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		About This Book

		

		Rachelle survived cancer, giving her a new lease on life.

		On holiday in Prague, she confesses her attraction to women to her husband, Mike.

		Newfound courage and an exotic locale paves the way for a mindblowing erotic adventure they won’t soon forget.

		Standout erotic romance author Andrea Dale weaves yet another sensual tale of steamy sex and passion in “New Day, New Life.”

		

	
		

		New Day, New Life

		

		“So, is it everything you hoped for?” Mike asked.

		Rachelle snuggled beneath his arm. “And more,” she said. “I’m here, with you, and I’m healthy. It doesn’t get much better than that.”

		Here was Prague; specifically, the wide pedestrian Charles Bridge, the perfect place for a stroll after a dinner of smoked pork and dumplings and cabbage and velvety smooth beer.

		The summer’s night air was a soft caress on her skin. Accents and foreign words slipped around them like the slow-flowing Vltava River under the bridge. Ahead, the Old Town buildings were softly lit.

		She was content. She was alive.

		The bout with cancer had terrified her, but she’d met the terror head on and come out the other side relatively unscathed. She’d been given a clean bill of health—a second chance. And, as she’d told her husband, she wanted to do all the things she’d thought about doing but set aside due to work or commitments or time.

		Mike, being as astounding a husband she could ever hope for, had agreed.

		So they’d come to Eastern Europe, land of her forebears. She didn’t care about the direct genealogy—too far back to follow—but since she’d been a girl she’d wanted to see the places with the exotic-sounding names and pastel-colored buildings and paprika-laced food.

		She wanted to experience it.

		They wandered to a stop at the end of the bridge, found an empty spot along the rail next to one of the many monuments that lined the wide stone walkway. Light from a nightclub that jutted out into the river made sparkles on the water. Maybe they’d play PoohSticks tomorrow, if they could find some twigs.

		“Well, you don’t see that every day,” Mike said.

		The nightclub had several curved windows—alcoves, if you were inside—and spotlighted in each was a dancer, facing out into the night.

		A naked dancer, save for her tiny g-string and spike-heeled go-go boots.

		“No,” Rachelle said, “you certainly do not.”

		Normally she would have added, “Not in the nice part of town,” but somehow, this just didn’t seem as sleazy as she would have expected. The nightclub was obviously modern and upscale, and while it clashed with its surroundings, it (and the dancers) didn’t strike her as sordid. Different cultures had different standards.

		The closest dancer either had incredibly long hair or wore an extension, because the ends of her high ponytail brushed the middle of her bare back. She was lean without being skinny, with natural-looking breasts. Her boots and thong were electric blue. Her movements were fluid, graceful, as she danced to music the onlookers couldn’t hear.

		That was about all Rachelle could see from this distance.

		“You seem quite mesmerized with her,” Mike commented.

		And Rachelle realized she’d been staring at the dancer for a good five minutes.

		“Oh,” she said. “Well. She’s very good.”

		Mike leaned over her shoulder, his lips brushing against her neck, her shoulder. She shivered under the delicious feel of his kisses. His breath ruffled her hair as he said, “I think it’s more than that, darling.”

		At home—before—she might have laughed his words away. But she’d learned not to shy away from anything anymore. Life was too short for denial, even denying something to oneself.

		That didn’t make it easy, of course. But it was dark, and they were alone in their little alcove, and most people walking by wouldn’t have understood what they were saying anyway. And Mike loved her without reservation.

		And the Chinese characters for “fear” and “excitement,” she’d been told, were the same.

		Deep breath. “I’ve always…found other women attractive,” she said.

		His arms tightened in a hug around her waist. “I’ve noticed. I’ve always appreciated that you didn’t get jealous when I looked at a pretty woman—and that you sometimes said she was pretty, too. Go on.”

		She wanted to squirm, but faced things head on. “It’s more than just appreciating the female form, although that’s definitely part of it. I did have one…I guess you’d call it an encounter, in college. We didn’t go all the way. Whatever that means when it’s two women.” She laughed, releasing nervous energy.

		“Anyway, we were drunk, which gave me the courage to play, and we kissed and fondled. But that was about it.”

		“Did you come?” Mike whispered. She could feel his cock hardening against her tailbone, and she shivered again, deep inside where it counted.

		“Not during. I was pretty worked up, though, and I masturbated when I got back to my room. It’s all a bit fuzzy, really. I never had the guts to follow through on anything afterwards.”

		It wasn’t just Mike’s hands sliding up her ribcage to cup the underside of her breasts, and then higher to graze over her nipples, harder and more sensitive than she’d realized they’d become. It was also his next words that made her inner walls clench.

		“Do you want to now?” he asked.

		She had to think about that. Thinking was hard enough when he was caressing her nipples; now he was rolling them gently between his fingers. The thin knit of her sweater and the satin of her bra muted the sensations, but that didn’t make them any less delicious.

		Any less maddening.

		“Um,” she said. “Well, on a purely physical level, maybe. Yes. But there’s also the rational and logical and emotional levels. I prefer men; I need a man in my life to balance me. More importantly, I love you, and I married you, and I promised to be faithful to you. I’m not going to throw that away.”

		“I love you, too,” he said. “Without reservation. But if monogamy weren’t an issue—if, say, hypothetically we both agreed to the parameters and rules—then what would you say?”

		Warmth and heat spread through her. He was rock solid hard against her, and she wanted to turn and fold herself around him, but it all felt so good. She couldn’t help but wriggle her hips back against him, and the graze of his teeth against her neck told her how that affected him.

		“I’d say there were still some emotional issues to contemplate,” she said. “It’s…complicated.”

		“I can see that,” Mike said, his fingers working her nipples more firmly, making her want to rip off her top and bra and toss them in the river so she could feel the cool night air and his hands against her heated skin.

		“How about this,” he went on. “For right now—this moment, here, us—we’ll just think about it. How it might go, how it might be.” His voice turned husky. “Confess to me, Rachelle.”

		So she did. The words spilled out of her, and she didn’t censor them or try to form them into a coherent narrative. She talked about how it felt in college, soft small hands on her, narrow, delicate fingers. Smooth skin, the only hair a peachy fuzz. Warm lips, questioning and exploring rather than possessing.

		Although there was possessing, too.

		As she talked about pretty women and stared, sometimes unseeing, sometimes rapt, at the dancer in the window across the water, Mike’s hands were on her.

		He murmured in her ear, encouraging her on when she faltered, as he slowly gathered the fabric of her long, flowing skirt in his fingers, drawing it up to her waist. From behind, it still hung low and proper (as if anyone would try to peer past Mike’s legs to gauge).

		And it was dark. And they were in a foreign country where nobody knew them, and an exotic dancer blithely undulated for the world to see. And the air on her legs only reminded her how deliciously naughty what they were doing was.

		Her tiny thong was useless, drenched. Mike slipped his fingers around it, finding no resistance. He dipped into the heat and wet of her, and she hissed, wanting more. Instead, he drew his hand away, up.

		In the glow of a nearby streetlight she could see his fingers glistening. He painted them along her lips, whispering something about how incredible and sweet a woman tastes, and did she want to taste that? She moaned, and he took the opportunity of her parted mouth to edge inside, and she sucked the taste of herself, which was incredible and sweet.

		As she watched the dancer writhe, she let herself freefall into sensation. Mike was stroking her again, not just teasing this time but focusing, his fingers sliding across her clit. Every muscle in her thighs and calves quivered as she balanced on the edge of need, and with the need to keep standing.

		And then, blessedly, she was coming, hard and contracting and so very alive.
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		She wasn’t entirely clear on how they made it back to their hotel, had only a vague sense of stumbling through the lobby, riding up on the tiny clanking elevator, groping like teenagers.

		She felt drunk on life and vacation and arousal. She couldn’t imagine how Mike had made it all the way back; he was still so hard. He stripped off his shirt even as she parted his pants, drew out his cock, drew it into her mouth.

		Hard. Blissfully hard. Yet she couldn’t help comparing the solid rigidity, the coarse hair and taut muscles of his thighs, with her hazy memory of touching the woman in college. Neither better, just…different.

		Mike urged her up to kneel on the bed. Flipped her skirt up, divested her of the useless thong. Just before he slipped the glorious length of him inside of her, as he teased her still-wet, still-needy sex with the head of his cock, he said,

		“Imagine that dancer lying in front of you, legs spread, desperate for you to touch her.”

		Then he was inside of her, stroking deep and firm. She was spiraling higher, lingering on the edge. The image he described shimmered into a vision, and cradled between that and Mike, she let go and came.
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		The next morning, they ordered room service, a typical Czech breakfast of dark rye bread and salami and cheese and coffee. Lounging against the feather pillows, Rachelle asked Mike if he wanted her to explore her bi side so he could sleep with another woman. She didn’t expect him to have an ulterior motive. Far from it. She just wanted to know how he felt about the whole thing.

		He had to think about it, and she nibbled bread and cheese and sipped her coffee, feeling…content. Almost light.

		“I think,” Mike said finally, “yes, that’s probably part of it. There’s always a thrill to being with someone new and different. I’m not looking for that—it’s not a part of my life anymore—but I have to acknowledge that aspect of it. The real reason, I’m pretty sure, is that you look so damn beautiful when you come, and I’d love to see that happen with another woman, so I can just enjoy how you look and react and cry out with passion.”

		Rachelle had to put down her coffee cup before she spilled the hot liquid everywhere.
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		That day, she noticed women everywhere. Not more women, but more detail. The curves and lines. The smooth skin, kohl-rimmed eyes, manicured nails, hair thick or thin, straight or curled, short or long. The graceful gesture of a hand. The crinkles of laughter at the corner of the eyes and mouth. A full lower lip, the sway of hips.

		She almost missed the sightseeing, lost in the wonder of what she was seeing, she almost felt like, for the first time. Or remembering, a part of her coming awake after a long slumber. Sleeping Beauty sees the beauty.

		Distracted. How did men get through the day? So many breasts to ogle, asses to admire, legs to lust after. She was thankful for her sunglasses, hiding her lustful gaze.

		All the looking at women and admiring women and, let’s face it, imagining women naked and wanting, meant she couldn’t escape the question that plagued her: Did she want to sleep with another woman?

		She wanted to experience it again, yes. She had enough faith in the strength of her marriage to contemplate it, yes.

		The fact that they were in a far foreign country meant it would be easier to do it with no attachments, no strings. Nobody would know, or possibly even care.

		If she and Mike agreed to the parameters…

		She contemplated suggesting she have a tryst alone—have her experience, be done with it. But the more she contemplated that, the less it appealed to her. If she was going to do this, she wanted to share it with Mike.
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		The day after that, maybe solidified into yes.

		They’d talked a little more last night, over wine with dinner and a nightcap in the corner quiet bar where Czech folk music enclosed them in a private bubble.

		She thought, that night, when she went to sleep, she was sure.

		She wasn’t so sure the next morning.

		Then they met Eliska.

		It seemed a little too obvious, like something in a letter written in a trashy magazine. They’d gone to St. Vitus Cathedral, as part of a tour they’d arranged ahead of time. There were ten people on the tour, which was led by Eliska.

		She was, hands down, the best tour guide they’d had in any monument in any country.

		In accented but excellent English, she told them about the cathedral’s—and, by extension the Czech Republic’s—history, not by reciting facts and dates and lineages, but by telling stories. She engaged the listeners, encouraging them, for example, to look for motifs throughout the building (carved in stone, depicted in stained glass, embroidered in cushions and tapestries) even as she wove the meanings of the motifs into her monologue.

		Rachelle did pay attention, because it was all quite fascinating. But at the same time, she found herself watching Eliska, too.

		She had thick, pale brown hair that she piled atop her head in a Gibson-girl type bun, tendrils curling madly everywhere. She wore pointy-toed, kitten-heeled shoes; the heels clicked as she walked with a brisk stride. Her laugher was soft but infectious, and she had one of the most open smiles Rachelle had ever seen.

		Their group was small—besides the two of them, there was a family of four, an older couple and their teenagers, and not one of them really seemed all that interested. So Eliska responded more personally to Rachelle and Mike, because they were paying attention, asking questions, evincing curiosity.

		At least, that’s what Rachelle told herself.

		“We should give her a good tip,” Mike whispered at one point, and Rachelle agreed—for both the right and the wrong reasons, she freely admitted to herself.

		It was the last tour of the day, and Rachelle assumed that would be the end of it. She’d have a satisfactory fantasy about Eliska with Mike when they were back at the hotel, and when they returned home, she’d open herself to finding a woman who might want to join them for a night.

		But then Mike told Eliska that Rachelle’s family was Czech, and Eliska turned bright eyes on Rachelle.

		“Really? What was their name?”

		Rachelle stumbled over the pronunciation, feeling awkward in her sudden crush.

		“That’s not an uncommon name, but it’s one that does go far back in our history,” Eliska said. “Some were involved with the building of this cathedral, even.”

		“We’d love to hear more,” Mike said. “Can we bribe you to join us for drinks?”

		Did he know what she’d been thinking? Rachelle wouldn’t have had the courage. Or maybe now she would, all things considered, but she was still a little tongue-tied.

		Amazingly, Eliska agreed. She retrieved her little purse, and they crossed the bridge to Old Town again, where she led them through the jumble of streets to a bar and restaurant that only the locals knew about, she said.

		Over a lovely merlot they found they had other common interests, including, of all things, a mutual love of “Law and Order.” When they realized they’d been laughing and chatting so long that dusk had fallen, they repaired inside, where Eliska insisted on ordering for them, speaking rapid-fire to the waiter without looking at a menu.

		All during drinks and dinner, Eliska seemed to be flirting with them. Rachelle wondered if she was imagining it all, given her current mental state, but Eliska leaned towards her a lot, as well as towards Mike, and kept touching them, mostly Rachelle. Just little fingertip taps at first, when she was making a point. But then there were hands resting on knees, on shoulders, on thighs. Her gaze seemed open, frank, appreciating. When she invited them to her apartment, there seemed to be something laced in her words.

		Either she had a murderous boyfriend back there who would dispose of their bodies when he was through with them, or she was actually coming on to them.

		Rachelle decided she was willing to take the chance and find out.

		They wound their way to Eliska’s four-floor apartment, up creaking stairs to rooms filled with books and papers. She’d said she was getting her PhD, writing her thesis on porcelain production in Bohemia between 1918 and 1930.

		It was ridiculous. Rachelle cradled her hands around the tiny espresso cup. It was too…right.

		She’d told Eliska why they were here; about the cancer and the resultant promises she made to herself. Not to evoke pity, but to explain. That had led to a spirited discussion of life goals and seizing the day and chasing dreams, and now they continued that theme.

		“If I’m not mistaken,” Eliska said, “you’ve never been one to limit yourself. Am I right?”

		“I used to be,” Rachelle said slowly. The wine and rich food had made her mellow, but the caffeine infused her with energy; she drifted somewhere between the two. “The cancer changed that.”

		Mike stood, brushed a kiss on her head. “Excuse me, ladies,” he said, and headed to the bathroom.

		Rachelle took a deep breath. Before she could say anything, however, Eliska said, “Forgive me if this is presumptuous, but the both of you…you’re very attractive people.”

		“Thank you,” Rachelle said. It sounded lame, but she felt a flush of pleasure at the compliment. And not just on her face.

		“I hope you don’t think I make a habit of picking up couples who come on my tours…” She laughed. “Oh, I’m sure I’m making a mess of things. But you two seem very open, and the way you’re talking about embracing life… If I’m not picking up the signals I think I am, just put me out of my misery!”

		Rachelle laughed and, acting on impulse, put her hand over Eliska’s. “You’re not misreading things, although please believe we’re not in the habit of picking up our foreign tour guides, either!” Then, gathering every ounce of bravery, she added, “Just one in particular.”

		The best part, she decided later, was that they didn’t have that awkward hesitation of deciding what to do next, or who should make the first move.

		They both leaned in and kissed each other.

		At first Rachelle found herself trying to compare it to her previous, muzzily remembered encounter, but soon she forgot all about that. She fell into sensations: soft lips, tentative kisses (who was supposed to be the aggressor?), the smell of some flowery perfume, and the taste of coffee on the breath of someone who was most definitely not her husband, the only person she’d kissed with this sort of intimacy in the past six years. Which made it a different taste altogether.

		The difference, and the femininity of the difference, thrilled her to her core.

		A decidedly masculine clearing of a throat made them draw apart, reluctantly.

		Rachelle stood and kissed Mike, thrilled with the familiarity of him and the familiar maleness of him. When they hugged, he said, for her ears only, “I love you.”

		And that was all that was needed to be said.

		Getting to the bedroom, slowly stripping each other of clothing—all of that was a blur, with snapshots and moments of memory that Rachelle captured for later.

		Eliska undoing her hair, which tumbled heavily down her back.

		Mike shrugging out of his shirt, but leaving on his pants for now, brushing his hand across the straining bulge in his crotch.

		The press of Eliska’s small, high breasts against her ribcage as Eliska reached behind Rachelle to unclasp her bra. The sparkle in Eliska’s eyes as she did so, and the slow step backwards so she could watch as the bra fell away. The feel of Eliska’s cool fingers as she encircled Rachelle’s full breasts, and the sound of her whisper: “Beautiful.”

		Although the rest of Eliska’s apartment was simply furnished, her bed was a sumptuous four-poster with diaphanous fabric hanging from the rail and moving gently in the soft breeze from the open window. Rachelle fell, as if in slow motion, into the mound of feather pillows, laughing.

		Then, not laughing, because what Eliska’s lips were doing to the sensitive flesh of her neck was no laughing matter.

		She squirmed, threading her hands through Eliska’s lush hair and marveling at the feel of such a light, lithe body on top of her. Eliska rose up to plant kitten kisses on her mouth again, then headed further south, trailing those light kisses down to Rachelle’s breasts.

		“Beautiful,” she murmured again as she gathered them in her hands. She licked and nibbled, her tongue tiny and pointed, her touch excruciatingly delicate and direct. Rachelle squirmed, half-mad from the sensations that ignited a fire that trailed down to her clit and burned steadily brighter.

		But she wanted more. She urged Eliska up so she could taste her pert breasts, relishing the feel of the budding nipples in her mouth, between her fingers. Eliska moaned, tossing her head. The sound enflamed Rachelle further.

		She urged Eliska down against the mound of pillows, stroked her fingers along Eliska’s thighs until Eliska parted them, whispering “Oh yes” when Rachelle leaned down.

		Mike had been right, of course; Eliska did taste sweet and incredible, and Rachelle felt some sort of strange empowerment because she felt as if she knew, instinctively, what to do to drive Eliska’s desire higher and higher. When to lick harder, when to back off. When to slip a finger inside, feel Eliska’s inner walls clench.

		She felt Mike’s hands on her hips. He’d been there all along, stroking and caressing both of them, involved without being the focus. Now, she realized as if coming out of a dream, he was behind her.

		He was naked.

		He was hard, his cock once again teasing her slick lips, her swollen clit.

		It was just like the other night after the bridge, she realized. It was pretty much the only thought she could hold in her head. Beyond that, there was only need: The need to bring Eliska to climax, to feel Mike explode inside of her, to come herself. Oh God, yes. So close.

		The delightful Eliska was writhing beneath her, and Rachelle wanted to feel her shudder and hear her cry out and taste her as she came.

		Something else built up inside her as well. She was too hot, too on edge to step back and identify it, but she thought, fleetingly, that it had something to do with the moment. Herself, on the brink of this new experience. Mike, always with her.

		Then Eliska pitched over the edge of her own arousal, like a sweet gift. And Mike was moving inside of Rachelle, reaching around to flick against her clit, and she was breathing Eliska’s scent, as she felt Eliska contract again and Mike’s thrusts become a flurry, Rachelle came.
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		Tomorrow they were heading to Budapest. Rachelle knew, in fact, that they couldn’t spend the whole night in the comforting embrace of Eliska’s featherbed…and Eliska, somehow curled around both of them. They needed to pack, to be at the train station early.

		What she wanted, though, was to be awake at the first brush of dawn, to see the new day begin.
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