerd who headed the chess club, the math club, yes, there was such a thing, and was probably working at his dream job at NASA at this very moment. 

Mark A. didn’t feel even a hint of jealousy, because today he was starting his dream job. He’d finished his cosmetology degree in the nail arts two weeks ago, passing with flying colors, and had just opened his nail salon, thanks to the money he’d inherited from his late parents. He just wished they were around to see what he’d done with the old run down salon he’d bought out from the previous owners. He was a miracle worker, all right, and nails weren’t his only forte. 

But, they were his favorite. He did a fine job with sculpting gel nails and his artistic side loved the unique look of the custom artwork he created on each and every one of his female customer’s fingernails. He’d been top of his class, winning every competition he’d entered while in school. His clientele list reflected that little fact as well. He’d already won quite a few premium customers away from other salons simply because of his outstanding attention to detail, that and the fact that he went above and beyond the call of duty in all things.

But, he lived and breathed for the genuine soul pleasing pleasure of the pedicure. He loved making women’s beautiful feet even more beautiful; branding them with his unique brand of artwork that stood out anywhere they went. 

It put a smile on his face to know that even more women everywhere, everywhere in the vicinity of his salon, his town, would be wearing lovely open toe shoes, strappy sandals and peekaboo kitten heels and even going deliciously barefoot, because of him. Because once they saw what he did to their feet they couldn’t bear to keep them covered up a second longer. 

That’s what Mark liked to think, anyway, and that’s what he liked to see because the sight of those bare and peek-a –boo toe peepshows made him one happy man. If he could only find his very own foot princess to serve and adore he would be the happiest man on the planet, but until then he was a happy man doing the job he most loved in the world. How many people could truly say they loved going to work each and every day? From what Mark had heard from his various male buddies he was somewhat of a rarity. 

He kind of felt sorry for the cubicle monkeys, as his best friends Andrew and Josh who worked as legal assistants for one of the biggest law firms in town, referred to themselves jokingly, after a couple of beers. Mark could hang with the boys just as well as any dude. 

“Why did you pick such a girly job?” Allen had asked, last Saturday over pizza with the works and Samuel Adams to wash it down. 

“Do you get to fondle beautiful women all day and get paid for it?” Mark asked his friend, with a smug grin. 

Allen shook his head and he shut the hell up about Mark’s job being girly after that. He was obviously jealous. He hadn’t had a date, that night, either, or he would never have been spending the evening with Mark and Josh. 

Josh’s wife was out of town at a business conference for the real estate agency that she worked for and that was his excuse for being there. Mark didn’t mind that he was his buddies’ second choice for the night. If he’d had a lovely lady to enchant he’d have preferred to be doing that, too. Wouldn’t anyone? 

The bell on the glass door tinkled, announcing the arrival of Mark’s first appointment of the day. Mallory McGuire. Mallory was a nice young thing with dream worthy tootsies that she often let him paint flamingo pink. He’d been doing her nails each week at the salon school studio where he’d done his training and she always requested him so he was well acquainted with her needs and her feet. She’d followed him here, naturally, when he’d decided to open his own shop as did many of the other ladies.

If nothing else, Mark could always say a lot of ladies wanted him. That’s what he bragged to his buddies about, when they all got to bragging over beers. It made him feel like a stud, a little bit, thinking of it that way, but all he wanted was one lady who wanted him in the right way and wanted the things he did. 

“Hey, Mark,” she said, her voice ringing clear through the whole salon. She smiled, and raised a hand in a friendly wave.  

“Hello, beautiful,” Mark smiled and took her hand, holding it in his for a moment as he casually stole a glance at her graceful feet that were clad today in a natural fiber wedge heel that would go beautifully with any summer outfit, any sundress you could think of. He smiled, his face showing his genuine pleasure at seeing Mallory, and especially her gorgeous to-die-for tosies. 

It was just about summer, and the women’s choice of clothes definitely showed it. Business would be picking up soon, and a lot. You could hide your feet in the winter, with heavy socks and boots, but you had to let them show in the summer time, baby. That was probably why Mark loved summer time better than any other time of the year. 

“Mani and pedi?” Mark said, hoping, hoping … daring to dream that Mallory wasn’t in a hurry, or too broke… and would choose a mani only. When she’d booked, she’d only said nails, which usually meant both, but Mark had been too busy at the moment to ask. But, he wasn’t too busy now and he couldn’t wait to get his hands on Miss McGuire’s scrumptious feet. Hell, he didn’t have another appointment until ten. He’d offer her a free pedi if he had to… but only if he had to… he had bills to pay, too, and the salon still got a lot of walk in traffic. 

“The works,” she smiled, “I think I can afford it now. I got a new job today. As the new manager  at Sinfully Sweet.”  Mark knew she’d been finishing her business degree, and was glad she’d found a job so quickly. 

She gave him a look that was more sinful than sweet and Mark felt himself harden between that and those luscious toes as she slipped off the shoes. He bent down, untied the laces wrapped sexily around her ankles and upward. Whoever thought of that style of shoe ought to be knighted, he thought. It was sheer, sexy genius all the way. 

“The ice cream place? “ Mark asked, and she nodded. 

Mark took her hand, helped her into the massage chair poised over the foot spa and rolled his chair between her legs.

“You should come by. I’ll give you an extra scoop…on the house, if you do a good job today.” 

“I always do a good job, don’t I?” Mark laughed, picking her yummy bare feet up, taking those soft, smooth, white delicate feet into his hands, savoring their smoothness, savoring the heat, the nearness. Oh, he wanted those tempting toes in his mouth right now, wanted to give her a foot job to remember, but he wasn’t sure how she felt about such things, and he thought she might have a boyfriend. He wanted to ask, but was almost afraid to, almost. 

Yeah, Mark would take her up on that extra scoop of ice cream all right, but only if he got to lick it from between her toes. 

She probably thought he was gay, anyway, Mark thought. A lot of the girls that came in did, because well, yes, what he did wasn’t exactly the most masculine job in the world, Mark would be the first to admit that little fact. But, he bet that he liked his job a hell of a lot more than those manly men out there digging ditches or whatever manly jobs they did. He loved his job. Who wouldn’t?

It let him play with women’s feet all day long. He could smell them, the luscious aroma as they slipped their shoes off, he could feel them, massage them, wash and decorate and scrub them. He could do just about anything he wanted to do with them except what he really wanted to do with them, suck them, lick them all over, tickle their soles with his tongue, give them a foot job they’d remember for the rest of their life, one that would bring them to their knees in pleasure as it brought him that much pleasure just thinking about doing it as he rubbed and massaged and trimmed pretty toenails straight across, filing and buffing and painting on pretty French nail tips or the new colored tips that were so popular with the pretty young things nowadays. 

He’d meet his princess someday, and he thought that he was a damn lot closer to having a chance to do that here than at some desk job somewhere or doing just about any other job he could imagine doing. In the meantime, he was going to enjoy every scrumptious moment of his kick-ass job. 


Chapter 2

Mark massaged Mallory’s feet a little longer than usual, savoring the feel of them slipping through his hands, covered in the jojoba almond massage oil that he always slathered on and got so many compliments on, both for the smell, which was out of this world heavenly, and for his technique. He didn’t dare tell anyone just how many hours he’d spent learning it, practicing it, perfecting it, above and beyond the call of duty. They might think he was some kind of freak, and Mark knew that whatever anyone said about him he was not a freak.

He simply had discerning tastes, and was able to enjoy and fully appreciate women to their fullest; including body parts that many men and women didn’t even realize were totally erotic. He felt bad for those unknowing fools out there, the ones who would call him freak if they only knew. They sure didn’t know what they were missing, and what they were missing was fantastic. 

He could also smell the earthy and seductive smell of her feet even beneath the scented oils. He always used light scents, anyway, not only to avoid clashes with a customer’s choice of perfume, but for himself, so as not to completely mask that heady aroma that could drive him wild if he’d let it, if he’d have her toes in his face where he wanted, licking and smelling and rubbing his face all over them, teasing, tickling her with his soft baby faced just shaven skin, or maybe with his scruff of whiskers, scratchy and rough on her soft skin. 

And then he’d sooth away any discomfort from the rough strokes with his gentle hands or maybe with long laps from his talented tongue. Among other things he prided himself on knowing a hell of a lot more ways to pleasure a woman with his tongue and other parts… than most men ever dreamed of. 

While Mark got his thrills kneading and pushing and pulling and teasing her feet, he looked up, noticing the ethereal look on Mallory’s angelic face. She looked like she was truly enjoying the extra attention he was giving her feet and his heart leapt, realizing what a damn good sign that was. Maybe, just maybe. Well, he dared not put a voice to that dream this early, not even within his own head, lest he jinx himself…and what he might discover with Mallory, if she was interested… and if she wasn’t too freaked out by everything. 

He wasn’t stupid. Relationships were tough enough anyway, let alone having a little idiosyncrasy you had to explain… ok, fetish. There, he’d used the word, which really wasn’t a dirty word at all, no matter how much people liked to treat it as such. How many men had a breast fetish? He bet there were tons, but there was a lot more to enjoy on a woman than just breasts. 

“Oooh, that tickles,” Mallory squealed, drawing her foot back, away from him, just the tiniest bit. Mark felt the loss, wanted it back, rolled forward on his rolling throne and claimed his prize, holding it firmly in his hands. She met Mark’s eyes, then, and, with a shy smile said, “I’m a little ticklish, if you couldn’t tell.”

Mark smiled. “I could, actually. “ 

“Sorry,” he murmured, giving her a winning grin. “I’m just glad I didn’t hurt you.” 

He never hurt a woman in his life, and especially not her feet. But, it was always best to cover your bases, make sure your customers were one hundred percent satisfied with the job you did on their feet, or anywhere else, for that matter. He would like to do a few more things to them, too, like run his tongue in lazy eights through her delicate toes, lapping the delicate flesh in between each and every on of her perfect toes. He’d do that for at least an hour, and then move on to suckling each one until he got his fill of her and not a moment less… in his dreams, anyway. 

“My brother used to hold me down and tickle me mercilessly when we were kids.“ Mallory confided, with a pretty blush creeping across her face.

“I hated that so much.” 

“That was mean,” Mark told her, and he meant it. 

He would never tickle a woman either, on purpose, unless she wanted him to, that is. He’d never torture her or anyone else like that, Mark thought. Sure, he wouldn’t mind stroking her soles with a feather, oh-so delicately, watching her soft flesh quiver in anticipation, and then putting his mouth where his feather had been… but he would only do such a thing for pleasure, not to torture someone. That was so cruel. Mark felt like slapping the senseless jerk upside the head one for Mallory right now, so what if it was years ago. 

As if she could read his thoughts, Mallory spoke again, softer this time. “I was so glad the day James went away to college. You would not believe it. And, it saved his butt, too,” she grinned. “Because I’d just gotten my black belt that month and finally had the confidence to put it to good use the next time he started shit with this little sis!” 

Mark laughed. “I bet you’d have kicked his butt big- time.” 

“I sure would have, or I’d have broken a foot trying,” she grinned. 

Mark recoiled in horror at the thought of one of these pretty babies broken, hidden away in a cast for weeks, turning all sorts of shades of purple and green and yellow as the bruising and bones healed themselves. 

Whew! Thank goodness that hadn’t happened. 

And what if she’d been disfigured, her foot not mending exactly right. Well, he supposed while her absolute perfection was nice, he’d still have admired her feet any way he could get them in his hot little hands… He supposed it would have simply added character. Still, he was ecstatic that the worst had been avoided. 

Still somewhat worried, he voiced his concern, trying to be casual.

“You don’t still do that Karate stuff, do you? “ 

Mallory laughed, “Not unless someone attacks me.” 

Mark felt a lot better, then, knowing that in this town, it wasn’t too likely the girl would have to utilize those skills very often. It was a pretty quiet and laid back place most of the time. That was probably why he stuck around, why he loved it here so very much. Why he’d made it his home here.  All he needed was someone to share it with, now, he realized, casting a glance up at the gorgeous creature in his chair. 

Damn he was falling in love with this girl more and more each time he saw her… her and her dreamy feet. He could imagine rubbing his hard cock on them, between them, fucking them…enjoying them, and her, every way a man can… 

He found himself, uncomfortably, growing harder now even just thinking about it… 


Chapter 3

Mark was just getting ready to paint Mallory’s pretty perfect toenails and grabbed the bottle off the little table. She put her hand over his, stopping his movement, smiling broadly when he looked up, meeting her eyes. 

“I’ve decided I want you to go deeper.” 

Mark blinked, not sure he heard her right, and if he did, he certainly wasn’t sure what she meant by that. 

“Excuse me?”

“Deeper pink, silly,” Mallory placed a hand on his shoulder, and wriggled her toes in his hand. He just about lost it right then and there, but, somehow he managed to hold his load. He wondered for how much longer, though?” 

“What were you thinking?” Her voice said that she knew, though, and that she didn’t seem to mind one bit, that maybe she liked the idea, too. How lucky was that? If it was true, anyway.

But, he thought it was. It must be. The tilt of her head, the way her eyes darkened, the wicked grin on her face said it all. She wanted him deep inside her, and she didn’t even realize how deep he was into her already, deep into her gorgeous feet. He let his gaze drop, snuck another peek at them before meeting her gaze again. 

Mark blushed; he couldn’t help it, but didn’t draw his eyes away, this time.  He was too focused on Mallory right now. He’d do just about anything she asked of him, and if she wanted deeper, he would be more than happy to give her deeper, all the way deep, any where she wanted it, and any way. He imagined fucking her arches as she squeezed his cock with those feet he could see in his dreams already. He wished! 

But, realistically, he figured that she probably meant the color of nail polish. Damn it. Besides, if she didn’t he would be in a world of hurt hitting on his female customers just for their feet. Not that that was the only thing he was interested in on this one, he loved absolutely everything about Mallory. 

He just hoped that she loved, or could grow to love what he did, pleasuring her feet and taking his own pleasure in them, their scent, their feel, their taste, every little thing about them from picking out pretty strappy sandals that would show off those perfect arches even more perfectly, to accessories like toe rings that he’d slip off of her with his tongue. 

Damn, if he ever got married, he’d put a wedding toe ring on his bride, with his teeth! Not at the public ceremony, of course, but definitely at their private one, in the privacy of their bedroom later .

“I think I know exactly the color that would look perfect on you,” Mark told her, “it’s a new shade we just got in.” 

He didn’t ask, just got up and got the bottle, brought it over, and sat back down perfectly poised between Mallory’s sweet, sweet legs and even sweeter feet. Judging by the look on her face she loved the color too, or maybe it was something else she loved? A man could dream, couldn’t he? 

“It’s perfect,” she said, contentedly, purring out the word, and settling back into the massage chair, flipping the switch to massage the rest of her as Mark worked on her toes. If you could really call such a thing, work. Mark certainly didn’t.  He was in heaven. He was enjoying his work way too much, a little too much maybe, but it was hard not to, and that wasn’t the only thing that was hard, his cock was throbbing hard against his pants.

Mark adjusted his apron, hoping to hide what would surely be an embarrassing development on the job. He stole a glance at Mallory who’d closed her eyes and tilted her head back in pure pleasure. The little satisfied cat grin on her face was…priceless. He was glad to be able to be the one who’d  put it there, at least for now.  

Crap! He was letting his infatuation creep its way into his work, something he swore he’d never allow to happen. How could this happen? He’d been so careful, so reserved, so professional in the beginning, was that way with the others. What was it about Mallory, the ice cream Queen, that melted his heart, and caused other parts of him to become inflamed beyond belief… 

Oh, man, he needed some relief, now. And, glancing at the clock, he saw that he was sure not to have even a few minutes for a quick release of pent up tensions in the bathroom after he finished with Mallory, and got her on her way and on her way to the rest of her day. No, Shelia would be here any time, she was always early, and she never went for a pedi. 

Her tightwad husband wouldn’t think of the expense of that, was barely ok with her getting her biweekly manicure. Why women even ever married men like that Mark would never figure out, not if he lived to be a hundred years old. He’d let his woman have a pedi every week, hell, every day, but, of course, he’d want to do it himself. 

But, he’d damn well make sure she had the money to spend on those other things a girl needs to enjoy life. He was partial, of course, to lovely new shoes, and would take his woman shoe shopping himself if she’d let him. That would be so much such fun. All he needed now was the woman… one just like…this one… 

Oh, he wanted her so bad, right now! 

Mark groaned out loud, before he realized he’d done it out loud. 

“Does your back hurt?” Mallory asked, looking at him with genuine concern on her face. 

“Stooping all day like that, it must…” 

“I could give you a backrub, sometime, since you always give me such an awesome foot rub while you do my nails. “ 

She winked, seductively; at least he thought she was being seductive. He didn’t want to think that maybe she’d somehow realized his secret, was teasing him, and taunting him with her tantalizing and totally tempting feet. I’ll rub yours if you rub mine, he thought, but he knew he’d rub hers no matter what. That was just who he was. And he was very, very happy being exactly who and what he was. 

Damn, damn, damn!


Chapter 4

Oh, but, he wanted to take her up on her offer, all right…and how. Mark wasn’t sure that would be wise, though, since he wasn’t totally sure she wasn’t teasing him. He had a reputation to live up to, and had to take care his professional image was protected. Otherwise he wouldn’t get pretty toesies in his hands like this anymore for a living and would get stuck in one of those nasty old cubicles just like Allen and Josh. 

He’d probably get stuck working in one right alongside them, actually, so they could rub it in his face every day at break time. No way was he going there.  Mark would take his time, be careful, but he sure as hell wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth, or foot and not take it.

If Mallory wanted to see him outside of work, outside the salon, why not? What harm could it possibly do to just check it out, take things slow, see what might happen? 

He finished up with some soothing lotion, rubbing it into her heels and sliding her shoes back on for her. 

Mallory grinned, and tipped very nicely.

“That’s way too much,” Mark began, but Mallory cut him off midsentence. 

“Take it. You deserve it.  You definitely earned it today.”  She smiled, pressing the money into his hand, and brushing his palm with her thumb warmly as she did so.

“Besides,” she continued, “I can afford it now… I know I couldn’t always tip you as well as you deserved, before. “ 

Mark smiled. “Thank you,” he said. 

He took the money, but he gave her a wicked grin as he did it. 

“I’ll take this on one condition,” he watched, amused, as she tipped her head to the side, waiting for his condition. 

“You have to let me take you out sometime with it…” He knew it was probably too much, too bold, but dammit life was too short not to go for what you want and what he wanted right now was Mallory McGuire from the top of her pretty little head all the way down to her toes. 

She laughed, god he loved the sound of her laugh, bubbly and bright it flowed out of her on a current and swept him along with her happiness, too. 

“I get off at nine,” she told him, then bounded for the door. “Crap! And I’m almost late…” 

Halfway through the door, she turned back to him. 

She caught his eye. “Don’t forget to stop by for that extra scoop.” 

And then, with a wave, she was gone, the door tinkling, and Mark’s thoughts spinning and it definitely wasn’t ice cream he was thinking of…


Chapter 5   

Mark checked his appointment book one last time, making sure he hadn’t overlooked any appointments. Nope, he was clear until two. He tucked the book back into its space on the desk and made for the door, flipping the sign on it around to “closed”. 

He had time for lunch. He’d grab a sandwich at Sinfully Sweet and get his free scoop of ice cream for dessert. His mouth watered thinking of Mallory sharing it with him, but, damn, she would be working and so that wasn’t gonna happen now, was it? 

It would be like him wrapping his lips around a client’s toes while in the middle of a job. But, now, the only client and the only toes he was thinking about were Mallory’s which definitely were sinfully sweet. Sinfully sweet to see, and sinfully sweet to feel…to touch and rub…to massage… and he would bet they tasted even sweeter. Sweeter than anything else they had at Sinfully Sweet, he’d bet his bank account on that. 

Mark walked in, smiling to see Mallory working away at the counter, directing the teens working with ease. They seemed like they liked her, and she seemed at ease with them. Probably glad the new boss wasn’t an old fogy with a power trip he supposed. He remembered his days in fast food, and was genuinely glad they were over. 

Mallory’s face lit up when she saw him in line which made Mark glad he’d come. 

“Well, hello,” she purred. “I haven’t seen you in forever…” 

Mark laughed. “I’ll take a club sandwich,” he told her. “When do you get your lunch?” 

“Not till two,” she lamented, and Mark swore he could hear her tummy rumble. He felt sorry for her. She probably wasn’t used to lunch rushes, and late lunches. The poor thing. “Can’t you get away for a few minutes, anyway? I’d love to have you join me.” 

Mallory turned, scanned the line of customers, and gave the teen at the register a pat on the shoulder. 

“You’re doing great, Amy. Can you handle it without me for a few? “  

The girl nodded. “I got this, Missus Maguire. Go have fun with your boyfriend.” 

“He’s not my boyfriend…just a…friend…” but her look said maybe she wished that he was. Mark’s heart leapt with joy at the thought. 

Mallory grabbed herself a Coke and they made their way to a corner booth where they could at least hear themselves think. Where they might even be able to hear themselves talk over the dull roar of toddlers screaming for ice cream and teens chatting about everything from video games to what they were going to buy at the mall, and what they were wearing for the upcoming prom.  

Mark picked up half of his sandwich, offered it to her, and Mallory hungrily took it, taking a bite right out of his hand. 

These are awesome,” she grinned. “I’ve never tried one, before.” 

Mark handed her the rest of the sandwich half. “I don’t need the whole thing anyway,” he grinned. His hunger was not for food… 

“I wasn’t going to eat, till later…but, I’m starving!” 

“So how’s the new job going?” 

Mallory wrinkled her nose. “It would be great…except for these shoes!” She stuck her foot out. She was still wearing the strappy sandals he’d put on her. 

“I was going to grab something more comfortable…and I forgot! Can you believe that? “ 

Mark laughed. “Your feet must be killing you.” 

“Oh, they are!” Mallory grimaced as she chewed. 

“Why don’t you put them up for a few minutes?” 

“What?” 

Mark patted his lap, under the tablecloth. “Elevate them and give them a break for a bit.” 

Mallory got it, and with a relieved sigh she lifted both legs and placed her feet onto his lap. 

“Ah, that’s better.” 

Mark smiled, and slid the sandals off, setting them on the booth on the other side of him. He took one of her feet in each hand and ran a thumb lovingly over the tops, caressing them, then took both in one hand, kneading and massaging the poor dainty overworked foot as he watched her face glow with pleasure that was most definitely not just the sandwich. 

He rubbed the other foot, as well, taking his time and not missing a single spot with his agile fingers. He could feel himself growing hard, and wondered why he kept doing this to himself. But, no, he wasn’t exactly doing it to himself, she was doing it to him, she was doing it to him good, and he wasn’t even sure that she knew what all she was doing…yet.

He raked his fingernails along her soles, wishing all the while that it was his tongue, and traced her lovely arches with his big strong thumbs. He did a rush job, as he knew she had to get back to work soon, but he wanted more…and it looked like she could have endured his manipulations all day, had they had the opportunity. If only. He sighed as he noticed her glance at the clock on the wall. Heard her mutter under her breath. 

“Time to go back to work?” 

“Unfortunately…” she leaned in close, her voice a whisper.

“Mmmm,”  she purred softly. “I could get used to that,” she smiled. 

“I really could.”                                               

Mark grinned. He could definitely get used to it, too. 

“You are so good at that,” Mallory smiled as Mark worked the straps and the sandals back on, and he knew she sure didn’t mean good at putting shoes on… if anything he was a lot more into taking them off… 

“Meet you here at nine?” Mark asked, as she was already sliding out of the chair, slipping her apron back on. 

“I can meet you somewhere… “ Mallory said, “if that’s easier. I’ll have to change and stuff.” 

Mark shook his head. “I want my ice cream.” He grinned at her. 

She laughed the sound ringing clear across the whole restaurant.  

“Then you better be here by 8:45.” 

“That I can do,” Mark told her. And then he slid out of the chair, too, realizing he, too, needed to get back to work. He had a two o’clock appointment, after all. Damn, he’d almost forgotten. He gave Mallory a friendly hug as he left, and she held him just a moment or so longer for it to be just a friendly hug, or that’s what Mark believed, or what he wanted to believe, anyway. 

He made his way to his car and brought his hands to his face, inhaling deeply. Oh, god, he could smell her luscious feet on them. He wanted to smell them all day. She smelled so clean, still, even after a morning of work, and yet, that sultry, sexy, scent underneath couldn’t be hidden by lotions or massage oils not even his almond concoction that he mixed himself. No, nothing could mask or cover that luscious sent completely, and he was damn glad of it. 

After he got back to the salon, Mark paused, stopping a moment in the bathroom. He brought his fingertips to his lips, licking and then sucking them, savoring the taste as well as the smell. He’d have liked to keep Mallory’s smell on him all day, her scent, but he had to dip his hands in the water soon, do his job. And so, he enjoyed what he could, now, hoping it would be enough to hold him over until he could see her again, tonight. It would have to be, right? 

The day breezed by and Mark found himself glad to see it was, finally, almost closing time. 

He stopped by for a haircut on the way home, picked up a bottle of wine, just in case, and a new pair of those silky boxer briefs that he’d heard women found sexy. He wasn’t ready to be caught wearing a thong or something, for her pleasure, not his, he hated those things, deciding they felt like dental floss up your crack or something, but he’d wear whatever his princess wanted him to wear. 

He wasn’t even sure they would be going there, anytime soon, or even at all. He still wasn’t sure if she really wanted him or if maybe she was just bored and wanted him to entertain her through a boring weekend or what. And, of course, if she was really interested in him, would she after she knew him better, after she knew his secret? 

He could only hope…and wait. 


Chapter 6

Because he had so much time to wait… for nine o’clock, eight forty five, actually, Mark did the only other thing he could think of, he scrubbed his apartment from top to bottom, which wasn’t really all that bad considering it was pretty small. He was a bachelor; after all, he hadn’t needed much room, even though he could certainly afford it. But, maybe he’d need more room one of these days…if his plan worked out. 

He changed the sheets on his big bed, just in case, glad that, on that, at least, he’d splurged and gotten a California King and the best mattress the store sold. He hadn’t intended on having company in that, either, not anytime soon, but now that he was anticipating such things, it sure didn’t hurt knowing he and Mallory would have plenty of room. 

And, well, if things worked out, well, he could always get a bigger place, someplace the two of them could share. Oh, he had a sudden, delicious thought, someplace with one of those big whirl pool tubs or maybe even a hot tub that they could soak in together, getting all naked together in and explore each other’s bodies in intimate wet and bubbly detail. Definitely need that, like now. 

Ok, maybe not today, but someday soon… if things went his way. And, somehow, even now, Mark felt like they were most certainly going in the right direction.  Mallory had definitely seemed interested, and he didn’t believe it was just a friend she wanted him for. And he definitely knew what he wanted her for…everything. 

Before he knew it it was time to take a quick shower, which he did, all the while thinking, daydreaming, lusting after Mallory’s body, especially what he would do to those enticing feet once he had her and them all to himself… the shower took much longer than he’d anticipated it would, but he felt a hell of a lot better getting some of his…tension out… and he still had plenty…for her.  He just hoped he got a chance to use it. He wasn’t a guy for one night stands; he wanted every night with his princess, his foot goddess. He was more than willing to kneel at her alter and adorn those pretty feet with roses and kisses any day, every day…

He spritzed on some sexy cologne that cost almost a hundred dollars a bottle, and was reputed to bring women to their knees, threw on a nice shirt and some jeans he knew hugged his butt just right, his cousin Shelly had told him as much and he knew she was a butt woman and so he knew she certainly knew what she was talking about.  

“Too bad you’re my cuz,” she’d told him, with a knowing wink. He’d laughed. Yeah, he figured Mallory would like these, too, and they had plenty of room in the front, too, and so he didn’t get squashed too much, even when he got hard, which was a big plus in his book. He was pretty certain he’d be getting hard around Mallory, but maybe he’d get even luckier there and already have these babies off by then. 

Fat chance, he thought, almost laughing at his own idiot thought. 

Like you don’t get hard just as soon as you see her? 

He couldn’t exactly show up for their date, naked… or could he? 

Ha! He did laugh out loud at that thought. Maybe, but definitely not on the first date… 

Mark stopped at the grocery store, cursing himself at not thinking of stopping at the florist sooner, and found a suitable spring bouquet. He wasn’t going to grab a last minute red rose at the all night gas station, that would look way too last minute for his taste. 

Mallory deserved better and he was going to give it to her. He liked the idea of giving her exactly what she needed, especially…that… damn, couldn’t he think of anything but sex right now? He threw the money on the counter and took the bouquet, smiling blandly at the counter girl as she rang it up. 

“I hope the lucky lady enjoys these…” she said. 

Mark laughed. “Me, too,” he smiled, “Me, too.” 


Chapter 7

Mark cursed the train that inched along the track, stalling his progress. He could not be late. Not when the store was closing and his last chance to get that extra scoop of ice cream, at least for tonight, would be thwarted. 

He closed his eyes a moment, blocking out the sight of the stupid train and filling his mind with a vision of his goddess… wearing lace up goddess sandals, the sweet smell of real leather mixing with her own luscious smell that he wanted to lick right off of her toesies, and showed off those pale and creamy arches that were just right, not too high, not too flat, perfect. 

He imagined shoving his cock between them, plunging in and out of that perfect and soft tunnel of love, even as he plunged his tongue in her mouth…in other places too, if their positions were right…

He grinned, flashing his eyes open, and saw the train gates were going up. Thank goodness. He was on his way. 

Sinfully Sweet had already turned off the drive through light, and that worried Mark as he rushed to the door. Yeeeesss!  Still open! Whew. He slid in and flashed Mallory a smile as she scooped a scoop of what looked like chocolate onto a sugar cone. 

She smiled back, ringing up her customer’s purchase with another winning smile, handing change back. Then Mark slid up to the counter. “I thought you weren’t going to make it…” she said, grinning. 

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.” Mark smiled. “I’ll have a scoop of cherry vanilla with chocolate fudge and extra whipped cream, a lot of extra whipped cream. To go.” 

Mallory arched an eyebrow and met Mark’s wicked grin with one of her own. “Oh, really?” 

And then, under her breath, he heard her, just barely. “You naughty boy, you.” 

“Who me?” Mark feigned innocence. 

“So now a guy can’t like…ice cream?” 

Mallory laughed. “I like guys who like ice cream,” she said, teasingly. “Especially this one.” 

Mark felt a blush spread across his face. 

“And what do you want for your extra scoop?” 

Oh, hell, in the heat of the moment he’d forgotten all about that. He went to grab his wallet to pay, and realized he still held the bouquet in his hand. He’d forgotten all about that, too. Damn. This woman could make him forget everything but her. Seriously. 

He flung it forward. “For you.” 

“Aw, how sweet,” Mallory blushed bright pink now, as pink as her tootsies were right after he’d scrubbed them good with the sugar scrub she liked. 

“What’s your favorite flavor? “ 

“I like the pistachio…I’m a sucker for nuts…” She grinned. Mark couldn’t help imagining her sucking on his nuts as he sucked on her toes. 

“Pistachio then, it is.” 

“I need to shower quick and change.” Mallory finished counting the drawer and filling out the daily reports. 

“I can drive you…I can bring you back to get your car later if you want.” 

“That would be nice.“ Mallory said with a smile. “I could really use the break.” 

Mark opened the passenger side door for her, carrying his to- go delectable dessert being careful not to drop it. He had plans for it, later. Big plans. He just hoped things worked out the way he hoped they would. If not, well, he’d still have a damn tasty sundae out of the deal. 

Mark drove carefully keeping an eye on the road. Mallory chatted happily about her day at work, and Mark loved hearing all her stories, her ice cream adventures, as she’d so entertainingly dubbed them. He almost groaned out loud, though, when, at a red light, he glanced over and saw she’d slipped out of her sandals, again, and had kicked back in the front seat, putting her lovely, and now, deliciously bare…feet… on his dash. 

She looked over, caught him looking, and for a moment, a look passed over her pretty face, like she was trying to gage whether he liked what he saw, or not. 

“Mmmm,” she said, with a look that said she wanted to eat him all up… “you smell, delightful.” 

Mark smiled, but then he saw her bare feet again… couldn’t concentrate. 

“Thanks…” he said, distracted as fuck. 

Shit. What the hell was he going to do? 

Mallory must have noticed his discomfort, and shot him a questioning look.

“Oh, hey, I’m sorry… I wasn’t thinking… my feet were just killing me… should I move them?” Mark shook his head, and flashed her a million dollar smile. 

“Hell no, you just make yourself comfortable.” 

“Your foot massage really helped a lot,” Mallory said, smiling shyly. She put her hand on his arm, squeezed gently. “Thank you.” 

“Anytime, gorgeous,” Mark tossed her a wink. 

“Any time at all.”                                                                                                         

Too soon, they had arrived, and to Mark’s delight, Mallory didn’t put the sandals back on. Instead, she grabbed them by the straps and stepped out, with deliciously naked feet. She grabbed his hand with her free hand, and swung it merrily as they made the way up the pretty little walk. When they got to the door, she handed him the shoes by the straps. 

“Do you mind?” 

“Not at all,“ he took them, savoring the feel of the straps that had touched her just minutes ago. He imagined it still warm from her body , from those heavenly feet, but he knew he was just being silly. There was no way they could still be warm.  But, he was warm. She was making him hot as hell. And it was heaven. 

Mallory’s place was nice, it was a quaint little duplex in a sunny shade of yellow and he could see the pretty geraniums she’d planted in the window box to spruce up the somewhat aged house, 

He was glad to know she liked flowers. He was sure she’d liked her gift now, and hadn’t just been being polite. 

She got out a vase, filled it with water and put her flowers in it on the little dinette table. 

“Are you going to eat that now?” Mallory asked, glancing at Mark, and seeing that he was still carrying the ice cream sundae. 

“I can get you a spoon.”

Mark shook his head. “That’s for later.” And I won’t need a spoon, he thought, but, prudently, did not say. 

“We won’t have to get dessert.” Mallory smiled. 

“You can put it in the freezer, then.“ Mallory smiled, pointing the way. “I’ll just be a few minutes,” she called to him over her shoulder. “You can watch TV if you want.” 

Mark didn’t want, couldn’t imagine focusing on anything but Mallory getting out of her work clothes, a pink striped little number that made her look a little like a naughty candy striper and stepping, deliciously naked underneath  the spray of the shower. 

But, he flipped the news on, anyway, in an attempt at distraction. He certainly didn’t need an uncomfortable and painfully obvious hard on, right now, not right now anyway… And he wanted to appear casual. He certainly didn’t need for her to even guess where his thoughts were right now… 

But, maybe she wouldn’t care…maybe she was thinking the exact same thing… 


Chapter 8

Mallory appeared majestically out of the cloud of steam from the shower like Aphrodite rising from the sea. 

She was still, deliciously bare footed although now she wore a swingy summer dress in spring green that had a big feminine white bow on it. In her hair she wore a small bow that looked like a miniature version of the one on her dress. 

She looked, in a word, stunning, and he wished she wouldn’t put the sandals, any sandals, on, any shoes on at all, that she’d just go barefoot the rest of the night, but he knew that was a pipe dream. It wasn’t like they could go anywhere like that. No shirt, no shoes, no service. That was pretty much the rules everywhere. At least the restaurants and business owners had gotten it right. Whoever had made that rule knew the real erogenous zones, now didn’t they? They knew what really distracted a man…

And so, if they were going anywhere, maybe it was best she did cover up…at least a little. 

“What do you think, too much?” She twirled, letting the skirt billow out and giving him a good glimpse of her legs, but his gaze dropped back down to those bare toes as she stood on tippy toe and twirled, twirled, in a move any ballerina would know by heart. Only, Mallory did it better… if that was possible. 

“You look stunning,” Mark told her, and his look must have told her he was telling the truth because she ran to him then, on those lovely naked feet and threw her arms around him, sliding her little body against his, standing on top of his feet with her bare ones, to reach his mouth. Leaning, kissing him, sweet at first, then her mouth molded itself to his hard and equally hungry lips… tasting them, then prying them open… going deeper with the kiss just as she’d wanted deeper on her toes. 

“Thanks,” she said, grinning mischievously as she finally broke the kiss and scampered off, presumably to find shoes, shoes which Mark didn’t actually think she needed…

She came back with little white ballet flats. Mark didn’t know if he should be glad or not. He’d have preferred an open heel, something that he could catch a glimpse of those perfect arches in every time he looked her way, but then, wouldn’t that be too distracting? Or he’d have liked open toed kitten heels, for his sex kitten… but that would probably be too distracting, too.

He settled on the fact that she was wearing the flats, and at least he could see the soft, smooth, white tops of her feet easily in them, and even better, they could slip on and off… easily, at any time. Any time at all… he held on to that dream… like a life line. 

Mallory took his hand, like her lifeline and with a smile, she grabbed her purse and they were off. 

The club was hot tonight and there were people everywhere, but Mallory didn’t seem put off at all by the bustle of it all, or the long line they’d had to wait in to even get in. Mark would have just left, he had beer in the fridge, but he wanted to show his girl a good time, do what she wanted to do, and not seem like an old stick in the mud, and so he wrapped his arms possessively around her and waited. 

She leaned back into his embrace, and with that contented half lidded cat look he was growing to know so well, waited, too. 

Inside, the music was too loud and the drinks were too watered down for Mark’s taste. But, it was, thankfully, good music, and he and Mallory made their way to one of the few open spots on the dance floor. They began to dance and Mark could tell that Mallory was getting a little tipsy, because her giggle came more often and louder and her dance moves became hotter and hotter and after every dance it seemed like the skirt was twirling up even higher than the last one. He was enjoying it all, every bit of it.

He liked it, a lot, and even more, now, and he especially liked it when she tossed off her shoes and kicked them off the dance floor, dancing with him barefoot, rubbing a foot up his leg, underneath the leg of his jeans… making him want to pull her right off the dance floor right then and there… and take her… 

But, he wouldn’t, he wasn’t some sex crazed maniac, was he? Well, usually he wasn’t, but, somehow Mallory just seemed to have that effect on him. And it wasn’t alcohol because he’d only had one; he had to drive the two of them home safely, after all. 

So he hid his sex maniac side until at last, she shimmied close rubbing the length of her body up and down his, and taking both of his hands in hers, holding him to her. He leaned close, brushed her cheek with his lips, with a line of hot kisses… 

“Want to go?”  He asked… a question…and an invitation…

She nodded, and twirling again, grabbed her shoes. “Race you to the car?” 

Mark laughed. He was about to shake his head, no. But, she’d already taken off… 

He ran after her, catching her easily enough. She wasn’t a barefoot runner, obviously, though the girl had some speed on her, that was for sure. Mark was just glad he did his three miles a day. Otherwise he wouldn’t have had a chance. 

He caught her from behind, swept her up in his arms, and kissed her giggles away until they became heated moans in his mouth… 

Mark placed her gently in the car, going around and getting in the driver’s side. 

He could not get home quick enough. He took her to her place, because he had his dessert there… his dessert to go with… this dessert he held in his arms. 


Chapter 9   

Mark put Mallory down, giggling, on the big, soft sofa and kissed her giggles away again. She was giggly when she drank, but Mark wasn’t complaining. And now, she was hot, and he sure wasn’t complaining about that. She met his eyes, and he could tell she wasn’t drunk. She knew exactly what was going on and where they were…and what they were about to do… 

Her look and the scorching touch she ran down his chest told him she wanted it just as much as he did. He wasn’t sure she knew all what he wanted, but he hoped she was open to…suggestions. 

“Want that dessert now?” He arched an eyebrow. 

“Why not?” She grinned. “It’s always a good time for ice cream… especially on you!” 

“Especially on…you,” he corrected. 

“There isn’t enough for both? I know you got an extra scoop.” 

Mark set the ice cream sundae out to warm up; he couldn’t put it on her rock hard as it was now. As he was now… he set about warming her up while he waited. 

His lips met hers and stayed until they were both out of breath, wanting more. She rubbed herself on him, wrapping her legs around him, stroking his back with her bare feet. It sent a shiver down his spine and all the way to his toes.  

He wanted more, and he wanted more now, and he thought, dared to dream, maybe, that he could have it… 

The moment of reckoning had come, his heartbeat slowed, steadied, as he pumped himself up for the moment, for the embarrassment, for the rejection… if it was coming… but, if it was coming it was better to get it out of the way right now, he decided. He didn’t want just any relationship, not one where he couldn’t get his fulfillment… the way he wanted… 

No matter how enticing the rest of Mallory’s body, not to mention her enchanting and bubbly personality, he didn’t want it, didn’t want this if he couldn’t have her feet and her heart… He couldn’t live in denial. He’d tried that before, and it was the worst possible fate, one he wouldn’t wish on his worst enemy. 

“I have a confession…” Mark met Mallory’s eyes, and saw her arch a brow. Saw her hold her breath. 

“I kind of have a bit of a foot fetish…” There. He’d spat it out, all was out in the open, now. She could accept or reject him, or maybe she’d just want to know more… maybe be willing to explore…things… he could hope…

Mallory’s eyes grew wide, and her mouth opened. She looked like she wanted to say something, and then, she didn’t. No words came out of that pretty, pretty mouth painted in a pink that matched her toenails just so perfectly. 

Then she blew out a big breath, and heaved a big sigh. 

“Thank goodness,” she said, “I was worried you were going to say you were married or something…” 

Mark laughed. “Nope, not married, yet…” 

He grinned at her. “So… you… uh… really don’t mind the… other thing…” 

“You love my feet?”  Mark nodded enthusiastically. 

Mallory arched an eyebrow questioningly at him. “You do love the rest of me, too, right?” 

Mark burst out laughing at that. “Of, course, silly!” 

Mallory grabbed him, pulled him to her, held him against his chest, ran her feet up and down his legs. Teasing.Taunting. But, he knew she was going to be the one to give him his release, to give him what he wanted. A taste of heaven… beginning with her toes… 

Mark looked at her suddenly, “You don’t seem very surprised.” 

Mallory shrugged. “I already knew.” 

Mark looked shocked. “You knew? How?” He’d been so careful. So polite. So discrete. Hadn’t he? 

“Well, whenever I come in, I noticed you always look at my feet first… never my boobs.” 

Mark laughed. “Well, I love those, too…” 

Mallory smiled. “Good.” She opened her dress, now, giving him a better view of them.

Mark bent his head, kissed each nipple in turn, watching the exquisite look of pleasure on her face. He lapped, suckling her nipples, fondling her pretty pert breasts until she was moaning and he, sliding a hand between her pretty thighs, could feel how wet she was already getting, there.

“So, why don’t you go get that ice cream now… I’m in the mood to let you lick it off my toes right about now… 

Mark jumped up… not about to ignore an offer like that… 

The ice cream was just right now… perfect…as he slathered it on… next time he’d make the damn sundae himself, slather her with warm hot fudge and cold ice cream… but for now, this was perfect, and he licked every bit of the dessert from between her toes, suckling each one starting at the pinky toe and working his way up, gently massaging and pulling the others as he went, plying them as another man might a woman’s nipple… making her moan, and call his name… 

“Oh, god, Mark, I did not know how good that could feel…” 

Her voice cut off with a pleasurable shriek as he took her big toe all the way into his mouth and sucked on it hard. Her hands found his cock and found how hard it was and she stroked and kneaded him and massaged him as he’d spent so much time doing those things to her feet… 

And then, finally, when she couldn’t take it anymore, Mallory slapped his back side, causing another round of chills all through his body, chills that rippled out from his hot and hard center and radiated everywhere… 

“Fuck me now, Mark,” Mallory moaned, and he slid up to oblige, sliding her legs up, over her shoulders cradling his head…and when he came it was with one of her pretty big toes in his mouth.

It was heaven… 
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