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seated in my section but I got pulled in anyway. The other guy came in about 
twenty minutes later. He told Kea that he was meeting someone, so she let him 
go in. Turns out he was the husband. He punched the boyfriend who promptly 
stabbed him in the arm with his fork. Then the husband grabbed the bread 
knife. By that time I was close enough to intervene so I grabbed him from 
behind and held him so he couldn’t use the knife while two other guys were 
trying to restrain the boyfriend.”

He looked up to see Beth’s shocked expression. He was just getting to the 
good part. “The boyfriend lunged at the husband and me, so I turned to give him 
less of a target and I put my left arm up to block him. She jumped on my back 
and started hitting me, telling me to leave them alone. I think she wanted them to 
fight over her!” Greg shook his head and smiled ruefully. “I’ve got her husband 
pinned against me with my right arm and her boyfriend’s shoulder in my left 
hand, keeping him at arm’s length with her on my back. And she bit me.”

“She bit you?” Beth was horrified.
“Hard. And I couldn’t get her off without letting go of one of the guys. I 

hollered for someone to get her off of me. It took forever for them to realize 
what she was doing and get her off me. She drew blood.”

“Where?” Beth moved quickly to kneel next to him.
“It’s okay,” he looked at her with surprise. “My boss made me go to the 

emergency room since they called the cops.”
“Where?” she said again, firmly. He touched his left shoulder.
“Let me see,” Beth demanded.
Greg looked at her for a long moment. The only way she was going to see 

it was if he took off his t-shirt. Did she realize what she was asking?
Slowly, he leaned forward and drew his knees up, pulling off his t-shirt 

and draping his arms over his knees. Beth was shocked to see the angry bruise 
and broken skin.

“Didn’t they give you something to put on it?” Beth said. “It can’t be good 
to have your t-shirt rub on it like that.”

“Yeah, they did.” Greg shrugged and Beth tried not to notice how well-
muscled his back was. “But it’s in an awkward place for me to get to. After I 
showered this morning, I figured no bandage was better than a wet one.”

“I don’t suppose you have the stuff in your backpack?” Beth asked, trying 
to remember if she had any gauze or tape.

“Yeah, I do. I didn’t take it out since I couldn’t use it,” he looked at her 
over his shoulder. “You don’t want to –?”

“Yes I do,” Beth cut in sharply. “Get it.”
Greg leaned slightly to the right as he stretched out his long arm to grab 

his backpack. Beth was torn by pain over the ugly injury and delight over 
the incredible beauty of the muscles rippling under his smooth, warm golden-
brown skin.
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Greg turned to hand her the medical supplies he had retrieved from his bag 
and she was right there. Her face was inches from his. She was biting her lower 
lip, her eyes filled with longing. His heart jumped painfully in his chest.

“I think I’ll wake up Steve tomorrow morning,” he whispered huskily.
“I think that would be a good idea,” she whispered too. She gently touched 

his unblemished shoulder and he shivered at the touch, dropping his face onto 
his knees. “You need a different job.”

“Last night was an anomaly, Tiger,” Greg said, his face still in his knees. 
“It was –”

“Unca Gweg!” Suddenly Greg was hit by a human tornado. Caught off 
guard by the tiny dynamo, he flung his right arm back to keep from falling 
into Beth as Danny did his best to lay him out flat. He felt Beth gently pushing 
against him, helping him sit back up.

“Whoa, Tiger Cub!” Greg cried, wrapping his left arm around Danny. 
“You’re supposed to come in like an elephant, remember?”

“I f’got, sowwy,” Danny hugged Greg’s neck with both arms. “We pway 
twucks now.”

“Sorry, not right now, buddy,” Greg said. “Your mom’s gonna fix my owwie 
and then we have to work. I played with you almost all day yesterday.”

“You got a owwie?” Danny frowned and squirmed out of Greg’s arm. 
“Whe’e?”

Greg grinned at how much Danny sounded and looked like his mother. 
He looked over his shoulder and Danny followed his gaze. Danny’s eyes grew 
round and horrified.

“Someone bited you!”
“Yeah, someone did.”
“Biting not good.”
“No, it’s not,” Beth said softly. “Do you want to help make Uncle Greg 

better?”
“I he’p,” Danny nodded. “I a big boy.”
“Yes you are,” Beth said. “We’ll put some of this ointment on Uncle Greg’s 

owwie, then you can hold this gauze pad very carefully while I tape it, okay?”
“’Kay,” Danny said seriously.
Greg was amazed by how right it felt to sit here and have Danny and Beth 

so tenderly and seriously care for a wound that he would have ignored unless 
it caused him a whole lot more pain than it did now. He felt like the three of 
them belonged together in this little slice of domestic bliss.

Is this your will, Father? Will you make it possible for this to be ‘’til death 
do us part’? Please, please, God, if it’s not your will, take away the longing for 
it. If it is, show me the way.

“Aww pau now,” Danny wrapped his arms around Greg’s neck and gave 
him a kiss.


