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Diamond C Ranch is on the brink of collapse, and my last shot at saving it is Elite Venture Capital’s evaluation. I was expecting a suit with a spreadsheet—not Skye Parker, the woman I fell for and foolishly let go. 


Only now she doesn’t remember me.


A hiking accident wiped the slate clean, erasing our past. She’s here to assess the ranch, and I’m supposed to act like we’re strangers while she decides the fate of everything my family built.


Two weeks. That’s all I have to help her recall the strategy that could save us… without triggering the memories of why she walked away.


Because if Skye Parker figures out I'm the cowboy who broke her heart, I'll lose everything all over again.


And this time, I won't get a third chance to make things right.


The Memories Between Us is a clean and emotional cowboy romance set in small-town Montana—full of second chances, slow-burn tension, and the kind of love that refuses to be forgotten.
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Flint


The bank had said no. So had the credit union. And the agricultural lending group. And my brother Knox’s lawyer friend who “knew people.” The loan that had seemed like a lifeline five years ago was now a noose around our necks, with balloon payments coming due that we couldn’t possibly meet. And every last financial institution we’d approached took one look at Richard Davidson’s name on the loan paperwork and showed us the door. 
I stood on the front porch of the Diamond C Ranch, the morning sun warming the worn planks beneath my boots, and tried to massage away the tension crawling up my neck like a stubborn calf refusing to be herded. Four generations of Carrington men before me had survived drought, market crashes, and everything else Montana could throw at us. None of them had faced losing the ranch.
Until me. Well, me and my brothers. But mostly me, since I’m the genius who stepped up to handle the financing problems.
The crunch of tires on gravel pulled my attention to the long drive leading up to the main house. A sleek silver rental car—city wheels, completely out of place against our rugged landscape—wound its way toward me, kicking up dust that glowed amber in the morning light.
Here we go. It was the analyst from Elite Venture Capital. My last hope. The Hail Mary pass when you’re down by six with three seconds on the clock. We needed a miracle, and I had a tiny thread of hope that an investment firm might provide it where conventional banks had washed their hands.
I straightened my shirt collar and fixed what I hoped was a confident smile on my face. The kind that said, “Why yes, I’m a completely responsible ranch owner who definitely won’t squander your investment, not a former rodeo champion who once rode a bull called Widowmaker while nursing a hangover.”
The car pulled to a stop, and I descended the porch steps, mentally rehearsing my pitch. Diamond C Ranch, established 1889, five generations of sustainable ranching, just needs bridge financing to recover from—
The driver’s door swung open, and a woman emerged.
My heart stopped dead in my chest. As if someone had reached in and grabbed it mid-beat.
“Hello, I’m looking for...” Her voice trailed off as her gaze met mine, a slight furrow appearing between her brows. Not recognition—nothing so clear. Just the faintest shadow of unease, like a horse sensing a storm long before the clouds gather.
But I knew her.
Every line of that face, every expression it could make. We’d had something once, the kind of thing you couldn’t label but wanted to. Then she’d vanished from my life without a trace one year ago.
Except…she was looking at me like we’d never met. Like I was a stranger.
Which was saying something when I’d held her in my arms on this same porch. Spread out a blanket under the tree behind her and treated her to an impromptu picnic.
“Flint Carrington,” I managed, extending my hand on autopilot while my brain short-circuited like faulty barn wiring. What game was she playing? Did she think I wouldn’t recognize her? “Welcome to Diamond C.”
“Skye Parker, Elite Venture Capital.” Her handshake was firm, professional, but her expression remained troubled. “Have we met before? You seem…familiar.”
Have we met before? Was she serious?
For a wild second, I wondered if she had a twin sister. Only, she’d just introduced herself, using the same name she’d called herself a year ago. When we’d been seeing each other—if you could call it that when I’d entertained serious thoughts about a future with this woman.
Only this wasn’t the Skye I remembered. My Skye had been all tailored suits and practical ponytails, spreadsheets and five-year forecasts. This woman wore a flowing bohemian skirt that danced around her ankles, her amber eyes bright against sun-kissed skin. A leather portfolio was tucked under one arm, but it was balanced by a worn sketchbook in her other hand.
And her hair—her previously always-perfectly-styled dark hair—now fell in casual waves around her shoulders, with strands of caramel highlights.
“Maybe I have one of those faces?” I suggested, the words burning my throat like cheap whiskey.
One of those faces you kissed under a Montana sky full of stars. One of those faces that smiled at you across the breakfast table for three months. One of those faces that made yours crumple when I acted like a first-class jackhole the night before you vanished.
She tilted her head, studying me with genuine confusion. This wasn’t an act.
Somehow, impossibly, she didn’t remember me.
That was a hit to my ego where the sun didn’t shine. But I couldn’t focus on the sting. I was too busy cataloging all the ways this situation could go sideways if I didn’t figure out what was going on ASAP.
“Hmm. Strange,” she murmured. “Anyway, I’m here to assess your operation for potential investment options. I understand traditional banks haven’t been receptive to restructuring your loans?”
I gestured toward the house, stepping aside to let her pass. “That’s putting it mildly. Banks these days look at ranches like we’re trying to get financing for a dinosaur petting zoo.”
That earned me a genuine laugh, the sound hitting me square in the chest. It was the same laugh, warm and uninhibited. The one that used to wrap around me on cold evenings when we’d sit on this very porch. But her gaze held no recollection of those nights, of me, of us.
Wow.
“I can imagine. Most lenders have antiquated risk assessment models for agricultural operations. Elite isn’t a bank, so we can handle investment capital a bit differently.” She climbed the steps, then suddenly stumbled on a warped board.
I reached out instinctively, my hand catching her elbow to steady her. The contact—familiar and dangerous—jolted through me like I’d touched an electric fence.
I hadn’t done that since I was seven for a reason.
“Careful there. These old boards have more dips and grooves than a mountain trail.” I released her arm the moment she was steady, but the warmth of her skin lingered on my palm.
“Thanks.” She glanced down at where I’d touched her, a flicker of confusion crossing her expression. “Not exactly the graceful first impression I was hoping to make.”
“Trust me, it beats the meeting I had with that first bank. Knocked over an entire coffee carafe trying to point at a projection screen.”
She smiled, and for a moment, it felt almost normal. But nothing about this situation was normal. How could she just not remember? People don’t forget entire relationships. Unless…
Had something happened to her? An accident? Was that why she’d vanished?
The thought tore at my gut like I’d stumbled into barbed wire—Skye hurt, Skye in danger, while I’d spent months alternating between nursing my wounded pride and kicking myself for driving her away.
I mean, I knew she’d worked for Elite when I called them. But I’d assumed she’d quit the investment firm entirely after our fight—when I’d found her apartment empty and her phone disconnected, it seemed logical she’d started over somewhere else, maybe back East where she’d come from.
Clearly, that’s not what had happened.
I held the door open, and as she passed, the faint scent of her perfume hit me—different from what she used to wear, something earthy now with hints of wildflowers instead of the crisp professional scent I remembered. Even her scent had changed.
Inside, I watched as she took in the ranch house’s great room, her eyes lingering not on the financial statements I’d carefully arranged on the dining table, but on the view from the picture windows, the way the light streamed across the worn leather furniture, the old family photos on the mantle.
“This place…” she murmured, more to herself than to me. “It feels important. Lived in. Loved.”
“Five generations worth,” I replied, unable to keep the pride from my voice. The ranch was in my blood as surely as the Carrington stubbornness Knox always accused me of having. “My great-great-grandfather built the original cabin with his own hands. It’s out past the east pasture.”
She nodded, but instead of asking about operating costs or herd sizes, she drifted to the window, her fingers ghosting over the sketchbook she still carried. “The light here is incredible. The way it falls across the valley, painting everything in gold. This is spectacular.”
I blinked, staring at her in bewilderment. The Skye Parker I knew could recite financial ratios like poetry but had never once commented on the quality of light. The woman before me was both achingly familiar and completely foreign, like pulling out your favorite saddle only to discover it doesn’t fit your horse anymore.
“I should tell you,” she said, turning back to face me, “my evaluation process might be a bit unconventional. Elite is piloting a new approach to rural investment.”
“Unconventional how?”
She smiled, and there was a freedom in it I’d never seen before. “I’m more interested in the soul of a place than just the numbers. Numbers can lie. The heart of an operation—that’s what tells you if it’s worth saving.”
My lips did a fair impression of a largemouth bass. This philosophical take from Skye Parker, who once color-coded her closet and alphabetized her spice rack, was so unexpected it broke through my shock.
Then the reality of what she’d said hit me like a bronc kick to the sternum.
The soul of the place. Not the numbers.
But I needed her to care about the numbers. The thing was, she’d already done an evaluation once. One she didn’t seem to remember.
Not as an Elite analyst, but because I had once meant something to her. Because she’d known a year ago that the Diamond C needed help, which she’d offered to give. She’d developed a very specific, highly technical investment strategy, and after all the loan rejections, her work might be the only thing that could save the Diamond C from being carved up and sold off to the highest bidder.
It was providence that she’d shown up here instead of another associate with no vested interest.
But really, isn’t that what I ultimately got?
I needed the old Skye. The financial wizard. Not this free-spirited type who seemed to have taken over her body.
My throat tightened. If this wasn’t some elaborate act—and everything in me said it wasn’t—then something serious had happened to her. Something that made her forget not just me, but parts of herself, too.
“Well,” I managed because I had to say something, gesturing to the table where all my carefully prepared financial documents waited, “I’m happy to show you both. Numbers and…soul.”
“Perfect.” She set her portfolio on the table but kept the sketchbook close. “I’ll need to stay for two weeks. Company policy for comprehensive investment evaluations.”
Two weeks. Two weeks of pretending I didn’t know her. Two weeks of trying to figure out why she couldn’t remember me while desperately hoping she’d remember the investment strategy she’d been working on—a strategy that had somehow slipped through my fingers along with her.
“We’ve got a guest room all made up,” I said, feeling like I’d stepped into some alternate universe where Skye and I were meeting for the first time. “My brother’s wife helped get it ready.”
“You have family here on the ranch?”
“My older brother Knox runs the place with me. His wife Claire helps out when she’s not working at her consulting business, but they actually live about an hour away and come down frequently. My younger brother Sawyer’s on the professional bull riding circuit, but he drops in between competitions.”
She nodded, absorbing this information as if it were completely new to her. Because to her, it was. The realization hurt worse than taking a horn to the ribs but still having to finish the ride. Painful, but nowhere near as bad as watching her look right through me.
“I’d love a tour,” she said, gazing out the window again. “I want to see everything.”
The afternoon sun streamed through the window, illuminating her profile. She looked freer somehow, less burdened than the Skye I’d known. The realization grabbed something in me and squeezed.
Had she been so unhappy over what happened that last night we’d been together that forgetting me entirely had somehow lightened her?
“We’ve got twenty thousand acres,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “It might take the full two weeks to see it all.”
“I’ve got time.” She turned back to me with a smile that held no recognition, no history, no pain. A blank slate. “I want to understand what makes this place special. Why it should be saved.”
The cruel simplicity of it hit me then. She was here to determine if the Diamond C deserved the investment that would save it—and she had no memory of the strategy she’d already been developing to do just that. No memory of the nights we’d spent discussing sustainable ranching, no memory of how her eyes had lit up when she’d talked about the unique approach she was creating for properties like ours who had been victimized by Richard Davidson.
No memory of the night I’d torn it all apart like a coyote with a fresh kill, righteously convinced I didn’t need her or any woman. I was too young to settle down, with no interest in being anything other than a rodeo hound.
I’d watched her drive away, too stubborn to call after her, telling myself it was better this way. Easier not to get tangled up with someone who might expect more than I had to give.
By the time I’d realized what an idiot I’d been, she was gone. As if she’d vanished into thin air.
And now here she was, back in my life like a ghost who didn’t know she was haunting me.
As I led her out to my truck for the tour, I watched her stop to admire the sunset beginning to paint the western sky. She stood perfectly still, her gaze cataloging the shades of gold and crimson with obvious delight.
And something inside me fractured like river ice in spring. Part of me—the desperate, drowning part—needed her to remember the financial strategy that might save the ranch. But another part, a part I didn’t want to look at too closely, couldn’t stop noticing how the setting sun painted copper streaks in her hair, how her skirt danced around her ankles in the evening breeze, how her face softened with appreciation at the vista before her.
It shouldn’t matter. Not when the ranch was at stake. Not when everything my family had built for generations could be lost.
But watching her—this new version of her—created a longing in me sharper than fence wire slicing through a careless palm. I knew what it was like to kiss that mouth, to make those eyes sparkle with laughter, to hear my name on those lips.
But she didn’t. And I had no right to those memories if she didn’t share them.
The question now was—did I tell her? Or was this strange situation actually a blessing? A chance to start over without the weight of how badly I’d messed things up the first time around?
“Ready when you are,” she called, turning to me with that same untroubled smile.
“Coming,” I answered, each step toward her feeling like walking a fence line during a lightning storm—necessary but dangerous as all get out.
Two weeks to save the ranch. Two weeks to figure out what happened to Skye Parker. Two weeks to untangle a knot I’d tied myself.
I’d built a career on eight-second rides. Now I had to figure out how to last fourteen days without getting thrown.
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