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Peaches and Cream


Cathryn Fox








One





“My new guy’s member is enormous and my mouth is so tiny.” Tucked in the corner of Risqué, a members-only erotic club where Jennifer Angel bartended, Jennifer clicked through her in-box and read her messages out loud. Peeking over her laptop, she cast her best friend, Cat Nichols, a glance and said, “Jeez, you’d think spammers would have something better to do with their time.” She moved on to the next message and blurted out, “Okay, I don’t even have an erectile, so how can it be dysfunctional?”


With that, Cat laughed out loud. “Speaking of enormous members and erectile dysfunction, have you Googled him?”


Jennifer arched a questioning brow. “Googled him?” She kicked off her shoes, making herself more comfortable, and powered down her laptop. As she reached for her psychology textbook she asked, “Why would I Google him?”


Cat spun her laptop around on the small wooden tabletop, closed the article she’d been working on, and said, “Go for it. You’d be amazed at what you can find out about people on the Internet.”


“Sam isn’t going to hook me up with some psycho, gun-wielding, knife-throwing serial killer, is he?” Jennifer narrowed her eyes and scrutinized her friend. “Unless there is something I should know about your husband.”


Cat chuckled. “Of course not.” She held her hand up in honor. “I promise you that he’s setting you up with one of the new research scientists who has just transferred in from the California branch. But go ahead and do it anyway. I Google people all the time.”


“Of course you do. You’re a reporter.” Jennifer flipped through her textbook. “I’m a fourth-year psych student, no need for me to Google people. Within five minutes of meeting him, I’ll have him all figured out.”


“Have you ever Googled yourself?” Relaxing after a long workweek, and needing something to warm her up on this cool December day, Cat reached for her wine and took a sip.


Jennifer cocked her head and offered her friend a devilish grin. “Uh, yeah. All the time. Which is why you insisted I needed a man in my life.”


Laughing, Cat nearly spewed her wine all over the laptop. “You’re such a smart-ass, Jenn.”


“It’s a gift.” Jennifer tossed her a lopsided smile and then turned her attention to her open book, going over last night’s lecture.


The ever persistent Cat pressed on, “Come on, just type his name in here, and you’ll learn all about your mystery date.”


Jennifer crinkled her nose and reached for her drink. The wicked gleam in her friend’s eyes worried her. What the hell was Cat up to? “Why can’t he get his own girl, anyway? What kind of loser agrees to go on a blind date?”


“Helloooo, you’re going on a blind date, too, aren’t you?”


“Yeah but that’s different. I just don’t have the time to find myself a good man,” she scoffed and added, “Heck, forget good. Tonight I’d settle for a hard man.” Although good and hard would certainly be a bonus, she mused. The truth was, as much as Jennifer wanted to, between work and school, she just didn’t have the time to spice up her sex life—her very nonexistent sex life, save for her battery-operated toy, which she frequently Googled herself with.


“Besides, you and I both know what kind of deadbeat losers I attract,” Jennifer lamented. “Which is the only reason I agreed to this setup in the first place. When it comes to instincts, I’m sure Sam’s are better than mine. He’s not likely to set me up with some jackass,” she said, putting emphasis on that last word.


Never one to let things go, Cat insisted, “Go ahead and find out for yourself.”


Needing to appease her friend so she could get some schoolwork done before her blind date called to arrange a time and place for pickup, Jennifer grabbed the laptop and tossed Cat an impatient look. “Okay, okay, what did you say his name was again?”


“Jack,” Cat said, unable to keep the grin from her face. “Jack Miller.”


Jennifer rolled her eyes heavenward. “What were the odds?”


“But don’t worry, Jenn. Sam assures me he’s one of the good guys.”


Jennifer grinned. “Like I said, tonight I’d settle for hard.” She keyed in his name and gave a resigned sigh. “Oh, well, at least this will give us something to talk about during dinner.” Since chatting about the weather was out—winter in Chicago hardly made for riveting conversation—this way she’d be armed with the basics.


After confirming that her impending date was a research scientist—an award-winning research scientist, to be precise—who ran sexy experiments on the female libido, Jennifer suddenly felt a surge of heat between her legs. She made a slow pass over her bottom lip as her thighs fluttered. Eyes alive with curiosity, she scanned the rest of the article and then went on to study the picture of Jack Miller.


Dark hair cut short gave him a boy-next-door look, but the sexy grin curling up the corners of his sensual mouth, combined with the smoldering heat in his gorgeous blue eyes, told her he was anything but. From the picture alone she couldn’t tell what his body looked like, she’d have to wait until tonight to find out. As her gaze moved over his face, she fought back the urge to rub her hands in eager anticipation. Although something in her gut already told her this bad boy had a rock-hard physique that could torture her sex-starved libido in the most pleasant ways.


When she took a moment to entertain the idea, her body grew needy. Her nipples quivered and her pussy muscles tightened in heavenly bliss. Out of nowhere a burst of heat prowled through her, settling low in her loins. She clamped her knees and squeezed, merely adding fuel to the flames between her legs.


The one thing that Jennifer did know for certain was that there was something undeniably primal about Jack Miller that made her feel a little wild, and a whole lot wicked.


Once she finished the article, she gave in to impulse and decided to Google herself. Jennifer punched in her name, read the search results before her, and then rolled her eyes.


“Jesus, what were the odds?” she said. “I share my birthright with a stripper.”


Jennifer Angel, AKA Peaches.


Cat chuckled. “That’s one hell of a coincidence, Jenn. Just think, if Jack Googled you, and you asked him to pick you up here, he’d surely think that you’re Jennifer Angel, AKA Peaches.”


A little intrigued and a whole lot curious, she nibbled her bottom lip, wondering if her blind date had Googled her. If so, was he expecting a sex-deprived psychology student or an exotic pole dancer?


Her mouth twitched. Could a sexy mistake in identity lead to a night of wild, unadulterated sex, with Jennifer, AKA Peaches, living out her every fantasy?


How delightfully scandalous.


As she considered it further, her gaze raked over his picture again, her carnal thoughts taking her in an erotic direction, envisioning herself giving the sexy scientist his own exotic peep show.


A half smile lingered on her lips as a warm tingle worked its way through her bloodstream. Her pussy moistened and clenched as her body grew needy.


Perhaps it was her lack of male-induced orgasms or her inability to attract a decent guy that had her libido in an uproar and her mind conjuring up wild fantasies about her blind date.


Either way, she suspected the night ahead of her was about to get a whole lot more interesting.


 


“You’re the luckiest son of a bitch I know,” Brad Reynolds said, nodding his head in appreciation as he perused the erotic image on the computer monitor.


Jack grinned at his best friend and temporary roommate, then clicked his mouse to enlarge the picture on the screen. “Come on, no way is Sam going to set me up with a pole dancer,” he said, unconvinced. “He told me she was a fourth-year psychology student.”


Angling his head, Jack took great pleasure in Peaches’s erotic pose, wondering if perhaps she could be both, a psychology student and an exotic dancer. Bent forward, her curvaceous ass was staring him straight in the face, begging to be spanked. And damned if he didn’t want to be the one to spank it.


Jack fisted his fingers, his cock throbbing as he visualized himself doing just that.


His body vibrated as he mentally indulged in the sensual slideshow. There was something very sexy in an uninhibited woman, he decided.


Jack drew a sharp breath and let it out slowly, working to rein in his lust. He shifted uncomfortably, his jeans suddenly two sizes too small.


“Why not?” Brad asked, moving closer for a better view. “You moved all the way from California to Chicago to work with him on his latest sexual-research project. Maybe he wants to properly initiate you into the brotherhood.”


Jack paused to consider things further. Perhaps Brad was right. After all, Brad had worked closely with Sam for the last year. “I guess you know Sam better than I do,” Jack said, his voice husky with arousal. As Jack toyed with the idea, his cock throbbed with renewed interest. “He just doesn’t seem the type. Then again…” His words fell off as he glanced at the clock.


“Then again what?” Brad asked.


With less than half an hour to meet Jennifer at their rendezvous point, Jack powered down his computer, climbed from his chair, and grabbed his coat. “Jennifer asked me to pick her up outside Risqué.”


“Jesus, Jack. That’s the city’s hottest members-only exotic club—where anything goes. Or so I’ve heard. A friend of mine gave me a pass a few months back, but I haven’t had a chance to use it yet.” Grinning like the wild man he really was, Brad raked his hands through his surfer-boy hair and studied the screen. “It has to be her. It just has to be.”


Brad tore his focus from the computer and tossed Jack one of his signature playboy grins, one that had women shedding their panties, along with their inhibitions—Jack would know, he’d seen Brad in action and, in fact, had shared in that action when the two were in California together.


With a wicked gleam in his eyes, Brad pushed his hands into his pockets and angled his head. “If it is her, Jack, mind if I stop by for the show?”


Jack slapped his best friend on the back, thinking it had been far too long since they’d both spent the night pleasuring the same woman, and if things went accordingly, that’s exactly what they’d be doing. Besides, since Brad had been kind enough to give him a bed until he closed the deal on his new condo, it was the least he could do.


Jack held his hand out and they punched fists. “To the brotherhood,” they said in unison.








Two





As Jack left Brad’s condo and made his way to his Jeep, he noted that the earlier snowflakes had turned to rain. Picking up his pace, Jack ducked into his vehicle and blasted the heater, attempting to push back the damp cold. He’d only been in Chicago for one month and had yet to get used to the change in climate. Warm and dry, he was used to. Wet snow and high winds, not so much.


Less than half an hour later, he pulled up to the curb near Risqué, parking as close as possible to the front doors. He glanced at the building but the frosted windows prohibited him from viewing the inside. His gaze surfed over the streets, trying to see through the sea of multicolored umbrellas. He scanned the wet pavement, looking for some telltale sign of Peaches…err…Jennifer, he quickly corrected himself. Jennifer.


During their brief conversation earlier that day, after he’d agreed to pick her up outside the club, he’d told her what he’d be driving. Now he just hoped she would recognize his Jeep behind the stream of steady rain.


Jack played over their phone conversation and he took a moment to recall her sweet yet oh-so-seductive voice. Jesus, was it possible that his new coworker had set him up with an exotic dancer who worked at a club where anything goes? As a research scientist himself, had Sam instinctively known that Jack had spent the last year buried in his latest project, instead of burying himself in a soft, sexy woman? Fuck, he sure as hell hoped so.


A moment later he watched a woman push past the front doors of the club and pop open an umbrella. With determined strides, she cut through the congestion and rushed down the sidewalk toward him. Before she could reach his Jeep, a car sped by, its tires hitting the puddle a few feet away from her. Taking her by surprise, a wall of water hit her like a tsunami, stopping her dead in her tracks.


Jack could hear her curses from twenty feet away. Moving at breakneck speed, he killed his ignition, jumped from the driver’s seat, and ran toward her. When he reached her side, he darted a glance over her wet clothes, registering every delicious detail of her drenched body.


As his eyes devoured the curvy woman before him, he took note of her open jacket, the way her nipples hardened beneath her breast-molding sweater and the way her snug jeans clung to her very long, very sexy legs. Despite the chill in the air, Jack could feel heat rising in him. A rush of sexual energy hit him so hard he nearly faltered backward.


He cleared his throat, hyperaware of his thickening cock and the way it was rising to the occasion, screaming for a woman’s touch. But not any woman’s touch. Oh no, not at all. Little Jack was clamoring for this woman’s touch.


As Jack stood there taking pleasure in her most unfortunate situation, he berated himself. This probably wasn’t the best time to be having erotic thoughts about, who he assumed, was his blind date. Not when she stood there gasping for breath and dripping like a sieve. Marshaling his lust-drunk mind, he commanded himself to focus on the situation.


When his gaze traveled back up her face, she looked up at him with the biggest, brownest, most expressive eyes he’d ever seen. Desire thrummed through his veins as their glances collided. The attraction between them was instant and all-consuming, hitting him with more force than a sucker punch. There was something about this sweet yet sexy woman that held his focus, and quite frankly, intrigued him.


A curtain of dark lashes covered her eyes when she glanced down at her soaked clothes. “Well, hell,” she sputtered.


“Jennifer?” he asked, reaching out to cup her chin, bringing them face-to-face. When she blinked away a big fat raindrop, something inside him softened. An unexpected burst of warmth rushed through him.


“Yes,” she managed to get out between clanging teeth.


“I’m Jack.”


She shifted her umbrella to her other hand and lifted it higher, shielding them both from the elements. “Nice to meet you, Jack.”


Even though her hair was plastered to her forehead and her makeup was running down her face, her eyes glimmered with dark sensuality when they locked on his. Lust jumped up and kicked him in the balls. Hard.


He wrapped his arm around her and anchored her against him, offering his warmth—the snug contact creating an air of instant intimacy. As she melted against him, her body reacted with a shiver.


“Let’s get you warmed up,” he said, running his hand up and down her arm, heating her with friction.


Brow knitting together in concern, she shook her head and pointed toward his Jeep. “I don’t want to get your Jeep soaked.” The soft warmth of her voice pulled at him. He drew her in closer and inhaled her alluring feminine scent, a heady combination of winter rain and…peaches.


Body igniting to a near boil, and his groin aching for a deeper intimacy, he clenched his jaw and bit back a moan. “I don’t care about the Jeep. You’re freezing.”


Surprise registered in her eyes. With effort, she conjured a genuine smile. Silky soft lips curled at the corners, bringing light to her dark chocolate eyes. It did the weirdest things to his insides.


She glanced at his wet jacket. “Oh, hell. I’m getting you all wet, too.”


Christ, she didn’t know the half of it.


She stepped out of the circle of his arms and jerked her thumb toward the club. “I think I might have a change of clothes inside.” Turning, she gestured for him to follow, her wet, lush ass dragging his focus. “I’d rather slip into something warm and dry before we go to dinner.”


Clenching his fists, he bit back a growl of longing, and tugged her back into his arms. A pity, really, because he’d rather slip into something hot and wet before they ate out.


 


Despite looking like a drenched rat, Jennifer glanced up and watched the way Jack’s smoldering blue eyes dripped with promise as they rolled over her body. Shivers of warm need traveled all the way to her toes as she let her glance roll over him in return, assessing him and taking great pleasure in his fine, athletic physique.


Locked under his muscular arm as he herded them down the sidewalk, she breathed in his intoxicating male scent, letting his spicy aroma curl through her blood and awaken all her senses. Thick muscles shifted as one strong arm pulled her in closer, carefully maneuvering them around a group of teenagers.


Oh yeah, no doubt about it, she mused, her mood lightening. Sexy Jack Miller had a rock-hard body that could undoubtedly torture her in the most pleasant ways. And boy, oh boy, did she ever want to be tortured.


In the most pleasant ways.


His gentlemanly gestures hadn’t gone unnoticed, either. Jennifer couldn’t remember the last time a guy had showed concern for her well-being—especially choosing her needs over his vehicle. Jack didn’t care if she got his upholstery wet, or his clothes for that matter. Strange how that made her feel all warm and weird inside. Maybe, just maybe, he really was one of the good guys.


After they entered the unusually quiet, dimly lit club, Jennifer signed Jack in and gestured with a nod for him to have a seat at the bar. “I’ll just be a minute,” she said, and summoned Charlene to take Jack’s drink order. Once Jack was comfortably seated, and quite happily watching Miranda’s exhibitionist dance show, Jennifer made her way into the change room, hoping that she’d left a pair of jeans and sweater behind.


Marveling at the turn of events, she pushed back her wet hair, pulled open her locker, and surfed through her work attire.


“Dammit, there has to be something in here,” she murmured to herself, especially since the club was like a second home to her.


Over the last couple of years, Jennifer had spent many hours working at the exclusive, members-only club, where private indiscretions remained …private, while finishing up her degree. Even though the pay was only modest and sometimes the elite, upper-class patrons were less than polite, she enjoyed her job. The truth was, there were other jobs she could take, but she liked bartending and listening to other people’s problems. It was good hands-on experience for when she opened her own practice.


At least that’s what she told herself…


Because deep down, she had to admit that working at the club excited her, in more ways than one. So did the thoughts of climbing onto one of the many small stages and giving a sexy performance of her own while others watched. Heat curled a lazy path through her loins as she visualized it.


What would Freud have said about that one?


That she had exhibitionist tendencies.


That maybe she had asked Jack to pick her up outside the club on purpose.


That maybe she did want him to mistakenly think she was an exotic dancer.


And that maybe, just maybe, this was the perfect opportunity for her to step out of character, spice up her sex life, and live out one of her many, many fantasies.


She turned her attention back to her locker to discover that it only contained a spare work uniform, and some gym clothes, which needed washing. She stared at the clothes in dismay. Black pants and a crisp white shirt might land her a spot at a fine restaurant, but it certainly wasn’t going to land her a spot between the sheets with her sexy scientist.


“Hey, girl. What’s up?” Miranda asked. With her dance outfit in hand, Miranda closed the change room door behind her and pulled on a silky, cream-colored robe. The cream color looked incredibly sexy next to her gorgeous mocha skin. “Did you have a fight with a puddle or something?”


Jennifer pulled a face and frowned at her good friend. “Yeah, and the puddle won.”


Voice sincere, Miranda, a very sexually empowered woman, who also happened to be the owner of Risqué, pouted her full sensuous lips in return and said, “Ah, poor baby. Here.” She tossed Jennifer a fluffy cotton towel, followed by a nice soft robe.


“Thanks,” Jennifer said, drying her face, knowing she could always count on Miranda to know exactly what she needed. Not only had Jennifer worked for Miranda for the past two years, they both took pole dancing classes down at the health club. Jennifer did it for strengthening exercise. Miranda did it to keep up-to-date with her booming business.


A moment later Miranda asked, “Hey, did I see you come in here with that hot guy at the bar?”


Jennifer nodded, knowing it was out of character for her. She normally didn’t mix work and pleasure. Not that there had been a whole lot of pleasure lately, but still…


“We have a date but I can’t go out looking like this.” She squeezed the rain from her hair. “I’m a mess and I smell like dirty drain water.” She gave a resigned sigh. “I’d go home and change but it will take a good hour for me to get all the way across town in this weather. Then it will likely be too late to eat out. I should probably just reschedule.”


“Forget about it.” Miranda’s grin turned wicked as she reached into her locker. “Have a quick shower in the back room, put this on, and eat in.”


Jennifer didn’t miss the double entendre. She arched a brow and glanced at the sexy cheerleading outfit dangling from Miranda’s fingertips. “Jesus, you can’t be serious.”


“Oh, I’m very serious.” Miranda straddled the bench beside her and pulled on a body fitting sweater.


Jennifer took a moment to peruse her. Too bad Miranda was thin and Jennifer was curvy, otherwise they could have switched clothes.


Miranda’s voice dropped an octave, her eyes narrowed. “You know you want to, Jennifer,” she said, the tone of her voice daring her to deny it.


Okay, who was the psychology student here, anyway?


“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Miranda.”


Miranda pulled her down onto the bench next to her and said, “It’s quiet out there tonight. The weather’s keeping patrons away. It’s the perfect night for a new amateur act, to try out the moves we learned last week at dance.”


Jennifer gulped air.


“Don’t you think it’s time to have a little fun, Jennifer? Time to spice up your sex life?” She snapped her fingers. “Because let me tell ya, baby. That guy out there looks like he’s packing all kinds of delicious seasonings just waiting to spice up a hot little dish like you.”


And once again Miranda knew exactly what she needed.


Jesus, could she do this? Could she put on a sexy cheerleading outfit and go out there and take it all off for her date? A man who fired her blood from simmer to inferno with one smoldering glance. A man who she instinctively knew would give her the best sex of her life. The thoughts of indulging in a wild, passionate affair with him—a guy who experimented on female libidos—had her thighs quivering with erotic delight.


She took a moment to mull things over and warm to the idea. Okay, maybe warm wasn’t the right word, because the truth was, she felt downright hot.


Jennifer drew a fueling breath. Wasn’t this the perfect opportunity to turn up the heat between them and live out a few secret fantasies while she was at it?


And since she never was one to let an opportunity pass…









End of sample
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