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      Evan MacKay is grateful to have his four brothers working beside him at Sweet Grass Ranch. Maintaining their ranch lifestyle is his priority, but the bank breathing down his neck and he worries the ranch can’t support their growing family. Secretly, he waits for the other boot to drop.

      

      Turns out the other boots are Jimmy Choo black stilettos worn by the new bank loan manager.

      

      Jessica Chase doesn’t claim to be an expert on ranching, but she’s a whiz in finance, particularly in whipping delinquent accounts into shape. As the new kid on the block, she is driven to succeed, and ready to pull the Sweet Grass Ranch account back into solvency. She is also eager to rebuild her life in South Dakota.

      

      The city woman in heels knows a lot about money, Evan admits, but nothing about cattle. He tries to advise her about ranch business, but she dismisses his recommendations. While intrigued by the abrupt rancher who tries to educate her about cows, Jessica feels her resolve slipping. She has a job to do, and it doesn’t involve kissing the grumpy cowboy.

      

      But kiss him, she does.

      

      Can Jessica rein in her growing attraction for Evan while remaining committed to her professional goal? Will love triumph over the bottom line?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      Evan MacKay eased in a breath, crisp morning air filling his lungs. The aroma of sweet prairie grass, still damp with dew, tangled with the acrid smell of wood smoke drifting up from the bunkhouse chimney. A hawk soared lazily overhead, riding a warm updraft, searching for prey.

      The combined effects signaled both comfort and home.

      Shifting in the saddle, his gaze rolled over the South Dakota hills dotted with cattle. Sweet Grass Ranch. Fences crisscrossed the landscape, the sturdy barricades protecting the herds. So much had changed since his father had passed, but the ranch lands and the hills remained steadfast.

      A familiar ache landed across his chest—a hollow sense of loss settled into his bones. He wasn’t sure he would ever be free of it.

      “We will get this right, Dad,” he murmured. “I’m not giving up on this land or our family.”

      His buckskin quarter horse flicked back his ears at his words. Evan stroked his neck, taking comfort in the solid warmth of his sturdy body.

      He would hold the ranch together through sheer grit if he had to. Failure was not an option. The bank could threaten all they wanted, but he aimed to keep Sweet Grass Ranch in the family, as it had been for generations.

      Evan set his jaw, his resolve blazing with determination as he turned the horse toward home. The sun had crested the hills, spilling light into the day. A spattering of color blanketed the hills—fall was landing early this year. They’d have to move cattle down before long.

      No matter what storms raged around him—or inside him—the ranch work continued. And Evan aimed to see it remain for a long time.

      The barn doors creaked open as he led the gelding inside. The rich and earthy smells of hay and leather enveloped him. He nodded to Aiden and Aaron, his brothers, as the youngest MacKay twins mucked out the stalls.

      “Morning, boss,” Aiden said, leaning on his pitchfork.

      Evan tipped his hat. “You boys sleep alright?”

      “Well as can be,” Aaron said. “Back’s a mite sore, though.”

      “That’s what happens when you try riding Tornado bareback.” Aiden elbowed his brother with a grin.

      Aaron shoved him good-naturedly. Evan hid a smile. The twins’ playful banter never failed to lift his spirits. He envied their youthful enthusiasm. Other times, he wanted them to pull their own weight.

      “Well, you two need to get off the circuit soon. The deal was no rodeo until the ranch was back on its feet. You’ve slipped into some bad habits lately.” He eyed his younger brothers.

      Aiden coughed and glanced at Aaron. “We were planning to leave out tonight for Denver. Are you saying we need to cancel?”

      The younger brothers exchanged worried glances.

      Evan sighed and shook his head. “No. Do this one, then no more. You got that? We need you here. A lot to do before the snow comes.”

      Aaron saluted. “Yes, boss.”

      Evan jerked back. “That’s enough of that boss shit. You got that? Now get to work.”

      The younger twins snickered and returned to their mucking.

      After tending to the buckskin, Evan headed outside where several ranch hands had gathered. Connor tipped his hat in greeting. “What’s the plan today, Evan?”

      “Same as yesterday,” he said. “You boys know the drill. Take your crew and start mending that stretch of fence in the east pasture. Jackson, you and your guys are feeding.” He turned away, then halted, looking back. “And don’t forget we’ve got vaccinations coming up. We need to get ready for all that.”

      Conner nodded. “Yes, sir.”

      The men headed to their tasks with quiet competence. Evan watched them work, pride swelling in his chest. He knew each hand by name, their families, and their troubles. These men had been with the ranch for years, loyal through the best and worst of times. Together, they would weather this storm, too.

      He made his way to the pasture just south of the house, boots crunching on the gravel path. They kept the pregnant cows and new babies there, closer to the house and barns during the colder months. The morning air whipped around a group of outbuildings and hinted at the coming winter chill.

      He inspected the fence line, testing each post along the way. Rotten wood crumbled under his grip. Barbed wire sagged between posts, rusted and frayed. This stretch clearly needed mending.

      “Dammit.” Didn’t we just repair this section a year ago?

      Evan kneeled and examined a broken post more closely. Dry rot had weakened the wood over seasons of sun and rain. He sighed, tallying the repairs in his head. Lumber, wire, staples—it would all add up fast.

      They might have mended the wiring, but this wood had been in the ground for a long time. The entire section might need to be replaced.

      The costs were mounting, but what choice did he have? Letting the fences fall into disrepair was unthinkable. If the livestock got loose, it’d be a disaster. Keeping the cows and calves safe and secure over the winter and spring was a priority.

      Evan stood, rolling his shoulders against the familiar ache. He took in the sweeping vista of the ranch, the only home he’d ever known. From the main house where he and his brothers lived, to the weathered barns, and to the rolling hills fading into the distance, he loved every inch of this land. His gaze traveled up the hill to his mom’s cabin, the one his dad had built for her a few years before he died. He would fight to his last breath to protect all of it.

      With that thought steeling his resolve, Evan headed back to start the day’s work. There were animals to feed, repairs to be made. That afternoon, he had to go over the financials with his brother, Ethan and sister-in-law, Brandley. No time for doubt or second-guessing. Sweet Grass needed him.

      Needed them all if it was going to survive. As much as he wished he could, he couldn’t do it alone.
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        * * *

      

      His twin brother, Ethan, turned away from the coffeemaker as Evan entered the kitchen.

      “Morning,” Ethan said. “You were up early. Coffee?” He tipped a mug his way.

      “Yes. Thanks.” Evan took the full mug. “Fences need mending down south. Posts rotting out.”

      Ethan poured a second mug of coffee for himself, his expression clouded with concern. “Again? Didn’t we replace that entire section last year?” He took a sip.

      “That’s what I thought, too. Looks like we mended wire but not posts. We need new posts.”

      Ethan stood and appeared to be thinking, as if that explanation didn’t sit well. “What’s it going to run us?”

      “Too much,” Evan grunted. “Lumber’s gone up and the hardware store just raised prices. We’ll be patching as we can.”

      He left the rest unsaid between them—money was dwindling fast. While they thought they’d had a solid plan to dig their way out of the mess left when their father died, the ranch was sinking deeper into debt. But Evan wouldn’t speak of it, not yet. Ethan knew well enough without him spelling it out.

      “We’ll manage somehow,” Ethan said firmly. “Always have. When’s Dylan coming back from Montana?”

      Evan looked away, jaw tightening. Manage how? The numbers were clear, and they weren’t good. But voicing his doubts felt like admitting defeat.

      “Evan?”

      “What?”

      “Dylan?”

      “Oh. I think he’s gone another week.” Dylan, their middle brother, was a Deputy Sheriff for Meade County. “I believe he said his training lasted that long.”

      “In Billings, right?”

      “I believe so.”

      “Hmmm. Close to the Rankin’s.”

      “Yes. I suppose.” Evan wasn’t sure what his brother was getting at—their sister, Sarah, lived close to the Rankins at Rock Creek Ranch, so maybe that was it—but at the moment, he wasn’t in the mood to figure it out. He had other things on his mind.

      Like he was failing his father, failing the legacy entrusted to him—a legacy generations deep, and rooted in their land. The thought hollowed him out inside.

      Ethan clasped his shoulder. “Look. We’re in this together, remember? This burden is not solely on your shoulders.”

      Evan managed a terse nod. Ethan meant well, and he appreciated his brother’s steady presence. Evan had always been the rock to his brother’s rolling stone, especially when Ethan was in the Navy and off fighting in the Middle East. He’d felt alone in running the ranch those years, and he still felt alone in the battle—even though everyone kept telling him he was not.

      He needed a rock, and he had to let his brothers shoulder some of the responsibility. Letting go was a difficult thing for him to do, though.

      Evan was a loner. He might have to face it eventually, that he needed help.

      The sound of paper slapping against the oak pedestal table jerked him out of his musing. “We probably need to open that and read it.”

      Evan’s gaze lingered on his brother for a couple of seconds, then he glanced at the envelope. “What’s it about?”

      Ethan leaned back against the counter and sipped his coffee. “Not sure. Brandley brought it up from the mailbox last night.”

      Brandley had worked late the day before in Rapid City, having taken a side job to help see the ranch through. She had assumed the responsibility of buying groceries not long after she and Ethan married, saying it was her contribution to the family. An accountant, she occasionally took temporary jobs, besides running the books for Sweet Grass.

      “It’s from the bank.”

      Evan noticed the bank’s logo in the corner and his gut twisted. “Shit.” He stood motionless at the table, unsure whether to open the damn thing. He looked at his brother. “Does she have any idea what this could be?”

      Ethan pushed away from the counter and took a couple of steps toward Evan. “She has an idea, but we need to read it.”

      Part of him wanted to hurl it away unopened. Keep pretending things weren’t falling apart. But he snatched it up and slit it open with his pocketknife instead. He scanned the page.

      “Damn it all to hell.” Evan growled, crumpling the letter in his fist. He thought of his grandfather breaking the land generations earlier, his father instrumental in every building raised on the land, every animal fed and grown there, with MacKay sweat.

      Evan’s stubborn pride flared hot. Like hell he’d hand over their legacy without a fight. There had to be something he could do, some way to buy more time. Anything but throw in the towel.

      He’d thought all the issues resolved. “We need to talk to Brandley. See where we went wrong.” He passed the crumpled letter to his brother.

      Ethan took longer to read it than Evan had. “It just says they want a meeting. No big deal. Let’s not get worked up over it.”

      “Right.”

      “Who is this J. Chase? We’ve never dealt with a loan officer with that name before.”

      Stepping closer, Evan peered down at the letter. “No clue. If there is a new bastard at the bank who thinks he’s going to rip in here and rob us of our ranch, our livelihood, call in the loans, well then—”

      “Whoa,” Ethan interrupted, setting the wrinkled letter on the counter. “Slow the hell down here. No one said anything about calling in any loans. You need to get a grip.”

      Raking a hand through his short hair, Evan shook his head. “I’ve been worked up since I saw that envelope.”

      “Hate to tell you, but you’ve been worked up over this for months. It’s wearing on you.”

      Evan blew out a sharp breath. “Well, yeah, this kind of shit does that.”

      “We’ll figure something out. The bank is only asking for a meeting. That doesn’t mean anything other than this new guy is reviewing accounts.”

      Evan cut him off harshly. “Not sure about that.” He paced, frustration boiling over. “I will not lose this place, you understand me? I won’t.”

      “We won’t.” Ethan stayed calm. “And we will come up with a plan. You’re not in this alone.”

      Evan paced and whirled back. “We had a plan. What the hell happened?”

      “I know exactly what happened.” Both brothers turned as Brandley pushed into the room. “The plan was solid, Evan. It was a good plan.”

      “You heard all that?”

      She stared. “Everyone in the house heard you, Evan. You woke up the baby.”

      “Hell. I’m sorry.” He lowered his voice. “Then what went wrong?”

      With a sigh, Brandley continued. “We all know how Aaron and Aiden have struggled with the rodeo stock business. It just didn’t take off like they expected. We lost money there.”

      Evan stared at Ethan. “You knew this?”

      His brother eased out a slow breath. “Only because I sleep with the accountant.”

      “Dammit.” Evan turned away. “Where are our little brothers? They have some explaining to do.” He turned back and pointed at Ethan. “And no more rodeo. One of them is going to break their damn back riding those bulls and broncs. And then where would we be? One hand short?”

      Ethan stared at him, that long, cool Navy SEAL stare that Evan never really knew, for sure, what it meant.

      “You don’t mean that,” Ethan said. “It’s time to calm down. I’ll talk to the boys.”

      Brandley pulled down another coffee mug and lifted the carafe from the coffeemaker. “I can meet with the bank. I’ll take that off your hands.” She glanced down at the letter.

      “No. I’ll go,” Evan said.

      Ethan took another step. “No. We go together, and we face the fact that we can’t handle this situation on our own. We may need help from somewhere.”

      Evan bristled. Asking for help stuck in his craw almost as much as bending a knee to the bank. But the steely look in Ethan’s eyes held no argument. “We’re not telling Mom. Not yet. Because you know what she will say.”

      “I do.” Ethan stared. “Luckily, she’s in Montana with Sarah and the new baby.”

      To be honest, Evan was glad his mother wasn’t under foot and was off visiting their little sister. Maybe she’d stay in Montana for a while. “Right. I’m sure she’s happy cuddling that new grandbaby.”

      Brandley snorted. “And cuddling her new husband.”

      “Yeah, well, there is that.” It wasn’t that Evan didn’t like Noah Parker, he did. And the older cowboy was good for their mother. It was just hard to see her with anyone but their dad, even after he’d been gone a few years.

      “Noah’s a good man,” Ethan said. “We don’t have to worry about Mom, or Sarah, for that matter. They are both pretty much settled in Montana now.”

      “Let’s just see what this loan officer has to say.”

      “I think this letter is pretty clear,” Brandley interjected. “They mean business. And while I know you two want to handle this on your own, remember that this ranch and everything on it is owned by your mother. You’re going to have to bring Connie into this discussion sooner rather than later.”

      Much as it galled him, they were out of options. Brandley was right.

      If it came to swallowing his pride or losing the ranch, the choice was obvious. “Alright. We will tell Mom after this meeting. Let’s meet with this Chase guy and see what’s what, but I’m damn well not giving up without a fight.”

      Ethan clasped his shoulder. “Expect nothing less from us all, brother.”
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, Evan was up before dawn. Nothing unusual. He headed out to the barn, the familiar smells of hay and horses bringing small comfort. Mornings were his favorite part of the day—his routine grounded him.

      As he began his chores, checking each stall, feeding and watering the horses, his thoughts returned to the bank letter. He tried to push it from his mind, focusing instead on the simple rhythms of his work.

      When he led the horses out to pasture, they trotted freely through the tall grass gleaming with dew. The sunrise painted a golden glow over the hills in hues of pink and orange while long shadows stretched across the land. Evan paused, watching as sunlight touched everything around him. The ranch was his life’s work—every tree, shrub, and blade of grass felt like an old friend.

      Throughout the day, they mended fences, inspected equipment. While he worked to keep his outward demeanor calm and focused, a deep worry settled inside him like a stone. He didn’t say anything because words weren’t what made things better.

      Their actions were what would save this ranch.

      When evening came, Evan sat on the porch, dusk gathering around him like a blanket. Another day’s work. Just how they’d built this ranch one day after another of physical effort. He gazed out over the land and remembered all his grandfather and father had built there, all that they had built together, year after year of sweat and heartache.

      He’d give anything to sit on the porch with his dad again, one last time, and talk over the day. He missed Hap MacKay like nothing he’d ever before experienced.

      With a heavy sigh, he took off his hat and ran both hands over his head. “I don’t know what we’re going to do, Dad,” he mumbled. “But I know one thing for certain. Whatever happens next, we’ll meet it head-on, just like you tackled every challenge you ever met.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      Jessica Chase strode through the glass doors into the marble-floored lobby of Cattlemens Bank & Trust in Rapid City, her new black patent-leather Jimmy Choo stilettos clicking with each self-assured step. She paused, taking in the hushed activity of tellers and patrons. In her first month as a newly hired loan manager, she reminded herself that this was the time to make a favorable impression.

      Walking briskly to the elevators, she stood tall, wearing a crisp gray suit that complemented her long, dark hair. As she waited for the elevator, she tucked a stray strand over her ear, watched the numbers fall, and smiled with confidence.

      I am going to do good things here.

      The new job was her chance to prove herself on somewhat familiar turf. She’d been successful in New York City, and then in Cleveland. Now, a stone’s throw away from where she’d grown up, she planned to be just as successful in Rapid City, South Dakota.

      The elevator arrived with a soft chime and Jessica stepped inside, her posture straight and poised. As the floors ticked by, she mentally prepared for the meeting with the senior manager who had hired her. She would show him she understood what it took to be successful at Cattlemens—and that she could deliver.

      The doors slid open. Jessica headed down the hallway, her gait oozing with confidence. Her rural roots would not hold her back. She’d done well as a city girl. Time to prove her worth back on home turf, in rural America, doing something she’d always wanted to do—help the ranchers.

      Meeting with Lance Nelson was part of her orientation, and she was eager to get the meeting started.

      Stepping into his outer office, she smiled at Jill McCandless, his administrative assistant, who nodded back while talking on the phone. She’d met Jill a couple of weeks earlier. “I’m here for my onboarding with Mr. Nelson,” she whispered.

      Jill put the caller on hold and pointed to the door on her right. “He’s expecting you. Just give it a quick knock before you enter, will you? I need to finish this call.”

      “Of course.”

      Pausing outside the senior manager’s door, Jessica drew in a breath, knocked, and placed a hand on the doorknob.

      “Come in.”

      She entered the office, immediately noting its dark wood furnishings and massive mahogany desk. Behind it sat Mr. Nelson, a stern-looking older man in a tailored suit.

      “Ah, Ms. Chase. Please have a seat.” He didn’t look up from the file on his desk. She guessed he assumed it was her because of the appointment time.

      Jessica sat in one of the leather chairs facing him, her back straight and hands folded neatly over the leather portfolio on her lap. She focused intently on Mr. Nelson, determined to show her readiness and take copious notes if necessary.

      After a moment, he closed the file and peered over his glasses. “Welcome to Cattlemens, Miss Chase. I think you’ll find we have high standards here.”

      “Yes sir. I’m prepared to do whatever it takes to meet those standards.”

      “Good. You came highly recommended, and that increases my expectations. Plus, I understand you’ve been assigned one of our most high-profile accounts—Sweet Grass Ranch.”

      Jessica’s eyes widened slightly. The ranch was one of the area’s largest and oldest family operations. Its accounts were complex, to be certain. “Yes, sir. I started my review of the portfolio earlier in the week and have already taken some action.”

      “Excellent. I trust, then, you are up to speed.”

      “I am getting there. Yes.”

      Mr. Nelson continued. “The fate of Sweet Grass affects this entire community. I need someone who can handle it properly.” He snorted softly and grinned to himself as he stared back down at his paperwork.

      “Of course. I’ll do my best, sir.”

      Properly? And just what does that mean? She’d been around the block enough to know that sometimes businesses had a certain lingo with underlying meanings. She sure hoped properly meant exactly how it sounded.

      Jessica was a by-the-book girl, so she certainly hoped he wasn’t implying that she should do anything different. Numbers don’t lie, and she always called them as she saw them. As they were. And that’s what she planned to continue doing.

      “That’s why we hired you.”

      “Absolutely, sir. I’ll account for every detail and explore all options to keep the ranch accounts solvent.” I will not fail.

      “Very well.” He stood and gave her a quick once-over. “If you have questions, speak with Jill. She’s been here for some time.”

      My cue to leave. That was quick.

      She stood, too, and pushed out her hand. “I appreciate the opportunity.”

      He gave her hand a brief glance, then finally shook it. Perhaps she should have waited for him to offer his hand first, immediately reminded that she wasn’t back east. It was a man’s world there in the west.

      I really do have some things to prove here. And learn.

      “Thank you, Mr. Nelson.” With a nod, she turned and left, her mind racing ahead to the task at hand. Time to show them what she could do.
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        * * *

      

      Jessica walked briskly down the hallway to her new office. As she entered the small, tidy space, she sat behind her desk and took a deep breath. She wasn’t the kind to go overboard personalizing things—largely because she wanted to appear rather impersonal to her clients—but also because she liked to spend time in a new place before deciding how to make it hers.

      She glanced at the lone picture on her desk. Someone took the photo a long time ago—she may have been eight or nine years old—but she couldn’t remember who. It was at her grandparents’ ranch. The barn and corral with horses were in the background. Her parents and grandparents were in the forefront, smiling at the camera. She stood in front of her dad, who had his hands on her shoulders. Her mother smiled at him from the side.

      She studied the little girl in the photo. The picture was far from flattering, with her wayward hair and freckled nose and worn-out dirty jeans, but she had really cheesed it up for the camera. She was happy then. Everyone she loved was there, and her father, with his protective hands on her shoulders, had made her feel so safe.

      Funny how things could take a turn so quickly.

      She glanced at the folder on her desk.

      This is it. The Sweet Grass Ranch account would make or break her career.

      She knew when a ranch failed, that other ranchers in the area got nervous. The bank would get anxious, too. Of course, the Sweet Grass Ranch issues came about over time and circumstance—but ranchers know situations can happen to any ranch. Which ranch might be next? They all work hard to stay afloat from year to year, and there were way too many factors that could make a ranch go down.

      She knew that first-hand. While she had to prove herself to the bank, she also wanted to help the ranchers keep their lifestyle and preserve their livelihood for generations to come.

      An enormous task, but she was ready for it.

      Logging into her computer, she pulled up the Sweet Grass file, reviewing the cattle ranch’s history. Established in the early 1900s, it had been family-owned for generations. But in recent years, there were troubling signs, such as declines in profits and missed loan payments.

      Making notes on a legal pad, she analyzed cash flow, debt ratios, and collateral. Her career in commercial lending had prepared her well for meticulous scrutiny.

      A knock at the door a few hours later brought a cart loaded with heavy binders—the physical files on decades of loans she had requested. Jessica signed for the documents, then stacked them on her desk. She opened the top one to scan its contents.

      She needed an intimate understanding of the financial ebbs and flows of the ranch in order to identify the root causes of their struggles. Only then could she develop an effective strategy to put them back on solid footing.

      In the beginning, things looked stable. Steady profits, manageable debt, reserves set aside for hard times. Father and son, Lucas and Hap MacKay, conservatively ran the operation initially—that would be the grandfather and father of the brothers who now ran the ranch.

      But after Lucas MacKay died, Hap gained control, and over time, cracks appeared in the foundation. Small loans were not repaid on time; supplies were charged against credit that wasn’t there. Signs of cash flow issues emerged.

      Jessica had to wonder if Hap MacKay had an unhealthy connection with the bank that allowed such behavior.

      At the time of Hap’s death, problems escalated. Hap’s wife, Connie, inherited the ranch when he died, but the two older sons had since taken over its management. They, too, made some questionable decisions. More debt, new equipment leased, repairs deferred. Revenue declined as costs rose.

      Two years earlier, they’d worked with the bank to create a five-year recovery plan, which they were currently executing. To a degree.

      There were still issues. The ranch was struggling.

      Jessica could see the path that led to the brink of insolvency. Poor financial management, risky purchases, emotional decisions, lack of experience. She ached for the family even as her analytical mind identified the missteps.

      She was certain she could fix them, especially if the family didn’t mind getting creative.

      Perhaps they could establish an on-site farmer’s market for their organic beef? Or transition part of their land to a more profitable crop? She scribbled ideas, determined to find an answer.

      The clock edged toward evening as Jessica studied spreadsheets lit by the amber glow of her desk lamp. The MacKay family’s livelihood depended on her ability to resolve their crisis. She had to succeed.

      With a tired sigh, she organized her notes and files into neat piles. As she clicked off the lamp, her gaze lingered on the photos of rolling hills and grazing cattle that decorated her office—standard office issue, she imagined. Nevertheless, they reminded her of Wyoming and rekindled her resolve.

      There was still hope for Sweet Grass Ranch, if the MacKays were ready to accept hard truths. Jessica knew she could guide them if they would let her. In some ways, she’d been there herself. Or rather, her family had. She would need to draw on that experience more than ever.
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        * * *

      

      Before noon the next day, Jessica set the files aside, leaned back in her chair, removed her glasses, and rubbed her gritty eyes. She’d worked too long into the night, and from way too early that morning. Her eyes were paying the price, but the story of Sweet Grass Ranch was becoming clear. She only needed to fill in some missing pieces.

      Picking up the phone, she dialed the number for the MacKay ranch. A man answered on the third ring.

      “Evan MacKay, here.”

      One of the brothers. Good.

      “Mr. MacKay, I’m calling from Cattlemens Bank. I’m reviewing your ranch’s file.”

      “Alright.” Evan MacKay sounded wary, but polite as he responded. “We got a letter.”

      “Yes. That went out earlier this week.”

      “Are you calling to schedule a meeting, as the letter suggested? We would like to discuss. My brother and I, and our accountant.”

      Jessica drummed her fingers on the desk. “I think that would be best. I have questions.” She glanced at her calendar. “Could you meet Monday morning at ten?”

      A brief silence met her from the other end.

      “We will be there Monday morning.”

      “I’ll get you in the schedule. Thank you.”

      “Of course.”

      “Mr. MacKay, I know this is difficult. Cattlemens just wants to help Sweet Grass Ranch get back on solid footing.”

      Evan MacKay hung up without another word.

      Jessica gazed out the window. She understood their deep connection to the land and way of life. Losing the ranch would be devastating. Her job was to make sure that didn’t happen—while at the same time, protecting the bank’s investment.
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Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
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TERMINATION
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