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Chapter One

 
Izzy smiled at her friends across the table at the Last Bite Diner.

Newlyweds, how could you not smile? They barely knew the rest of the
world still existed they were so wrapped up in each other. If they weren’t
careful the heat from their kiss would melt the remaining Thanksgiving snow
outside the window.

“Stop staring, Izzy. It’s rude,” Copper Masters said.
“Sorry, but I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone so much in love.”
“Hmmm, you should try it.”
Izzy shook her head. “No thanks. Love and I seem to have a problem

getting along.”
“Oh please, just because the last guy you dated was a total waste of time

doesn’t mean every man is.”
“He wasn’t a waste of time,” Izzy defended. At Copper’s doubting glance,

she gave up. “Okay, he was, but he isn’t the problem. It’s me. I’m not good at
relationships. I don’t even do friendships well.”

“Sure you do. We’re great friends,” Copper said.
“You’re gone most of the time, which makes it easy. I only see you every

five or six months when you visit your in-laws.” Izzy laughed. She did really
like Copper. She was light-hearted, trusting and carefree. Everything Izzy
wasn’t.

“We were friends before I married this lug and moved,” Copper reminded
her as she hugged her husband's massive arm.

“Yes we were. And we both had our own businesses which kept us busy.
You volunteered your time at so many different places I lost count. Add to
that all the hikes you took your monster of a dog on, and an occasional lunch
or coffee is all your friendship ever required of me. I can handle that much
socializing.”

“You make yourself sound like a recluse,” Copper said.
Izzy leaned across the table and wiggled her finger at her friend inviting

her to do the same. When Copper was close Izzy smiled. “That’s because I
am.”

If Copper knew the real reason Izzy didn’t date or socialize she wouldn’t
keep trying to fix her up. But Izzy didn’t tell anyone about that. She tried very
hard not to even think about it. She decided to change the subject.

“Anyway, tutoring kids from middle school through college age I have
more than enough testosterone to deal with. I don’t need to look for more on



my own time. Have you got any idea how hard it is to get teenage boys to
focus on more than the cami top the girl in front of them is wearing?” She
shook her head in mock terror. Their food arrived and she hoped the topic of
conversation would change with it.

She glanced at the plate in front of Copper’s husband, Dos Masters. “I’m
still amazed at how little food you eat.” The man was a giant, but usually ate
less than Izzy.

“Don’t worry, I eat plenty. I just don’t eat it all at once,” he said. She saw
him glance up as a shadow passed the window. Then he nodded his chin
toward the door. “Now that guy, he can put it away.”

Izzy turned and looked where Dos pointed. She almost choked on the bite
she was swallowing. A carbon copy of Dos was walking through the door of
the diner. She closed her eyes thinking she had to be imagining it. When she
opened them again, Dos had left the table and walked to the counter. The man
he’d pointed out was smiling and pulling him into a hug. She turned back
around and stared at Copper.

“You’ve got to be kidding. There are two of them?” Her friend smiled
widely.

“Actually, there are three,” Copper said smiling.
“Three? Why did I never notice there were three handsome giants in this

town? I’ve lived here over two years now.”
“Well, you know Dos is in the army, so he’s not around much. Ace, the

oldest is the assistant district attorney which keeps him pretty busy. Since I
don't remember you as being a lawbreaker, you probably don't have much
reason to see him. And Tres,” Copper nodded toward the man her husband
was talking to, “is a cop. All three are pretty anti-social to be honest

Before Izzy could comment a shadow fell over the table and Copper
started wiggling across the bench seat to pry herself out of the booth. Izzy
couldn’t look away as her friend disappeared, eight month pregnancy belly
and all, in a hug of mammoth proportions.

“Hey, little sister, it’s good to see you,” the copy of Dos said lifting
Copper off the ground. “I bet mom’s giving you two an earful for not making
Thanksgiving.”

Izzy saw happiness shine in her friend’s eyes. She could tell Copper loved
her new family. Listening to her reply only verified it.

“It’s good to see you, too. And all I have to do is let mom pat my huge
tummy and she forgives me anything,” Copper said. “Join us, we just got our
food.”

“No, I’m picking up carry out. I don’t want to intrude,” Tres said.



“Oh please, Izzy doesn’t mind, do you, Iz?” Copper asked.
Izzy smiled. What was she supposed to say? No, your brother-in-law is too

good looking to sit at my table. “Why would I mind? Please,” she said,
motioning to the spot on the bench beside her.

The minute he sat down the walls seemed to close in. His dark presence,
long black leather coat, black slacks and boots, and the darkest brown hair
she’d ever seen, brought everything else into stark contrast. Izzy felt like all
the air around them had been sucked from the room. Not that he sat too close,
he didn’t. He barely sat on the edge of the booth seat. Perched would actually
be a better description of what he did. Obviously, he believed girls still had
cooties. The ridiculous thought helped her relax. Then he turned and pinned
her with a pair of the warmest charcoal eyes she’d ever seen.

“Tres Masters,” he said, holding out his hand to her.
“Isadora Jovanovich,” she said. With the touch of his hand warmth

replaced the shiver. Two seconds later she felt it flood her face. Dang her
pale skin.

“Good heavens, you two sound like a couple of snobs. This is the Last Bite
Diner, not Tavern on the Green, though that's closed so I guess it's a poor
example of a snobby place,” Copper said.

“Thanks, for embarrassing me even more, Copper,” Izzy grumbled,
pulling her hand free of the addicting warmth. If the man had any sense he’d
run now before she did something really stupid, like blabber on about those
gorgeous eyes of his. When had charcoal become sexy?

When it's hot and sizzling.
Images of those eyes heated by passion filled her vision. The flush now

covering her face had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to
do with . . . whoa, girl. Against the rules, she reminded herself. Then she felt
the bench dip a bit and realized he was leaning toward her. She glanced at
him. A playful look danced in his eyes now drawing her in.

“I think that one was aimed at me. Copper’s always getting on me about
being so formal.”

Izzy smiled. “Well, that isn’t usually my problem. The casual atmosphere
is one of the reasons I moved out here.” Realizing what a lead that would be
for someone to ask about her past, Izzy quickly asked a question. “So, Copper
tells me you’re a cop?”

“Detective,” Copper and Dos said at the same time.
Izzy raised both eyebrows in appreciation while Tres Masters rolled his

eyes. He didn’t seem to like being the center of attention. She could
empathize with that. Maybe he wasn’t like the typical handsome guys she



knew from her past. Most of them would have puffed up at the compliment.
“Give it a rest, you two. Remember where we live. It’s not like Braedon is

a hot bed of crime. My life is not as exciting as CSI New York.”
The mention of New York definitely put a damper on the conversation for

Izzy. It was the last place she wanted to talk about, or think about, or anything.
She glanced at her watch and started to slip her arms in her coat. “Oh geez, I
forgot, I need to get back to work.”

“Izzy, you haven’t finished your lunch,” Copper said.
“I’ll take it with me,” she said. She scooted across the bench since Tres

had stood the moment she said something. When she stood, she reached back
to get her purse and the plate. “Bye you two, nice to meet you, Detective,”
Izzy said, with a nod. She quickly crossed to the counter without waiting for
any responses.
 


