
His face softened as his gaze roamed over to the desk. “Please, Erin? Please…” 

For a long moment, she stared at him and briefly closed her eyes. “Fine, but will you do 

me a favor before I do?” 

He narrowed his eyes. “What is this—you’ll scratch my back type of thing?” 

She stood and peered out the window, her back to him. “I gave you a week and you’re 

changing the game, so I think I have a right.” She turned and faced him. “I can always 

stick to the week plan.” She stared back with equal intensity, studying his poker face. Not 

one blink. 

The pause was excruciating. Would he take her up on it? Guilt eroded her for putting him 

in such a position, and wanted to extract her emotional extortion. 

When she decided to do just that, he gave a resigned sigh. “Fine. What is it? Want me to 

speak to your plants? Are they mad at you?” A small smile cracked his dimple open. She 

never noticed that before. 

“Ha-ha, very funny. No, nothing like that, although that’s very tempting. I think they 

would like you. But, no.” She placed her hands on her hips and tilted her head. “I need a 

model.” 

He spat out the coffee. “You’re joking, right?” 

“If you knew me well, you’d know I don’t joke. Like ever.” A small grin worked her lips. 

“What about the plant joke?” 

“I wasn’t joking.” 

“And I’m the insane one here?” 

She waited, cocking a brow. 



Slade let out a disgruntled sigh. “A model? What exactly do I need to do?” He wiped his 

shirt of the splashed coffee. 

“Good decision. Since it’s raining hard out there, I need a few pictures for my stock 

photo account. I’m contracted to send in at least ten a week. Do you happen to have a 

cowboy hat with you?” 

He stared at her. 

She laughed. “Never mind. I’ll make do. Okay, go into my bathroom and brush your…on 

second thought, leave it. It has that messy look that women swoon over. An author just 

might use it.” 

“Wait—you’re saying my face could be on some romance novel?” 

She sat back down next to him. “Yes. You could be famous.” She grinned. 

He shook his head. “No way. That’s embarrassing. I’m a rancher, not Fabio.” 

“So…the deal’s off? Okay, see you next week then.” She started to stand. 

He stood and paced back and forth before stopping. “Fine, but I’m not taking my shirt 

off.” 

“I would never ask such a thing. Keep it buttoned all the way up to your chin. The ladies 

love that look. Dull and conservative.” 

“I can never tell when you’re serious.” He brushed his fingers through his hair, shaking 

the remaining droplets from it. “I feel so used,” he said, trying to hide a grin she could 

see wanted to come out. “I’m not the model type.” 

“I’ll be the judge of that.” She walked to her desk and picked up her camera, wrapping it 

around her neck. Then she went into her music folder on her phone, which was connected 

to her speakers, and chose a pop dance song. “That’s better.” She walked to the fireplace 

to stoke the flames. “Okay, I want you to stand over here with your hand kind of like 

this,” she said, instructing him. 



He rolled his eyes and followed her to the hearth. “I can’t believe I’m doing this. I’m not 

even that good-looking.” 

“Just get over there and look pretty.” She flashed a smile and batted her lashes. 

Saluting her, he did as he was told and turned toward her. “Like this?” He imitated her 

pose. 

“More like this,” she said, pulling his hand over the mantle, touching his long, calloused 

fingers. She snatched her hand back and stepped away. “There you go. Now stay put.” 

“Anything to get you to open that letter.” 

“Shhhh.” She backed up and looked through the viewfinder. “Perfect.” 

“Do you want me to smile or what do I do? Erin?” 

But she found herself staring at him before she started shooting. “No, you’re fine like 

that. I’ll tell you when I need more.” There was something natural about his easy 

movements. At times, he was a little clunky, but then he’d move his hip just so, his hands 

just right, and a look in his eyes that held hers. It was poetic without him even trying. 

After a few shots in that position, she dropped her camera to her chest. “Okay, try sitting 

on the hearth but at the corner, next to the Clearview. Perfect. Give a little smile, nothing 

too big, just a hint like you’re up to no good.” 

He gave her a dry look, raising his brow. “Really?” 

“Really. Oh, hang on—I’ll be right back.” She dashed to her bedroom and came back 

with her novel. “See this guy? That’s Buck. And that’s what I want.” 

“Seriously? He looks so cheesy. Buck, huh?” 

“Just do it…please?” She kept herself from exploding with laughter at how serious he 

was. If he even thought she was laughing at him, he’d give up. She needed these. 



“This is what women want?” 

“Yes.” 

“His shirt is open.” 

“Yes.” 

“I’m not doing that.” 

“Okay, don’t. Just smile like him.” 

“Is this your fantasy man?” 

She snickered. “I don’t have a fantasy man. I have Sally and my plants. That’s all I need, 

but he does make for an exciting evening in bed.” 

Grinning, he raised his brows. 

Her eyes widened. “I mean reading.” 

He laughed. “Who’s Sally?” 

“My camera.” 

“Now, I’ve heard it all.” 


