
  

 

He pulled onto the cobblestones that lined the banks of the Mississippi. The car bounced 

gently on the rough-stoned parking lot. He found a spot and parked the car. The setting sun 

danced on the water. 

The riverboats, the Tom Sawyer and the Becky Thatcher, swayed in the light ripples of 

the water. They got out and walked across the small lot. He draped an arm across her shoulder 

and felt hers slide around his waist. Usually, the water’s gentle lapping at the stone soothed 

him. 

Tonight, it just echoed in his head. Sandzis restaurant was one of Cas’s favorites. 

Tonight was going to be perfect despite his quaking insides. He tried to calm his nerves while 

he and Cas were seated. But his knee bounced and moisture collected on his palms. He had to 

clamp a fist to keep from strumming his fingers on the table. Should they eat first? Maybe he 

should ask her now. Uh oh. She’d said something that he didn’t catch. “What?” 

She studied his face closely. “Is there something wrong? You seem, I don’t know. 

Distracted? Upset?” 

“No, everything’s fine.” He mentally groaned and tried to force his knee to quit bouncing. 

Crap. What was he going to do? Okay calm down, you can do this. Just start simple. “What 

would you like to eat?” 

“I know something’s wrong.” She studied his eyes for a second, then shook her head. 

“There’s nothing wrong,” he murmured, just as low. 

After they ordered their meal, he sat back. The hair on the back of his neck prickled on 

end and he quickly scanned the room for the eyes he felt watching them. All thought of his 

nerves was pushed aside and his body went into alert mode. 

“…I decided that what the design needed was to be jazzed up with a teal and fuchsia mix. 

Jus, are you there?” 

 



  

 

He jerked his attention back to her. “Of course.” 

She nodded as she bit her lower lip, a sign she was getting frustrated. 

“Fuchsia and teal. I have no idea what they are, but that’s what you said.” 

“Colors. A pink, and green-blue. You don’t fool me, I know you. I can read the look in 

your eyes. Something is on your mind.” She sighed heavily and sat back. “You’ll tell me when 

you’re ready.” 

He knew half the men in the restaurant were looking at her, thinking what a lucky guy 

he was. 

His chest puffed slightly and he leaned forward, reaching across the table for her hand. “I 

could spend the rest of my life watching you across the table from me. Your face beginning my 

day.” He shook his head. Man, am I screwing this up. It had sounded so much better during 

the rehearsals that had run through his mind all day long. 

Her smile widened and the room brightened. “Be careful, mister. I might have to hold you 

to that.” 

The hell with timing. “I hope you do.” He handed her the gift-wrapped box. 

Cas’s eyes went wide and began to mist over. Tears slipped down her cheek as she 

opened it and took out the ring. 

“I…” She seemed to be struggling for words. “You really mean it? I…oh, Justice.” 

He reached up and brushed the tears away with a gentle touch. “Do you like it?” 

“No, I love it. You’ve made me so very happy.” She turned the small gold band over. 

The single solitaire was what the jeweler had called a princess cut. Along the entire band 

were smaller diamonds of the same channel cut. 

Justice took the ring and slid it on her finger. It slipped and she turned the diamond 

back around. It was still a little too large. He could get that fixed soon enough. 

Cas placed her hand on his. “It’s so perfect, Justice.” 

“You still haven’t answered me.” 

“You never really asked.” She grinned and dabbed at her eyes with the corner of the 

napkin. “Of course I will. I know a good thing when it falls in my lap. You can’t get away from 

me now. You realize that, right? No escape.” 

“Life without parole.” 

She held up her hand, studying the diamond sparkles in the lights. “It’s so perfect. I love 

you.” 

“I love you too, more than anything else in the world.” 

All through dinner, he caught her glancing down at her finger like she was checking to 



 

 

make sure the ring was still there. No matter how hard he tried, he just couldn’t focus on any 

of her words. She was his to have and hold, in sickness and health, for the rest of their lives. 

After dinner, they walked across the historic Landing. Against the dark skyline, the 

warning beacon from the top of the St. Louis Arch scanned the sky. The river lapped gently at 

the banks and people milled about the levee. Cas’s perfume, feminine, exotic and enticing, 

made his blood heat up. 

At her side of the car, he pinned her between him and the door. “You are the most 

amazing, the most wonderful, and the sexiest woman alive. I’ll never know how I got so damn 

lucky.” He traced a finger down her cheek and pressed a deep kiss on her lips. 

When he pulled back, he watched as her face went from filled with pleasure to terror. 

He had just pulled away when pain shattered through his head and the world went dark. 
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