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      I straggle in the door Thursday night with two bags of groceries, already exhausted from the week. Rob is running the vacuum in the front room. He turns it off when he sees me and grabs one of the bags while I close the door behind me with my foot. My long black hair falls into my face and I shake it back.

      “Everything okay?” he asks as we walk into the kitchen and put the bags on the counter. Even doing housework, Rob looks amazing. He’s a head taller than me, and even twelve years removed from playing college football, he’s stayed nearly as fit as he was then. I sometimes tease him about swimming so much, although if he didn’t use our pool for his early-morning workout, we’d barely use it at all.

      “Good news, honey,” I say. “I only had to go to three different places to get the kind of mozzarella Mom insists on eating.”

      “Only three? That’s some kind of world record.”

      “I could have done better. I didn’t take my training sessions seriously enough.”

      Rob laughs easily, taking some cans out of the first bag and then putting them in the pantry. “You’ll get ’em next year, babe. I believe in you.”

      “I got everything else on the list, too. Is their flight on time?”

      Rob takes out his phone and glances at the screen with his ice blue eyes. “Yep. Landing at seven thirty.” He puts his phone down then continues putting groceries away. “How was work?”

      “They can’t live without me tomorrow, apparently.”

      “Uh oh. Stuart asked you to cancel your day off?”

      “Yes. Again.” I put the back of my hand to my forehead, closed my eyes, and put on a breathy Southern drawl. “He did his best Lynette, Lynette, whatever shall I do, wherever shall I go?” I hope my impersonation is believable since I have similar facial features as a young Vivien Leigh—large eyes, small mouth, and a heart-shaped face. I bat my eyelashes at him.

      Rob smiles, though it’s more of a Leonardo DiCaprio grin than a Clark Gable smirk. “I hope you told him you didn’t give a damn.”

      “Sure did. He knows I’m maxed out, and I have to take vacation time or I lose it. He doesn’t seem to care, though. Said that taking time off might negatively affect me when I’m up for CFO after he retires from Logan Biolabs next year. I told him to bring it up with my lawyer.” I fold up the first bag, now empty. “How was your day?”

      “Fantastic.” He puts his hands on his hips and looks proud of himself. “I got the purchase order from Monsoon Capital this afternoon!”

      “What? You weren’t expecting that until the end of the month!”

      “I know. I figured, screw it, that made my number for the quarter, so I left early to come home and tidy up before I picked up Shauna and Scotty.”

      I shoot Rob a look. “You know he wants us to call him Scott, now. He says he’s too grown up to be called ‘Scotty.’”

      “Sounds like it’s the perfect time to introduce him to Star Trek,” Rob deadpans. He grabs a few items off the counter and then bends to put them on the bottom shelf of the pantry. His pants are ones that I picked out for him, a slim fit, and they make his butt look particularly good.

      “You’ve got such a great ass,” I say in a low voice.

      He chuckles and wiggles his behind a little.

      I take a step forward and smack him on his rear.

      “Hey,” he says. “That’s not fair. My hands are full.”

      I turn and start emptying the second bag. There are several frozen items—pizzas, veggie burgers, ice cream sandwiches—that we need to take out to the freezer. When Rob straightens up, I step forward and dump the frozen food pile into his arms.

      “Spanking me then giving me all the frozen food. Jeez, Lynette, you sure run hot and cold.”

      “Making horrible dad jokes does not make you a better father,” I say, smirking. “Now get those out to the freezer before everything melts.”

      When he’s in the garage figuring out how to put even more items in our overstuffed freezer, I start worrying about Shauna and Scotty—er, Scott. They’ve rarely been away from us for a night, although Shauna did pretty well at a sleepover at her friend Ruthie’s house. We weren’t sure seven was old enough for a sleepover, but we were in a birthing class with Ruthie’s parents and have been good friends with them ever since. Scotty—Scott—on the other hand, isn’t sure on any given day whether he’s a human kindergartener or a dinosaur.

      Rob comes back in and starts to walk to the front room.

      I clear my throat. “Think the kids will be okay?”

      “Please.” Rob laughs. “Nana and Papa spoil the hell out of them when we visit their house. I’m sure we’ll get back and need to find a storage unit for the kids’ new catamaran.”

      “As long as Shauna gets her homework done and they both get enough sleep, my parents could buy them their own yacht.”

      “Really? You’re not more concerned? Yacht storage is pricey.”

      I shrug, trying to hide my amusement. “There’s a strong aftermarket for yachts. I figure we can sell and get a nice nest egg going for their college funds.”

      “What?” Rob flashes a mischievous, lopsided grin at me, a sparkle in his eyes. “You don’t think Shauna and Scotty are going to get full rides to some hoity-toity university like their old man did?”

      This might be a subtle dig at my rich parents. Arrowhead University is one of the more prestigious, if pricier, universities in Southern California. While my parents paid for me to attend, Rob got a football scholarship and had to scrimp and save for everything his grant didn’t cover. When we were first dating, the fact that I had money and he didn’t was tough, but we got over it. “I don’t know about a scholarship, hon. Arrowhead U discontinued their football program years ago.”

      He shoots me a look that tells me—maybe tells us both—to stop escalating. “The program went to hell after I left. They couldn’t stand me not being their star running back. It was just better not to go on.”

      I laugh. It’s not very genuine, but it’s a sign that we should just sweep the borderline digs at each other under the rug if we’re going to enjoy the weekend.

      Rob straightens up. “There are other sports. Soccer. Lacrosse. Basketball. Track. Even golf.”

      I lean on the counter and smile. “Academics. Service clubs.”

      He nods. “Right, yes, those too. I bet there are a ton of other scholarship opportunities. We should maybe ask about it this weekend while we’re there.”

      “Scotty’s not even six yet.”

      “But Shauna’s nearly eight. Never too early to start planning for college.” Rob grinned. “And I’m kind of looking forward to this. I’ve never been to an Alumni Weekend before.”

      I pull a couple of clean dishtowels out of the drawer. “Yeah, well, don’t get your hopes up. It’s really more of an opportunity for them to try to milk more money out of us.”

      “We haven’t had a weekend away with just the two of us in forever. I’ll pay whatever they want. I’d even stay in the dorms.” Rob snickers. “Maybe we could stay in the same room you did your sophomore year.”

      I shoot a look at Rob as I hang a towel over the handle of the oven. “That would be uncomfortable.”

      “Ah, but what wonderful memories. Especially the night of the Harvest Festival.”

      I throw a kitchen towel at him.

      He catches the towel and tosses it on the counter. “Don’t throw that at me when you know you enjoyed that evening just as much as I did.”

      “Not as much as we enjoyed the first time we met each other in the coffee shop.”

      A slow, lopsided, lascivious grin comes over Rob’s face. “Yeah. That was a, uh, surprising morning. I wonder what ever happened to those leather chairs.”

      “Rob!” I hiss. “Have you forgotten that our children are upstairs?”

      “I wasn’t planning on going into detail.”

      I chortle and shake my head. It was an incredible experience, though when our grandkids ask how we met, we’re definitely skipping over the coffee shop story.

      Rob and I hadn’t been on an official date at that point. In fact, we were just making plans for our biology lab project. We met for coffee at the place in the Student Union early on a Saturday, and we got to talking about group projects, and how I thought Rob might not be serious about biology, and then, before I knew it, we were kissing.

      And then we went into the storage room at the coffee shop, where Rob locked the door, and he took off my—

      “How long has it been since you and I went away for the weekend?” Rob asks, snapping me back to the present. “Five years?”

      “I wouldn’t exactly call that a weekend away,” I say. “It was one overnight trip to Reno.”

      “And you got food poisoning at the buffet.”

      “Right.”

      “In fact, if I remember correctly, you didn’t even make it through the Allison Breckenridge concert.”

      “Not even the second song.” I nod. “So this weekend really has nowhere to go but up.”

      “Here’s hoping.”

      Rob goes back into the front room and the vacuum starts up again. That overnight trip to Reno was an unmitigated disaster. Scotty was about six months old when Allison Breckenridge announced her first tour in a decade. I’d been really into her brand of moody, acoustic guitar music, with tongue-in-cheek lyrics that could be both hilarious and sad at the same time. Rob got me tickets to her sold-out show in Reno, the only place within five hundred miles of us she was playing. We finagled overnight child care from our next-door neighbor Melissa, who might as well be the kids’ godmother. Melissa had arrived at our house with her overnight bag, and we got into the car. If we made good time, Rob would have had enough time to go down on me when we got there, and we’d still be able to make our dinner reservations.

      Traffic out of Sacramento rode fairly smooth for about an hour and then came to a standstill.  An accident at Donner Summit on I-80 turned a two-hour drive into a four-hour ordeal. We missed our dinner reservations—and there was no oral for me, obviously. We arrived at our hotel room in the Lucky Stars Casino Resort barely forty-five minutes before the show. We scarfed down a meal at the Lucky Stars Buffet, the only place where we could eat in time to get to the show.

      We got to the concert hall with about five minutes to spare, but halfway through the second song, my stomach started churning, and my boobs started really hurting because I hadn’t had time to pump at the hotel. Let me tell you, you haven’t truly lived until you’ve been on the business end of food poisoning in a casino bathroom while your tits are leaking milk all over the place.

      Needless to say, our plans for post-show romance were ruined. I had even brought a new silk nightie in my overnight bag, which never got unpacked.

      We’ve had our romantic evenings completely thwarted for years now. Small children knocking at all hours, asking loudly why the door is locked, can easily kill the mood even in the best-planned situations. We’d gone so far as to rent a room at a local hotel and pay a babysitter to stay until midnight, only to find the room trashed and the hotel otherwise sold out. They offered us a refund and a free continental breakfast, but nowhere to sleep—or, you know, not sleep.

      Post-kids, the universe just hasn’t looked kindly on our sex life.

      The dishwasher finishes and beeps, which I barely hear over the din of Rob’s vacuuming. I open the door to a cloud of steam. The plates and cups are still too hot to touch. Nana and Papa can put those away when they get here.

      I walk upstairs to the playroom and say hello to the kids. Scotty, sitting on the floor a few feet from the TV, won’t tear his eyes from the latest episode of a cartoon polar bear’s adventures in the ocean. The bear is tangling with a jellyfish, and Scotty clutches his knees, a distraught look in his eyes. Shauna, sprawled half-upside down in an overstuffed chair, is kicking her sneaker-clad feet in the air and sporting a new hole in the knee of her faded jeans. She reads a book about an anthropomorphic recliner that has escapades in space. Ah, to be in grade school, with the weekend stretching out ahead of you, and Nana and Papa bringing all the toys and sweets in the world.

      “You have any homework?” I ask Shauna.

      “Did it,” she says, engrossed in her book.

      “You guys are going to be good for Nana and Papa?”

      “What are they gonna bring us?” Scotty asks.

      “Scotty,” I admonish.

      “Scott,” he corrects.

      “Scott. They don’t have to bring anything. It’s nice to see Nana and Papa. They love spending time with you two.”

      He looks at me, crinkling his freckled nose suspiciously. “Sorry,” he says, but I can tell he doesn’t really mean it, and he goes back to watching the TV.

      I leave them to it and walk into the laundry room. There, I open the dryer, but the sheets I had put in the night before are gone. I go searching for the bedding, and open the door to the master bedroom to see if Rob tossed the sheets in there. The bed is made, new sheets and everything. I put my hands on my hips and nod, impressed. I guess I married well.

      The vacuum goes off in the living room and footsteps pound up the stairs. Rob appears in the doorway.

      “Hey, I saw the sheets in the dryer and figured you’d want them on the bed.”

      I smirk at him. “You must really want to get laid tonight.”

      He smiles. “No more than usual.” He takes a step forward, wraps me in his arms, and kisses me deeply. For a brief moment
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