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      I can’t take my eyes off him.

      I work around models every day. I have for the last five years, but I’ve never seen a man like him before.  He’s manly, even with his arms loaded down with what looks like shopping bags.  His arms are flexing, making the tattoos move as he readjusts the load he’s carrying.  The closer he gets, the more I can’t look away.  His hair is dark and a little long on top but short in the back. His chin and jawline are covered with a thin stubble of hair, and my fingers are itching to touch him.

      He stops right in front of me, and I don’t know how long we stand here, staring at each other, but then Kameron, the production assistant, walks up to us, forcing the man’s eyes off me. “Are you the caterer?” he says, and even I can hear the surprise and judgmental tone in his voice.

      The man smirks. “Uh, yeah, I guess I am.” He holds the bags up, and I notice they say Red’s Diner on them.

      Kameron points to a table set up under a tent. “Can you put them over there, please?”

      The man nods, and with a long glance at me, he turns and carries them over to the table.  I follow him because there’s no way I can stop myself. He starts unloading the clear containers and arranging them on the table, but it’s obvious this isn’t something he does every day.  “Here, let me help.”

      I start arranging the trays and tubs of food.  There’s fruit, veggies, what looks like chicken salad, crackers, and finally – finally – the stranger pulls out what I’m looking for.

      The man is holding the Styrofoam container in his hand, and on the top is the name Lakelynn. I shouldn’t get this excited over food, especially cake that I shouldn’t be eating anyway, but I clap my hands together excitedly.  “Violet didn’t forget.”

      The man is staring at me, no smile on his face, but there’s definitely a flare of interest in his eyes. “Lakelynn,” he says, reading the top of the box. “Is this for you?”

      The sound of my name on his lips sends goosebumps up my arms, so all I can do is nod.

      “You know my sister?”

      “Uh, yeah, I met Violet the other day, and she promised me she’d send me a slice of the Apple Cinnamon Blaze Cake. My name is Lakelynn, but my friends call me Lynn.” I open the container and take a deep breath, inhaling the sweet scent.  I moan. “I’m pretty sure your sister just became my new best friend.”

      He chuckles, and I can feel my face turning red. I probably shouldn’t get this excited over food, especially in front of a stranger.

      I close the lid on the box even though I want to dive into it now. “So are you going to tell me your name?”

      “Tate. My name is Tate Jennings.”

      He finishes moving things around on the table, and while he’s looking down, I’m looking at him.  Delivering food is definitely not his day job. But before I can ask him how he got wrangled into bringing food, he holds wrapped plasticware up in front of my face.

      “What’s that for?” I ask.

      He smirks. “Really? I thought you were excited to see me, but it was actually the cake you wanted.  Go ahead, dig in.”

      Sakes alive, I’m a mess. If I had to choose, I’d definitely choose him, but there’s no way I can say that.  I know I look like a tomato right now. When I get embarrassed, it’s obvious, and well, I’m definitely embarrassed. I accept the plasticware and set down the carton with the cake long enough to rip open the plastic. I put a small piece of cake on the fork and lift it to my lips.  When my eyes meet his again, he’s staring at my mouth. I’m standing here, probably drooling and about to shove cake in my mouth, and he’s watching me so close I want to drop the fork and taste him instead.   I blink and take the bite.

      The moan comes instantly, and there’s no holding it back. I savor the taste, and the whole time I’m looking into Tate’s eyes.

      He smiles and damn, I thought he was good looking before, but him smiling is a force that hits you right in the poleax. He clears his throat and shifts his stance, still not taking his eyes off me. “It’s good, right?”

      My coworkers are here, the few production staff, maybe ten total. And there’s quite a few people from town that are lined up to see the commercial being shot.  But none of them matter. My eyes are on Tate.

      “Yeah, it’s good, probably the best cake I’ve ever eaten.”

      He’s nodding, and I should probably leave it alone, but I’ve found in life that if you want something, you have to go for it. “But, well, you were right the first time though.”

      His big beautiful brown eyes squint, and he shakes his head, not understanding.

      “I mean, I was excited to see you.”

      I can see the physical response he has to my words. His nostrils flare, the pulse in his thick neck is pulsating, his pupils dilate, and his eyes darken. He takes a step toward me. He’s a man I just met, and I literally know nothing about him, but he doesn’t scare me.

      I tilt my head back to look up at him.  He’s so much bigger than my size twelve body, but the difference only makes me feel safe, maybe even protected if I start to examine all the thoughts I’m having right now.

      “Is that cake?”

      Kameron’s shrill voice breaks through the trance, and I exhale deeply. How long have I been holding my breath?

      “Yes, Kameron, it’s cake.” I answer him without looking at him.

      He gasps and pulls it from my hands. “Lynn, you know better. You can’t eat cake; this is going to go straight to your hips.”

      Tate’s face transforms instantly, and I know he’s mad. He takes a step toward Kameron, and Kameron does the smart thing by walking away.  But not before he hollers over his shoulder, “Tara’s ready for you.”

      When I thought Tate was going to hurt Kameron, I moved closer to him. Now, I’m standing toe to toe with him, and my hand is on his chest. I curl my fingers, clutching the soft material of his shirt. “It’s fine,” I tell him as his heart is pounding under the palm of my hand.

      He shakes his head. “He shouldn’t talk to you that way.” He’s still watching Kameron and then looks down at me. “No one should talk to you that way.”

      His look is intense, and there’s a pull in my lower abdomen.

      I pat his chest. “You’re right, he shouldn’t.” I could tell him that I really shouldn’t be eating cake anyway, but I don’t want to. Right now, I want to enjoy being this close to him.  I take a deep breath, smelling his manly scent. It’s not cologne, it sort of smells like a cross between motor oil and a scent that seems to be all Tate.  I’ve never smelled anything like it before.

      Reluctantly, I remove my hand. “I have to go. Tara’s ready for me. Are you going to stick around?”

      He doesn’t want to... or maybe he does. I can see the indecision on his face, and I’m holding my breath again waiting for his answer.  What if he leaves?  Then I’ll track him down through Violet.  I’ll have to, because I’ve never felt a connection this strong to anyone before, and I don’t want to just let it slip through my fingers.

      “I should go back to work, but yeah, I’ll stick around for a while.”

      I blink up at him, trying to hide the happiness I’m feeling. “I don’t want you to get in trouble or anything. I understand if you have to go.” Ask me for my number. Please, ask me for my number.

      He takes a deep breath, and I wonder if he feels it too. I know he’s attracted to me; I have no doubt about that. But something’s holding him back. Is it a girlfriend? A wife? I hope not, because I couldn’t imagine just letting him go.

      His voice is gruff, and he pushes a hair that came loose from my ponytail off my face.  I almost press the side of my face into his hand until he looks at it and drops it to his side.  His face drops a little, making me wonder what he’s thinking. “Yeah, I’ll stick around.”

      I bounce on my feet a little, and I hear Tara hollering for me.  This isn’t like me to be holding up production like this, but I had to get some confirmation that he was going to be around.  I just had to.

      I reach my arms around his waist and squeeze really quick before letting him go.  “I’ll be back.”

      I walk away then, to the airconditioned enclosed tent a few yards away.  Before I duck in, I look back, and Tate is standing right where I left him.  He’s still watching me with that intense look on his face, and I smile and wave before walking inside.

      “I’m sorry I’m late.”

      “Girl, I don’t blame you. I wouldn’t worry about a schedule either if I had a boyfriend that looked like that.”

      I should correct her, tell her that I just met Tate, but I don’t. Because even though I just met him, I can’t help thinking and wondering what it would be like if he was mine.
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