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      We heard Mom’s car honking in our driveway.  Our boys, Jeremy 5 and Luke 3, jumped up from in front of the TV where they were watching cartoons and raced to the door.  “Grandma’s here!  Grandma’s here!”

      I winked at my wife in the kitchen, making a pizza we’d have for dinner out on our deck.  We’d have a free night, not having to worry about our boys.  They’re fun, nice to each other, but they demand so much of our time.  Always nice to have a break so we can be by ourselves, relax, do something we like to do like drink wine, sit naked in our hot tub, and puff on some weed.

      Grandma was doing her grandma thing, taking care of our darling boys so we could have a night on our own.

      I hurried to the front door, opened it, and saw my mother coming up the walk, carrying a small grocery bag.  What was in it?

      “Hi Mom, thanks for coming,” I said, reaching for the bag and lifting it off her arms.  “The boys have been talking about how much fun they’re going to have with you and Dad tonight.”

      She gave me a quick hug while I grab the bag. She said, “We have a couple new puzzles for them and I bought new pajamas for them as well.  Star Wars and Jurassic Park.”

      “Ooh, they’ll like them.  They’ve seen Star Wars a dozen times but I don’t think they’ve seen Jurassic Park.  A little gritty, don’t want them to see how dinosaurs chase a family in the jungle.”

      “A little secret dear, they told me they saw it at a friends house on a sleepover” Mom said, giving me kiss on the cheek. “How’s Andrea?”

      “Great, she’s in the kitchen fixing pizza for us tonight.  We’ll watch a Saturday Night movie, some good choices on the channels,  “Lonesome Dove,” “A Hard Days Night,” or maybe “Stand By Me.”  And I have backpacks ready for the boys, tooth brushes, combs, pajamas, underwear, and slippers.”

      Mom followed me into the house, as the boys ran up to her, hugging her legs.  “Hi Grandma, Hi Grandma, how’s Grandpa?”

      “Oh he’s fine, working in the basement, fixing some new plugs or something for the garage. You know grandpa, he’s happiest when he has tools he’s using to fix something.”

      Mom waved at the kitchen,  “Hi Andrea, how are you?”

      “Great Mom, nice to see you, the boys have been so excited to spend the night with you and Grandpa.  They come back and tell us how much fun they have, listening to your stories, eating cookies, playing with Minnie your cat, going to bed late, and eating your pancakes and waffles for breakfast.  You’re really spoiling them.”

      “That’s what Grandmas love to do. We love having them spend the night, they’re such great little boys. They brighten up our house with all their laughing and being funny little guys.”

      Mom went into the kitchen, hugged Andrea, and they chatted about the boys.  I went into their bedroom and brought out two small backpacks, Jeremy’s Paw Patrol and Luke’s Sesame Street.  I bought them into the living room, then outdoors, and put them in the back seat where Mom had two car seats for them.

      The boys were in the kitchen with Grandma, reaching for cookies that Andrea had made that morning.   “I’ll pack some cookies for you to take to Grandpa, OK boys?” Andrea said, reaching up where she keeps paper plates.

      “Yes!  Yes!” They squealed.  “Grandpa loves your cookies too, Mommy,” Jeremy said.

      We chatted in the kitchen for a few minutes, then Mom leaned down, patted the boys on the heads and said, “Well, let’s get in the car, Grandpa’s waiting for you.”

      Andrea leaned down, picked up the boys, kissed them on the cheeks, and said, “Have a good time, see you tomorrow.”

      “Bye Mommy . . . Daddy,” the boys said in unison.

      I walked them out to Mom’s car, opened the back door and let them in, helping them get into their car seats.  I patted them on the heads and said, “Have fun with Grandma and Grandpa boys, we’ll pick you up tomorrow after church.”

      Mom got in, started the car, and backed out of our driveway and turned toward the road that would take her into town.  We live about five miles from Milford, down a winding road that went down the valley with green hills and trees on both side of the road.  Mom honked just as she went out of sight, Andrea and I waving at the car.

      “Well, let’s go in and have some pizza and vino,” I said, putting my hand around Andrea’s shoulder as we walked back into the house, to the kitchen.  I opened the refrigerator and took out a bottle of sauvignon blanc, my favorite wine of the summer.  Andrea put her homemade pizza into the oven and set the timer for 25 minutes.

      We walked out onto our deck, feeling the warm late summer afternoon sun.  We sat down in lawn chairs, a small table where we set our wine glasses down.  I reached over and put my hand on hers, “Good night ahead,” I said.  “The most peaceful time of the day when we’re alone. Vino and pizza, strip and get into our hot tub and relax.  I’ll get a couple joints so we can really relax and let our cares melt away.”

      We chatted about our busy week, and what we both had to do next week.  I had a two night trip to Sacramento for business and Andrea was finishing a grad course to get her MA in education by next summer.  We finished the first glass of wine, I went back into the kitchen to get the wine bottle and brought it out to the deck and poured another glass for both of us as Andrea checked on the pizza in the oven.

      “Five more minutes,” she said, reaching into the utensil drawer for the pizza slicer.  I love her pizza recipe, homemade marinara sauce from tomatoes in our garden, mozzarella cheese, a pinch of oregano and pepperoncino, a few basil leaves, sautéed onion slices and mushrooms, green olives, salami or pepperoni.  Fabulous.

      When Andrea thought the pizza was fully cooked, she removed it with her hand in a cloth glove, set it on the counter, let it cool for a few moments, then cut it in half, then slicing four pieces on one half.  She used a special fork to put two slices on each plate and took them out to the deck, set them on the table next to the wine bottle and our glasses.

      “Mmm,” I murmured, “Smells delicious.  You make the best pizza.  If you get bored with teaching, you could open a pizza place in Milford.”

      She laughed.  “Yeah right. I like to make  pizza for you and me, not for every yokel in town who might complain that I didn’t put enough salami or pepperoni on his pizza.”

      I reached for a slice of salami on one of my pizza slices, chewed and swallowed it, loving the sharp, tangy taste.  “Oooh, that’s so good.  I took another slice of salami, than a big bite, almost half of the slice, loving how delicious it was. I took two more bites, and my first slice of pizza was gone, warming my tummy with her homemade marinara sauce, slices of salami and pepperoni, sautéed vegetables, basil and oregano.

      We ate and drank in silence for a minute, then Andrea said.  “We haven’t talked about something for a while.”

      “What’s that?”

      “About having another baby.  I keep going back and forth, it would be nice to have a little girl, but raising two little boys is exhausting.  If I have another, I doubt I’ll ever go back to teaching.  I feel sad about that.  What do you think?”

      I waited a moment before answering Andrea, taking a sip of vino.  This was a subject that we had talked about before, without any conclusion.  “I know what you mean,” I said.  “So much of our time is focused on the boys needs and what they want.  There’s little time for anything else.  Before we had them I used to read for an hour when we went to bed.  Now I’m lucky if I can keep my eyes open ten minutes after we hit the sack.  Another child, especially when they’re young and you’re nursing, getting up in the middle of the night.  I don’t know if we could do that.”

      Andrea sighed.  “Yup, I agree. Having a child in your mid twenties is manageable, but not sure how I’d handle another when I’m thirty-four.”

      We were silent for a few minutes, sipping the vino, nibbling on the pizza.  The sun was going down, slipping under the hills to the west.  The temperature dropped a bit, afternoon heat giving way to evening warmth.  In a few minutes, it would be quite cool and we’d get into the hot tub, our favorite way to relax and be romantic on nights the boys are with Grandma and Grandpa. Saturday nights like tonight were like an aphrodisiac, especially after a couple glasses of vino, sitting on our deck, getting in the hot tub.  It was going to be a very nice evening.

      “I love nights like this, alone, late summer, vino and the hot tub,” Andrea said, reaching over and putting her hand on mine.  “I’m ready for the hot tub, how about you?”

      “Definitely.” She stood up, took off her blouse, slipped out of her shorts, and stripping out of her underclothes.  When she was naked, she climbed up a couple steps and slipped into the warm water.  “Oooh, this feels so good, not too hot . . . very relaxing.”

      “I’ll get our treats,” I said. I went into our bedroom, took out the lower drawer in our dresser and took out a cardboard box where I kept rolled up joints.  I grabbed a book of matches and took them out to the deck.  Andrea looked over at me, a smile on her face, damp from the sweat and hot water.

      “Oooh, let’s get high, Ethan
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