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CHAPTER ONE

Gerald Adler had to shoo his wife Sophia out of their apartment
the night before their departure for Lakewood. He pointed out
that since she spent her days either in classrooms or at her oﬃce
in Bay University in Enfield, she had little opportunity to go out,
unless with him. He was often on location for a photo shoot,
though since their twins Jeremy and Andrew were born, he
preferred assignments closer to home.
“It’s going to be five days with just me, wife,” he told her as
he sat at the foot of their bed, Jerry unlacing his father’s shoelace
while Drew gnawed at the leg of his jeans. Sophia stood in their
closet, the door left open so Gerald could watch her get dressed.
“Five days with just me,” he reminded her. “Just the two of
us. It will be a miracle if we don’t tear each other to pieces.”
He was joking but Sophia gave him a look before she slipped
on a simple, tailored white blouse. She was already wearing jeans.
Since his birthday celebration at his home in Cherrywood six
months ago, the Adlers had signed themselves up for therapy. As
much as they wanted to keep this to themselves, they realized
that there was nothing shameful nor bad with what they were
doing. It wasn’t like their marriage was on the rocks, they told
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each other, but they needed work. Still, they got questioning
looks from family and friends who knew.
What they needed to work on exactly was something Gerald
and Sophia couldn’t really put in to words, and what the four
therapists they had gone to had tried to guess. Their sex life was
passionate and fulfilling and occurred often enough, and somehow, they had managed to avoid making it stale. They were
communicating much, much better. But Gerald, for one, felt
there was more he should be doing. What exactly, he couldn’t
name. Sophia too felt that she wasn’t putting as much eﬀort in
their marriage as she should. When she asked Gerald what he
needed from her, he drew a blank in confusion.
This was where Thomas Gardner came in. Thomas was a
photographer Gerald used often enough for work. He was the
brother of Gerald’s brother in law, Dale; Samantha’s husband,
and was also the brother of one of Sophia’s best friends. Eric.
Thomas recommended Rochelle to the Adler’s because she was a
“genius” who helped cement his relationship with his new wife,
Iris. Privately, Sophia thought that Iris was a little too weird even
for Thomas, who tends to say things that made everyone
awkward and look for the nearest exit. Iris was too quiet and
reminded Sophia of a child rather than a woman in her thirties.
She was also a lot more uncomfortable in social situations than
Sophia, having refused all invitations by her and Millicent, the
wife of Brad Jameson, one of Gerald’s partners at Genius Advertising, even just for coﬀee. Simon White’s wife had given up on
Iris early on.
Thomas told them that this Rochelle specialized in an
exciting form of couples counseling, giving relationships ‘that
needed jerk to power it up again.’ Gerald and Sophia were
dubious at first, but they talked it over. Talking to the four therapists who’ve done nothing but siphon money oﬀ them was probably something they needed. That needed jerk. A reboot of some
kind.
“I would much rather stay here with you and the boys,”
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Sophia grumbled as she buttoned up the blouse. Despite her
frown, she was blushing. She may be standing quite a few feet
from her husband, but there was no missing the green fire of his
eyes as he watched her. They leaped from her bare breasts to her
face as she closed the blouse before gazing at her face.
“You stay with us every night. Wife, how many husbands do
you know order their wives to go out and have fun?”
Despite his smirk, his voice was warm and tender. Sophia,
finished dressing, went to him. She smiled at Drew as she knelt
on the floor, positioning herself between Gerald’s legs. He
straightened up so he could look down at her.
“How many wives do you know would much rather stay in
with her family?” she asked him as he brushed her hair away
from her face. She had cut it again so it was back to the cropped
style that showed the shell of her ears and the graceful curve of
her long neck.
“Only you,” he said.
“Only you,” she told him.
She turned to kiss his palm and sat back on her heels, pulling
Jerry away from Gerald’s shoelaces. She set him on her lap as
Gerald pulled Drew up from the floor and put him in bed
beside him.
They played with the boys, laughing and exchanging smiles
over their small, golden blond heads every now and then. Gerald
thought he should tell Sophia to be careful - she was already
dressed and was wearing white. But he couldn’t bear to break
that sweet moment between mother and son as she put her
hands under Jerry’s armpits and started pulling up and down.
Laughing, he commanded, “Mommy, more! More!”
Drew, on the other hand, was content to play with the
buttons of Gerald’s shirt, trying to pluck them free with his little
fingers. “Daddy, good,” he said, pressing his face to Gerald’s
chest. He chuckled, knowing that it meant he smelled good.
Who knew that his life had been headed towards moments
like this? Gerald wondered, throwing his head back and laughing

4

H.K. ASPENN

when Jerry tugged at Sophia’s hair and she yelped. This was far,
very far from the life he envisioned for himself many years ago.
When he was fifteen, as it went with all fifteen-year-old boys,
he dreamed of banging a diﬀerent model every night. He already
had money. He was an Adler, after all, with golden, good looks,
bright emerald green eyes, and a cocky, crooked grin no girl had
been able to resist. Then he got older and his dreams started to
come closer to earth. He wanted his own shop, where he could
conceptualize all he wanted, make his mark on successful advertising campaigns. He got that, though the road towards it had
not been the easiest. It was fortunate that friends such as Brad
Jameson and Simon White stood by him through the Innis
Strong fiasco, and most fortunate that he had been able to prove
to them that putting their reputations on the line for him had
been very much worth it. Genius Advertising, their advertising
agency, was now second to Innis’ and had been garnering all
major awards since their Might Beer campaign.
But Gerald never wanted a wife or children. He did not have
the inclination and the few women he was with were so uninteresting that he had to force himself to get through the rest of the
night with them. He thought sex was prize at the end of such a
night, but it was far from satisfactory. It gave him relief, but
there was nothing very pleasurable in it. Not for him. He also
made it a point to sleep alone, never inviting any woman to his
apartment.
Then Sophia Wright came along.
She was not the supermodel he envisioned as a teenager. She
was tall, six-foot-two, an inch taller than him. This was all she
had in common with him. Gerald would always be grateful for
that. Her hair was an uncontrollable, blonde thing that resisted
the strongest products, her nose broken at least twice when she
used to be volleyball player, her lips were certainly not the sexy
pout of a model. Her skin was very pale and she was heavily
freckled from forehead to toe. Yet he had been intrigued from
her from the very beginning, when she got up on a table and
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started leading the bar in an impromptu concert. Even when she
was hunched over her laptop writing another scholarly article, he
found it diﬃcult to look away from her.
It was those eyes of hers, for starters. Round, big, and the
exact color of sapphires. They flashed when laughing or smiling
at him, narrowed when she called him an idiot, softened when
she was with their sons, sparkled when he teased her, and got
slumberous and heavy-lidded when he made love to her. He told
her once that those eyes had ended him, ended the Gerald Adler
who just ambled along life with no real direction. Discovering
that such eyes existed gave him purpose: to be with Sophia
Wright, now Sophia Adler. Professor Sophia Adler, soon to be
tenured.

She was shy and still modest despite having been naked before
him countless times. She still flushed crimson when he whispered naughty, dirty things in her ear. She was one of the few
people who wasn’t bowled over that he was Gerald Adler, the son
of Michael Adler. She called him an idiot, she told him to shut
up, she rolled her eyes at him when impatient or when he was
riling her up too much. She was also his strongest supporter,
pushing him to pursue more and to have stronger faith in
himself. He liked telling her he was strong enough. She always
shook her head and countered, “No. You are a lot stronger than
you think, husband.”

Husband. His name belonged to her lips, only her voice could
say his name in such a way that aroused him and also turned him
into a warm puddle of mush. But when she called him husband,
it was a song, his song.
She had given him two healthy, beautiful sons. Before they
married, before he even thought of marrying her, he had wanted
their children to have her eyes. It had pleased him that her family
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all had her eyes, giving him hope that this trait would dominate
over his green eyes. When the twins were born and opened their
eyes, revealing their blue orbs, Gerald had cried, overwhelmed
that they were finally in his arms and with Sophia’s eyes. It pleased
every man to have a son, a child to carry his name, but what made
Gerald truly happy was that his sons had his wife’s eyes.
Jerry and Drew were two years old as of last month. They
didn’t think to throw a party and thought to just spend the day
with their sons at the zoo. Despite this, Michael Adler still
called up later that night. After wishing his grandsons a happy
birthday, he went straight to the point and thus, revealed the
true purpose behind his call.
His green eyes hard despite the deep lines surrounding them,
he demanded, “When do you intend to give them a brother or a
sister?”
Stanley Wright was no better. As he waved at his grandsons
over Skype, he cooed, “Ooh, you’re so big now, when will you
have a little sister to take care of, hmm?”
That night, as the twins slept, Gerald and Sophia talked.
They were having ice cream and had retreated to the couch with
the tub and a blanket.
After Sophia spooned peanut-butter with chocolate chips ice
cream to his lips, she asked, “Gerald, do you remember what we
talked about. . .do you remember, the one after all that confusion
with the pregnancy tests?”
He let the ice cream melt in his mouth as he nodded. He
frowned when he saw the worry in her eyes.
“What’s wrong?”
“Should I revisit what our fathers said today?”
He sighed and took the tub of ice cream from her. She
watched him put it on the coﬀee table, along with the spoon.
Then he turned to her.
“I was hoping you forgot that,” he sighed as he cupped her
cheek.
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“A little hard to forget when Michael Adler issues a directive
and my dad isn’t too subtle, either.”
“Do you want another child now? Are we ready?”
Sophia surprised him with her answer. “I don’t know.”
She was wearing one of his old t-shirts, a white, threadbare
thing with a collar so loose it hung near her breasts. On her hips
were one of his old boxers. It was an outfit that made his cock
stir but with the uncertainty on her face and her slumped shoulders, sex was the last thing in Gerald’s mind. He put an arm
around her.
“When we spoke during my birthday weekend, we agreed it’s
too soon for a child.”
“We agreed. But how do you feel now?”
“I would like another child with you, Sophia. You know that.
But I agreed with you when you said it’s too soon. Are you
telling me. . .?” His voice trailed oﬀ.
Sophia put her head on his shoulder. “I really don’t know,
Gerald.”
“If you don’t know, then now’s not the time.”
“Is it really that simple?”
“It might be.”
“But what if I’m already pregnant?” She picked her head up
and looked at him.
He took a deep breath. “Are you late?”
“No. But. . .what if within the year I get pregnant? We’re
using protection but you never know with these things.
Remember that it only took one day when I skipped the pill. I
worry about missing one or. . .you know, sometimes a pill isn’t
one hundred percent.”
And they were having sex so often, to boot, Gerald added to
himself.
“I want to know how you feel if I get pregnant and we
haven’t talked about having another yet.”
“I will be happy of course. I would like to have another with
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you, Sophia. But I can’t have you miserable or angry over having
one. . .unplanned.”
“We didn’t exactly plan Jerry and Drew. I think that turned
out quite well, don’t you?”
He smiled. “Yes.”
“So maybe if. . .if we’re surprised. . .oh Gerald, I don’t like
being like this. So unsure.”
“Then I’m going to be the sure one for the two of us for now.
How does this sound to you? We continued working on our
marriage and should it happen that we get pregnant, we go on
with working. Just think of the child as a surprise bonus.”
“A surprise bonus,” Sophia echoed.
“You told me before you’re not sure if you’ll be happy if we
have another one so soon. I told you that I understand and will
not hate you it if takes you a while to get around idea there’s
another life in you. That still stands, wife. Always.”
As Gerald found himself returning to the present, he thought
about the idea of Sophia once again blooming with their child. It
was a happy thought but he didn’t want her forced into something she wasn’t sure about. Of course, tonight he was forcing
her to go out and have fun but this was one night, not a lifetime.
“Are you sure you’ll be alright with just the boys?” Sophia
asked him as she detached Jerry’s fingers from her hair.
“I’ve looked after them on my own, just to remind you,” he
told her. Then his eyes gleamed. “It would be interesting how
our fathers will be looking after them.”
“Oh god,” Sophia groaned but she was laughing. Michael and
Stanley would be staying in their apartment to look after the
children. Michael had grumbled why they couldn’t be brought to
Cherrywood and Gerald pointed out that knowing him, he
would turn over babysitting duties to one of his staﬀ. Stanley was
more than happy to take on the task on his own, which had
Michael declaring that he could look after his grandsons too and
thus volunteered to help the other man.
“You needn’t worry so much about me,” Gerald told her.
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“I’m not. I just feel guilty that while I’m on a night out you’re
stuck here.”
“Just make sure Elise has you home at a reasonable hour,
young lady” Gerald told her, pretending to look stern. “And definitely no kissing other boys. And do I have to remind you how
you handle alcohol so well?”
Sophia huﬀed, “I know. Don’t worry, Elise made sure it’s
good, clean fun for us tonight. Especially since you gave her a
checklist of do’s and don’ts. Don’t deny it, Gerald. She showed
me a screen capture of your email.”
“I’m not. George also sent you a checklist, didn’t he? He told
me. I believe one of the items there is to make sure Elise has
vegetables in her meal.”
“Husbands,” Sophia shook her head. “What would we do
without you?”
Though smiling, Gerald was serious. “Don’t even bother
finding out.”
Sophia rose to her knees and kissed him on the lips. “I don’t
intend to.”
Then she picked up Jerry from the floor, straightening up.
Gerald bent to tie his shoelaces then followed, pulling Drew
from the bed and into his arms. Together they headed for the
living room.
“Can you imagine Michael living in a place that’s just a little
bigger than a shoebox?” Sophia told Gerald as she deposited
Jerry into the enclosed playpen by the sofa. She took Drew from
Gerald’s arms and put him next to his brother.
“Can you imagine my father and yours living together in a
place just a little bigger than a shoebox?” Gerald said, grinning at their sons before he took Sophia by the elbow and
led her to the couch. They sat down. Sophia put her legs on
the coﬀee table in front while Gerald reclined, laying his
head on her lap. His long legs hung over the other end of the
couch.
As Gerald pressed little kisses around her palm and her wrist,
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which put a vivid red on her face as she watched him, she said,
“Let’s hope they don’t kill each other.”
“My money’s on Stanley.”
She frowned. “Gerald.”
“What? Your dad was in the military, he’s way taller than
Michael. Hell, he can probably kill with his eyes. You slay me
when your pretty blues only just happen to look at me.”
“So much for Michael being a brave guy.”
“Do you have any idea what awaits us on this trip?” Gerald
asked, looking up at her.
She brushed his hair away from his forehead. “Worried?”
He raised an eyebrow. “You’re not?”
“Of course I am. But there was stuﬀ in the information
packet about being against the elements and relying on instincts
to survive and all that. That gives me an idea what’s in store for
us. I’ve gone camping before. The worse they could do is drop us
oﬀ in the middle of nowhere without the most basic supplies.”
Her eyes flashed as she teased him, “Ah. Gerald Adler, you’ve
never gone camping before, have you? Never roughed it?”
“The sum of my `roughing it’ was living with boys for four
years. Do you have any idea how filthy and smelly teenaged boys
are?” He went to high school in Sheridan Prep. It was an exclusive boarding school for boys and girls.
“Thank the almighty I don’t.”
“I don’t believe it’s going to be so bad. If you’ve gone
camping before, then you could teach me. Do you know how to
make fire out of rubbing rocks together?”
“It’s not going to be that rough, Gerald.”
“But what if it was? You’re the expert. How’s it going to be?
Do I just wait until you return from hunting?”
“Hey, I’m not the only one hunting. I’ll teach how to set up a
snare, skin a rabbit - “
Gerald shook his head. “God, no, Sophia. Hell no. Skin a
rabbit? Rabbits are cute!”
“You eat braised rabbit at restaurants!”
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“Are you telling me you can actually murder a helpless,
adorable animal? What's wrong with you?”
Sophia rolled her eyes. “How’s this. I hunt for my food and
you survive on leaves. I don’t think leaves would cry if you pluck
them oﬀ.”
He turned toward her chest, nuzzling it. He unbuttoned her
blouse until her breasts were free and he could nuzzle the small
mounds. “I don’t think I want to go,” he said, pretending to
sulk.
“We already paid a huge deposit. It’s going to be fine. Grow
up, Gerald.” Despite speaking dismissively, she sounded a little
breathless as he cupped one breast and tongued the nipple of the
other. He wrapped his lips around one and started to suck
eagerly. "Oh god," she whispered.
Gerald sat up, trailing his nose from between her breasts, to
her throat, inhaling her clean, vanilla scent until he reached her
lips. Sophia opened her mouth as he pressed his to hers. He had
shaved oﬀ his beard months ago. She missed the rough stubble
but there was nothing better than being skin to skin with
Gerald.
He pulled her hand to the stiﬀness in his jeans. “I have a
huge deposit,” he whispered as they kissed. “And something’s
definitely up and growing.”
“Elise’s arriving any minute,” she moaned as he trailed his lips
across her jaw line. Her hand remained on his crotch while his
hand squeezed her breast. “And we are not having sex with the
twins watching us.”
At that, they both turned to look at the playpen. Jerry and
Drew were sitting on the floor but their eyes were wide and very
blue as they watched the curious thing happening with their
parents on the couch. Gerald groaned and buried his nose in her
warmer neck. “Damn it.”
Reluctantly, they removed their hands from each other.
Gerald buttoned up Sophia’s blouse, sighing loudly and regretfully as her sexy freckles and sexier breasts were slowly hidden
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from his heated gaze. He cupped her flushed cheek and kissed
her soundly on the mouth before rising to his feet.
“I think I need to - “ He sounded ragged.
She nodded, blushing deeper. “Of course.”
A grin shone on Sophia’s red face as soon as Gerald disappeared behind a wall and the bathroom door clicked shut. But
she wasn’t in that good a shape herself - she was trembling and
her lips felt swollen, with a slight sting, a condition that could
only be alleviated by more of her husband’s kisses. She got up
from the couch and went to the playpen.
Jerry and Drew were laughing at her funny faces when a buzz
reached their door. Sophia hurried to the door and pressed a
button. “Yes?”
“It’s me, darling,” came Elise’s lilting voice.
“Come on up.” Sophia pushed the button that unlocked the
door downstairs.
She slipped on her shoes, a blood-red, snake-print pair that
elevated her outfit from a mere white shirt and narrow dark
jeans to something classically stylish. A tube of lipstick was withdrawn from her purse.
Just then, Gerald was letting himself out of the bathroom.
He paused as he watched her before the huge mirror in the living
room, tracing lipstick around her full mouth. He looked at the
ceiling for help. I just finished, come on, he thought, feeling the
familiar twitching in his pants yet again.
Sophia, unaware of her eﬀect on him, turned to him. “Elise’s
here.” She put her lipstick back in the purse and checked for
money, keys and cell phone.
“Come here and kiss me with those red lips of yours,” Gerald
invited her, holding out his arms. A lock of his golden hair fell on
his forehead. There was a dazed look in his face.
“Okay, but try not to smudge,” Sophia teased him, going
to him.
Their lips met. Their arms went around each other. They
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were still kissing, gasping against each other when Elise’s loud
voice finally got through them.
“Hey!” She called out from behind the door, banging her
small fist on it. “Stop that! I will only have your wife for a couple
of hours, Gerald! Get your paws oﬀ her!”
“Shit,” Sophia swore, burying her face in Gerald’s neck. He
chuckled.
“She’s coming right out, damn it!” Gerald called back as he
dropped his arms from her waist. His smile was lazy and cocky as
Sophia turned to the mirror to fix her lipstick. Then she took
her purse, smiled at him and said, “I won’t be out too long.”
“I’ll be naked and waiting,” he promised solemnly.
“You’re impossible, husband,” Sophia told him as she headed
for the door, briefly revealing Elise.
Elise waved at Gerald over Sophia’s shoulder. “We’ll try not
to have too much fun,” she told him and Sophia blushed some
more. With a final glance at him, she shut the door behind her.
Gerald looked at himself in the mirror and burst out laughing. Red lipstick marks were all over his face. When he faced his
sons, Drew and Jerry started making kissing sounds.

