


INFERNO
The Rekindling Book 3



Copyright © 2020 H.K. Aspenn

Published by Cayélle Publishing: Infare Imprint

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product 
of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, 
locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or 
transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other 
electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of 
the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and 
certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission 
requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the 
address below.

Cayélle Publishing/Infare
44349 Lowtree Ave
Lancaster, CA 93634
www.Cayel lePubl ishing.com

Orders by U.S. trade bookstores and wholesalers. Please contact Freadom Distribution: 
Tel: (833) 229-3553 ext 813; Fax: (833) 229-3553 or email:
Freadom@Cayel le .com

Categories: 1. Romance   
Printed in the United States of America
Cover Art by Cayélle Corporation

Published by Cayélle Publishing c/o Cayélle Corporation
Distributed by Freadom Distribution and Ingram

ISBN: 978-1-7340893-9-4 [ebook]

First Edition
10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

INFERNO
The Rekindling Book 3



CHAPTER ONE

Navigating in the dark was difficult, more so when going on
uneven terrain. Sophia, having gone on numerous treks when she
was younger, had practice and could almost see in the dark. She
had to walk ahead of Gerald, cautioning him to walk only where
she did and to remain close. Much of Lakewood was still
uncharted forest. Even experts were known to get hurt, lost, or
worse.

Sophia offered her hand and Gerald took it. They were
approaching a somewhat steep incline. Gerald couldn’t really
recall climbing something like this the previous night. Sex did
that to him - it tend to obliterate all else except the memory of
his wife sighing his name, the heat of their kisses, their frantic
coupling. At least his muscles weren’t too sore. He was grateful
he was still able to squeeze in a modicum of exercise in spite of
children and being a stay-at-home dad. Also, having sex with
Sophia was a workout itself. He smiled at her back as she walked
ahead of him.

After bathing in the river, they spent the rest of the after-
noon having sex in their tent. Long and drawn-out rather than
their usual, race-against-time way, Gerald had never felt so satis-
fied in his life. He was addicted to her grunts and shouts, wore



with pride the bruises she gave him. He loved her weight on him
when they rested between their carnal bouts and talked lazily.

They talked about their children. Drew and Jerry were preco-
cious kids and seemed to delight in one-upping the other so it
wasn’t clear yet who took after which parent in terms of personal-
ity. Sophia wished they could go home sooner as she missed her
darling angels. Gerald admitted that he felt the same. He played
with the short strands of her blond hair as he spoke, looked in her
soft, blue eyes. His wife really had astonishing eyes, he thought.

They didn’t just make love the entire afternoon - they went
through the rest of the questionnaire too. Again, Sophia climbed
first, stomping her foot on the ground to make sure it was firm
and would hold. Then she turned to Gerald and gave him a hand
again. He grasped it and let her pull him - she was so strong and
solid, he thought admiringly.

As Sophia turned away, Gerald put a hand on the very slight
indent of her waist. “How much farther?” He was a little
breathless.

“Five miles, I believe, more or less.” Sophia turned to him.
“We can sit down for a bit, if you want.”

For once, Gerald didn’t feel the need to guard his pride. He
nodded and led her toward one of the rock formations on the
ground that would make a suitable seat. As Sophia sank down
heavily, he handed her a thermos of water. He joined her as she
glugged the cool liquid in relief then gave it to him. He tipped
the jug towards his lips and drank, swallowing heavily. As he
capped it, she put her head on his shoulder. His arm went
around her so he could hold her closer.

Though solid and strong, Sophia also felt soft. Gerald wished
they had more than flashlight to rely on so he could look in her
eyes. They would be soft sapphires now, he thought, kissing her
sweaty forehead. She lifted her head a bit, offering him her full,
thick lips, her wide mouth. Gerald eagerly pressed a kiss there,
liking their plump, pillowy feel.
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Kissing Sophia was both soothing and fiery. There was no
doubt that Gerald would always have need of his wife - he was
long resigned that his cock would twitch in her presence until
settled deep in the home of her sex. Equal to that was his
reliance on her honesty and loyalty, his faith in her love no
matter what. Sophia was the only person whose opinion he cared
for, and their sons, of course, as soon as they got more verbose.
He nipped at her swollen lower lip playfully before reluctantly
pulling away from her. His hand was on her warm cheek and he
really wished he could see her blush right now.

His knees were shaking a little when he stood up and offered
her his hand. He smiled at Sophia’s effect on him though he
wouldn’t want her to know that. She already had so much power
over him without having to do anything. It felt good to be the
one to give her a hand this time, Gerald thought as their fingers
intertwined, their rough palms pressed against each other. He
kissed her knuckles before letting go so she could lead him
again.

The talked quietly, inserting a laugh as they continued their
way - or in Sophia’s case, a gasp of surprise and a half-hearted
reprimand when Gerald pinched her on the ass. Or when he
grabbed her for a greedy kiss, cupping the slight curve of her
breasts. He nuzzled her throat, nipped at her skin playfully. She
slapped him on the shoulder and laced her fingers through his so
they were walking side-by-side. The air was cool, thick with the
scent of leaves and earth, made fragrant by Sophia’s clean, fresh
scent of soap and musk.

Soon, they spied the familiar column of fires leading to
Rochelle’s lair, as they’d taken to calling it. This time, it was
Gerald leading Sophia, still keeping her hand in his.

“Welcome, Adlers,” Rochelle greeted them as soon as they
emerged from the forest. She looked at her watch and smiled at
them. “You’re early tonight, I see.” She was wearing another
white dress and she looked fresh compared to them.
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Gerald smirked as he heard Sophia blush. Steering her to
their seat, he sat down next to her.

“We know our way around better, I guess,” he answered,
drawing Sophia’s hand to his lap.

“We’re in for a couple of things tonight,” Rochelle
announced, getting right down to business. “But I have to ask.
Are you finished with the questionnaire?”

Sophia nodded, smiling at Gerald. “Finally.”
“What did you find out about your spouse?” Rochelle asked.
Sophia glanced at Gerald, who nodded that she go first.
“Gerald is the surest person I know. He makes a decision, he

doesn’t second-guess himself. He kind of bulldozes through
things. Well, you do!” Sophia exclaimed with a laugh when
Gerald shook his head. Yet his eyes twinkled at her. Sophia’s
laugh was a loud, wheezing sound, not that of silver bells. Damn
but Gerald loved that sound. It was right up there when she
moaned his name as he made love to her, or when she was cooing
at their sons.

“I love that about him although I think he would benefit
being a little doubtful every now and then. He’s so impulsive
sometimes. The thing is, I’ve always thought he was unbothered
by it - and there isn’t a lot that bothers this man,” Sophia added,
making Gerald snort in disagreement. “So it really surprised me
when he said that one the things he wishes to change about
himself is how quick he arrives at a decision and goes on with it.
He doesn’t believe in regrets but he thinks that sometime,
maybe a long a time from now or not, who knows, he will start
having regrets. He’s a man who lives by and for the moment so I
didn’t expect that he’d be the sort who wishes to take things
slowly sometimes, to leave room for discernment.”

“Why do you wish to change that about yourself, Gerald?”
Rochelle asked.

Sophia looked at him, her eyes gold and luminous against the
flames surrounding them. Gerald shot her an intimate, sexy grin
before turning to Rochelle.
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“It seems that time’s become faster now that I’m a father.
Before Sophia came along, I wasn’t what you’d describe as
someone who had definite plans - or any plans. There was
Genius Advertising and I like what I do there but I wasn’t as
into it until Sophia. We were engaged for a while - five years
because neither of us were in a great rush and we wanted to
achieve things on our own before getting married. Since our sons
were born, it’s like time suddenly shot forward. They’re two
years old now. It seems only yesterday when she was pregnant,”
Gerald added, glancing at Sophia, his eyes warming. “And now
Drew and Jerry are walking and talking and eating shoes. And
I’ve always made decisions quickly. I’m worried that it’s going to
bite me in the ass at some point. Like, since I didn’t give enough
time, it blows up in my face.”

“What’s the nature of things that you decide on pretty
quickly?”

“Everything.”
Rochelle looked at him. “Everything? Really?”
Gerald planted his hand on Sophia’s knee and squeezed it. “I

knew she was it from the moment I met her. We slept together
before we went on our first date - “

Sophia howled, “Gerald!”
“ - and I introduced her to my family before we had our first

date. There was just no slowing down until I asked her to marry
me. The whole time we were engaged, I was bugging her to just
fly to down t Vegas - “

“Of which I was very amenable to - “
“But I didn’t want a shabby, rushed wedding. It’s not that I

don’t like how fast my mind works - “
“Husband, making quick decisions doesn’t exactly mean

you’re fast - “ Sophia tried to counter but he talked over her,
smiling hugely.

“But,” he added, serious now. “I’m worried that by being fast
I miss out on a lot, you know? I guess that’s why I volunteered to
stay home with Drew and Jerry,” he told Sophia. “Work’s asking
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a lot of me, a lot of them split-decision thinking all day and it
sometimes goes way past work hours. I don’t want to miss
anything with our sons, Sophia.”

Sophia shook her head. “No, you won’t, Gerald. I promise
you.”

Rochelle found herself blushing at the way they were looking
at each other. It was so hot they could power the entire Enfield.

“Um, what about you, Sophia? Is there anything about your-
self you’d like to change?”

Sophia grimaced. “Do you have all night?”
Rochelle smiled at her kindly. “Come on now. It can’t be that

many.”
She noted that Gerald put a protective arm around Sophia’s

shoulders.
Out of all the questions, Gerald hated the one about

changing one thing about the self. Sophia didn’t just want to
change one thing. She confessed to Gerald that generally, she
had buried all angst and anger she had about her looks but her
insecurities still crept up. He knew she hated most formal events
that forced her in a dress as she was never comfortable in them,
that she couldn’t stand it when people did a rude, obvious
double-take upon finding out she was his wife.

Alright. So Sophia wasn’t conventionally attractive. But no
one had eyes like hers - even their sons could not rival the
breathtaking brilliance of her sapphire blues. Her freckles on her
pale skin reminded Gerald of rich, strawberry cream dessert. She
was intelligent, with a mind as sharp and sure as Might steel,
hard-working, steadfast, loyal - even her stubbornness he found
admirable, never mind that it annoyed him lots of times. She had
the gentlest hands, the warmest touches. Most of all, she loved
him - him, the spoiled, arrogant, wise-cracking Gerald Adler.
This alone made her most beautiful to him.

As Sophia narrated her insecurities to Rochelle and how
terrified she felt letting Gerald in on them, Gerald found himself
once again awed by her bravery, by her big heart. His wife did
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not have it easy - she was never going to have it as easy as him -
but he will fight this battle with her, remind her every hour what
was beautiful about her. Every day the list got longer.

When Sophia finished, she looked at Gerald with her big,
beautiful eyes. He brushed his knuckles on her cheek and whis-
pered in her ear: “I love you.”

“The question is for putting our insecurities on the table
without fear or judgment,” Rochelle explained. “Your answers
revealed much about your character - it’s a deeper insight to your
spouse and also to the depth of your trust for you to know this
about your spouse. So how do you feel knowing that these are
things that tend to hound your spouse? Either of you may answer
first.”

“It doesn’t make me see Gerald any less, that’s for sure. I
think it’s wonderful he would like to slow things down but I
don’t want him to be so worried about what he’ll be missing out
on. He won’t.” Sophia smiled at him.

“My wife is brave for letting me know about her insecurities.”
Gerald declared. “I think no matter how long you’ve been
together or how well you know each other, it’s never easy telling,
`this is what I don’t like about myself.’ What if it’s what your
partner doesn’t like either? Sophia’s got a really hard head but
hey, that’s one of the things that makes her my Sophia.”

“The questionnaire also asks about your greatest fear. What
did you find out?”

“Regrets, disappointing my wife, not being there for my chil-
dren, failing at redeeming myself- “ The incident with Innis
Strong may be years ago but Gerald still hated how people still
talked about it, let alone bring it up whenever he was in the
room. “ - and snakes.”

“We can’t be perfect all the time, Gerald. But should you
disappoint me, you have my word to never leave,” Sophia whis-
pered. “And as for your redemption, you’re well on your way.
You’re the best in your field of work.”

Gerald took her hands to his lips and kissed it gratefully.
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“What about you, Sophia?”
“Not being a good wife. Not being a good mother. Not

getting tenured. Regrets.” Sophia shifted closer to Gerald. “Not
having said `I love you’ enough.”

She needn’t worry about any of those things, Gerald thought.
Rochelle seemed to brace herself. “What about the question

of. . .final arrangements should it happen that one of you is inca-
pable of making health decisions?”

Yeah, that was a question Gerald hated above all. The idea of
having death come for them or one of them. He knew he
couldn’t face life without Sophia and hoped that if god would be
merciful, he’d be taken first. But only after he’d had a long,
fulfilling life. For him to see and play with a couple of grandchil-
dren, at least.

Sophia did not like the question either. It made her feel as if
the ground beneath her feet would open up and swallow them.
They had held each other tightly after sharing their answers.

“We both agreed that it shouldn’t be. . .prolonged.” Sophia
stumbled over the word. “It’s already in our insurance. We both
have the Do Not Resuscitate clause.”

“We talked about it a week after we brought Drew and Jerry
home from the hospital.” Gerald said. “In case both of us die,
our sons would be raised by Sophia’s dad and uncles back home.”

“Jacob, Gerald’s brother, has his own family and so does his
sister Samantha. . .we want our children to be in an environment
where they won’t feel they have to compete with other
children.”

Gerald remembered the day they signed all the necessary
paperwork, witnessed by Simon White and George O’Shea, Dale
Gardner their lawyer. After their guests left the apartment,
Gerald and Sophia had continued to sit in silence in their
kitchen. She was the first to reach for his hand.

“It will always be a bad time having to do this,” she told him.
He nodded, putting her hand between his. “But it doesn’t

make it any easier.”
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Now, they were looking at each other helplessly. Gerald
kissed her on the cheek.

Sophia, leaning closer to him, told Rochelle, “If I get incapac-
itated, Gerald knows that I shouldn’t be resuscitated. And I wish
to be cremated with my ashes thrown to the sea, back home.”

“It’s the same thing with me,” Gerald said.
Rochelle frowned. “But you’re not from there?”
“I follow where my wife goes.”
Gerald said it firmly, so firmly that it left no room for

questions.
It was a heavy, emotional beginning for their session.

Rochelle decided to call for a break and asked if there was any
refreshment or snack she could get them. As Sophia shook her
head, Gerald said, “Well, cheeseburger would be nice.”

Sophia rolled her eyes while Rochelle laughed. “I can throw
in a tuna sandwich, Gerald, but that’s it. And there’s beer, soda. .
.”

“He’ll take the sandwich. No alcohol. No sugar. It’ll be
bedtime when we get back to the camp,” Sophia reminded
Gerald, who pretended to sulk.

“What about you, Sophia?” Rochelle asked, going through
the cooler.

“I’m okay, thanks.”
After Rochelle gave Gerald his sandwich, she excused herself.

Gerald was glad that Sophia continued to sit close to him, her
leg touching his. The fire made her skin glow pink, almost close
to the body blush that warmed her skin after orgasm, he
thought, feeling himself getting hard. He offered Sophia half his
sandwich, who shook her head. She really wasn’t hungry, she
told him.

“So, what do you think she’ll have us do next?” Sophia asked
him quietly, keeping her voice low.

“Hopefully no more questions. Damn, that questionnaire was
difficult, wasn’t it? Especially the one dealing with death.” Gerald
took a last bite of the sandwich. “I’d be glad if she just has us lift
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telephone poles or climb trees rather than talk like that again. It
pulled a lot out of me and you know how I practically have no
filter system.”

Sophia giggled. “That you don’t, husband.”
When Rochelle returned ten minutes later, she looked

serious once again. Gerald and Sophia sat up, feeling the tension
in the air.

“The questionnaire was an exercise in trust,” she told them.
“Trust is difficult to build yet it can be broken much easier. So
far, your trust is solid - that’s quite rare. But how far does it go, I
wonder? For example, what’s your stand on secrets? Should you
know all your spouse’s secrets or should some things be left a
mystery?”

“I want to know everything, of course,” Gerald answered.
“You should know each other’s deepest, darkest secret.”

“No. You don’t have to tell each other everything. You should
be allowed to keep some things for yourself.” Sophia looked at
Gerald, startled at his response then at Rochelle. “Uh, right?”

Rochelle was practically giddy with excitement. “Let’s talk
about your next exercise.”

10 H.K. ASPENN


	Chameleons Official Ampersand Revised 2.pdf
	chameleons pages.pdf
	Chameleons page 2.pdf
	Blank Page

	Chameleons page 3.pdf
	Blank Page

	Chameleons page 1.pdf
	Blank Page


	chameleons pages.pdf
	Chameleons page 2.pdf
	Blank Page

	Chameleons page 3.pdf
	Blank Page

	Chameleons page 1.pdf
	Blank Page


	Blank Page
	Blank Page

	Chameleons Official Ampersand Revised 2.pdf
	chameleons pages.pdf
	Chameleons page 2.pdf
	Blank Page

	Chameleons page 3.pdf
	Blank Page

	Chameleons page 1.pdf
	Blank Page


	chameleons pages.pdf
	Chameleons page 2.pdf
	Blank Page

	Chameleons page 3.pdf
	Blank Page

	Chameleons page 1.pdf
	Blank Page


	Blank Page
	Blank Page

	Blank Page



