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Chapter 1

A week before Thanksgiving
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THE DARK BEDROOM WAS filled with the moans of five a.m. lovemaking.

“Adina,” Thaddeus Bryson growled, intensely stroking in and out of his wife. He lifted her leg over his shoulder, his fingertips digging into the thick flesh. “Baby...you feel fucking amazing.”

Adina moaned in response, her bonnet-covered head digging into the goose-down pillow as her half-open eyes focused on her husband in the dim light. “Harder, Thaddeus.”

His intensity immediately doubling, he started pounding into her, turning her moans into rhythmic cries of pleasure. Adina bit her lip as she received everything he had for her, the familiar sounds of slapping skin and whispered curses as arousing as they always were. Her hands grabbed his ass as she urged him on, the bed shaking harder the closer they got to release. 

“You almost there?” she panted.

“Yes.” His hand landed on her breast and squeezed. “Yes, baby, almost.”

“Come for me, Thaddeus.” She clamped her legs around his waist. “You gonna come for me?”

“Fuck...yes, fuck, I’m about to come...Adina!”

He gritted his teeth as he delivered several more hard strokes before his body seized, shook, then collapsed on top of her. Their lips found each other’s in a deep, satisfied kiss, Adina’s hands resting on the sides of his neck.

“Amazing as always,” he whispered between kisses.

She smiled. “Yes, it was.”

Thaddeus gently extracted himself before easing his body off of hers. They laid side by side as they caught their breath, each looking up at the wood-beamed ceiling. Adina wanted to roll over and cuddle, but she knew what was coming.

I’d better get moving.

“I’d better get moving, babe,” Thaddeus said after another minute or so. He leaned over and kissed her cheek before sitting up and throwing his long legs over the side of the bed. “Busy day today.”

“Yeah.” Adina just threw an arm over her eyes. “I know.”

He got up and headed to their en suite, and a few moments later, Adina heard the shower turn on. She adjusted her slightly-askew bonnet before turning to her side, away from the bathroom, her brown eyes absently wandering to the portrait they took together six years earlier for their twentieth wedding anniversary. They were both beaming in that picture, as in love as they were when they fell for each other in college. And they still were, a fact that Adina was immensely thankful for. 

But she couldn’t help but long for the days when Thaddeus took the time to cuddle with her after making love. When they would just lounge around in bed, talking and laughing and fooling around, forgetting about everything else. Simpler times, before kids and urgent responsibilities started chipping away at that kind of quality time. 

They conceived their son Deante when Adina was just nineteen, and they made the decision that she would drop out of college to raise him while Thaddeus completed his degree and started working at his family’s wellness company. They got married when Deante was a year old, and Thaddeus promised to take care of them, assuring her that she didn’t need to worry about getting a job while their son was so young. Adina had every intention of going back to get her degree at some point, but then they conceived their second son, Saul, a couple years later. Adina officially became a full-time housewife as Thaddeus moved up the ranks in his family’s company. By the time their daughter India was born, Thaddeus was the company president, and any talks of Adina getting her degree and starting her own career were long forgotten, at least to him. But Adina certainly hadn’t let it go.

She loved her life. Her husband was amazing and had fulfilled every promise he’d made to her regarding taking care of her and their children. Adina loved her family and recognized the blessing of being such a hands-on and present wife and mother. But she was forty-six years old and yearned to be more than just the family fixer. 

And now that their kids were grown, she yearned for the simpler times when morning sex with her man was more than just a means to rev him up for a long work day.

“Hey, babe, how about omelets this morning?” Thaddeus called out from the en suite. “I’ve been craving that kind you made last time...what was that, again?”

Sighing, Adina droned, “Florentine. But I think we’re out of spinach.”

“Damn.” He emerged a few moments later, a towel wrapped around his waist as he leaned against the doorway, smoothing moisturizer into his almond brown skin. His 6’1 frame had filled out over the years but he still kept himself in good shape, and Adina still got as turned on by him as she did when they met during sophomore year of college. His fingertips smoothed down the goatee that framed his thick lips, and Adina resisted the pointless urge to invite him back to bed. “You’re going to the store today, right?”

“Yeah.” She sat up. “I’ve gotta start getting the stuff for Thanksgiving.”

“Oh, good. I’m glad you’re doing that now ‘cause we don’t want another disaster like last year.”

“Thaddeus...not being able to find any sweet potatoes was hardly a disaster. There was plenty of other stuff.”

“Yeah, but you know we all go nuts for your sweet potato soufflé. And Saul specifically requested those candied sweet potatoes of yours this year.”

“Yes, I know,” Adina muttered. “Everyone has their own special requests. He also wants his own pan of seafood dressing. Deante asked for duck instead of turkey, India wants a triple-layer red velvet...”

“You’re an outstanding cook, babe.” Thaddeus winked at her. “We can’t help it. But about those omelets, though...is there another kind that you can make this morning? ‘Cause I’m starving.”

“I’ll put something together.” Adina tossed back the covers and made herself get out of bed, her autopilot clicking on. A homemade breakfast had always been the norm in the Bryson household, always at the hands of Adina. The family didn’t know anything else. “Can you hand me my robe from in there?”

Thaddeus had her silk robe in hand by the time she padded across the spacious bedroom to him, a smile on his lips as he watched her approach. He leaned down for a kiss as he handed it to her, eyeing her as she slid the robe over her short nightgown. The appreciation in his eyes was clear, and Adina couldn’t help but love that. 

She headed downstairs as Thaddeus went about getting groomed and dressed. Adina pulled open the stainless steel refrigerator, momentarily perusing the contents before she began pulling out ingredients. She didn’t even have to think as she went about preparing breakfast, so used to the practice. In seemingly no time, she’d prepared a spread of ham and Swiss omelets, home fries with peppers and onions, and buttermilk biscuits with homemade apple butter and strawberry jam. Right on cue, a fully-dressed Thaddeus and their seventeen-year-old daughter India were eagerly parading into the kitchen with hungry eyes and growling stomachs. 

“This smells so good, babe,” Thaddeus commented as Adina handed him his full plate.

“Thanks, sweetie.”

“Good morning, Mama,” India greeted, coming over to give her a quick kiss on the cheek before grabbing her own plate to fill up. Adina didn’t bother fixing one for her because she never knew what her daughter would be in the mood for from one day to the next. India wiggled her fingers in perusal before helping herself to an omelet and a couple of biscuits. “Were we out of bacon?”

Adina was already cleaning up, postponing her own eating for after everyone was done, as usual. “No, but I’m using that for dinner later on.”

“Ooh, are you making burgers?”

“Wasn’t planning on it.”

“I wouldn’t be mad at it if you did. And some of your homemade fries. I don’t know how you make them so good. Are you going to the store?”

Is that the party line today? “Yes, India, I’m going this afternoon.”

“Can you get some more of those organic tortilla chips I like? And some more bacon? And some pomegranate juice? I can text you all this if you need me to.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Oh, and brown sugar. I’m making some more body scrub.” She pushed her long braids over her shoulder as she perched onto one of the padded stools at the kitchen island and reached for the apple butter. “Did you use all of that batch I made you already?”

“Just about.”

“I’ll make you some more, but I need some more of that brown sugar. The good kind.”

“I got it, India.” Adina couldn’t deny that she loved the
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