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Chapter 1

There’s nothing like grocery shopping early in the morning. Especially when it’s two
in the morning.
Portia pushed her grocery cart through the deserted produce section, pausing to pick
up a head of lettuce. The absence of people. It was everything she needed to make her
shopping experience heavenly. She examined a couple heads before selecting two and
adding them to her cart. If she ever moved out of Brooklyn - which in and of itself was
unlikely - she would have to move near a Shoprite or some other twenty-four hour
supermarket. She could never go back to grocery shopping in the daytime.
She saw absolutely no one as she headed into the cereal aisle and stopped in front of
the Rice Krispies. Her brother would absolutely kill her if he knew she was still doing
this. She recalled with frightening clarity the way he had gone off on her when he had
arrived home from a date with his girlfriend Morgan to find that she was not there.
“Where the heck are you, Portia?” Derek’s voice had roared through the phone line.
“I’m at the supermarket!”
“Why are you at the supermarket at 2am?”
“Why are you just coming back from your date with Morgan at 2am? I thought you
guys were saving it for marriage?”
That had thrown him off long enough for her to get off the phone. But when she
finally walked through the door of the duplex they shared at 3:40am, he had been ready
and waiting to give her ear a bruising.

She shook her head as she dropped a family size box of cereal into her cart.
Sometimes her twin treated her like she was thirteen instead of thirty-two. If she had
known living together would bring that kind of surveillance, she would have thought
twice about buying a house with her brother when the idea first came up. Even though
she had her own separate apartment upstairs, Derek sometimes acted like the landlord she
never wanted. She knew he only did it because he loved her, but she was not letting any
man tell her what to do.
Portia hummed along with the early 80s music streaming through the supermarket PA
system and headed into the pasta aisle. She hadn’t made lasagna in a while. Maybe she
would prepare one this week. She squatted to get the large box of flat noodles from the
bottom shelf. When she stood, she found herself staring into startling green eyes. The
face they belonged to wasn’t too bad either. A strong jaw covered with an immaculately
trimmed beard, perfectly symmetrical features and tousled dark blonde hair that begged
for Portia’s fingers. Who was she kidding? The guy was a knockout. She scowled.
He grinned. “You know what they say, PJ? You keep making that face, it’s gonna
stay that way.”
“I only make this face around you, Khai.”
If he caught the acid in her tone, it didn’t phase him. “What are you doing here?”
She sighed. “Grocery shopping. What does it look like?”
He leaned forward on his cart. “At two in the morning?”
Portia tried to keep her eyes on his face and not on the muscles in his arms that flexed
when he shifted his weight onto the grocery cart.
“No crowds.”
He raised a thick eyebrow. “You have a problem with people?”
She pushed her cart around him towards the other end of the aisle. “I have a problem
with stupid people.”
His laugh followed her to the other aisle, which she skipped, just to lessen her
chances of running into him again.
Khai.
She frowned. She had not planned on running into him this morning. Definitely not
while she was wearing ratty yoga pants and a Columbia University sweatshirt with paint

stains all over it. At least her hair looked good. Yes, her long deep red mane fell in
perfectly layered curls around her shoulders and down her back in between her shoulder
blades. After years of meticulous care and expensive products, she had finally gotten her
natural hair to be full and lengthy. And she made sure that every time she stepped through
the door it looked on point. That was rule number five. It didn’t matter whether you were
going to the mall or the end of the driveway to put out the trash, a girl’s hair should
always look on point. Not that she cared what Khai thought anyway. She had no desire at
all to impress the likes of him.
Nonetheless, she skipped another aisle and peeked down the next before turning her
trolley in. Cleaning supplies. She grabbed some Lysol wipes, disinfectant spray and toilet
bowl cleaner and tossed them into the cart away from the food. She knew she was
moving much faster than before, but refused to acknowledge why. She leaned on her cart
for balance and stood on the tip of her toes trying to reach the stack of paper towels on
the top shelf. Why did they always put the twelve pack of her favorite brand way up
there?
“Let me get that for you.”
Before she could protest, the fresh woodsy scent of Adidas Sport invaded her senses
as Khai stretched over her, easily reaching the pack of paper towels. He was so close the
heat of his body enveloped her from behind like a warm blanket. His breath tickled her
ear and the muscles in her stomach spasmed involuntarily. She took a deep breath and
steeled her expression before turning around to face him. He didn’t step back like she
expected, so she found herself trapped between the shelf of paper towels and his body. He
was so close she could see the individual hairs of his beard, the faint scar on his chin
beneath the beard and the smirk that shaped his lips.
Portia slid out of the space he trapped her in into the safety of the supermarket aisle.
She grabbed the pack of paper towels from his hands and dropped them in the cart.
“Thanks.”
“That didn’t sound very thankful.”
“Why are you following me?” She circled to the back of her trolley and grasped the
handles.

“Following you?” Khai scoffed. “Sweetheart, I’m just here to shop. Men have to eat
too.”
“Really?” Portia glanced into his mostly empty cart. “And what exactly are you
planning to make with a can of beans, broccoli and pasta shells?”
Brilliant white teeth popped into view as he smiled slowly. “Why don’t you come
over and find out?”
She rolled her eyes and pushed her cart away. “We’re not doing that again.”
“Why not?” He followed behind her with his own cart. “We had a great time last
time.”
“You had a great time.”
He rolled up beside her. “And you didn’t?”
She stopped walking and glared at him wondering if she was the only one with a
crystal clear memory of what happened on their first and only date. “You were on your
phone the whole time.”
“Not the whole time.” He rubbed his beard. “Maybe fifty percent of the time but...”
Portia waved a hand to cut him off. “The thing is, when I go out with a guy, I
generally expect to have his undivided attention.”
Khai ran a hand through his hair. “Well at least the food was good.”
Portia laughed. “The food sucked. But then, you are an L.A guy. I should have
lowered my expectations.”
His mouth fell open. “PJ, that was a three star Michelin restaurant. If you had just let
me order for you...”
“I don’t let anyone order for me.”
He snorted. “Or do anything for you apparently.”
Portia shot him an icy glare before pushing her cart out of the aisle. He might be
handsome - extremely handsome - and smell insanely good, but she had had as much of
Khai No-last-name as she could take for the night. Ordering for her…as if!
“So, Saturday night at 7, then?” His voice called out as she left the aisle.
“No!”
She shook her head and headed for the cashier. Men. Couldn’t even let a girl grocery
shop in peace.

