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      Sweat was drippin’ down my spine, and I fanned myself with the brim of my straw hat. It was almost freezing just a week ago, and now the sun was big and angry, and I was sweltering. I tossed out a few more handfuls of chicken feed, brushing the dust on the rear pocket of my short-shorts.

      Not much more clothes I could take off if it got any hotter.

      My blonde hair caught the golden rays of the sun as I flicked it off my damp shoulder. It wasn’t even June, but my tan was already turning bronze, and I watched as a rivulet dipped between my bountiful cleavage.

      I heard the truck before I could see it rumble down the long driveway, and I knew instantly who it was.

      “Pa! Uncle Logan is here,” I called out towards the farmhouse, and then jogged towards the dirt road to greet him.

      Logan ain’t really my uncle. He and my dad grew up together, though. Went all through school. He’s always been in my life, and especially after my mom passed away when I was a kid. He had his own farm, though he’s been a lifelong bachelor, and he’s become quite a cook because of it. Used to bring over the best casseroles.

      He told me the secret was that just like me, he adds a bit of sweetness to everything.

      Logan’s truck came to a stop, the back braced with planks of wood, and the man himself climbed out. He was a giant, broad shouldered and towering, with silvering hair. He smiled right at me as he slammed the door shut.

      “Well howdy there, lil’ lady,” he said to me in his playful rumble of a voice, tipping his non-existent hat. It was his little cowboy line. He’d used on me for as long as I can remember. He rounded about the truck in his worn jeans and button-down shirt, as if the sun wasn’t gettin’ to him like it was me. “How’s my sweet Betty?”

      “Damn hot out today. I don’t even think the weather says it’s as hot as it feels, but after a long winter, it’s intense.” I sidled up next to him, giving him a kiss on the cheek. As usual, I had to go up on tiptoes, and he had to lean down to help me.

      “Got somethin’ for your dad. If’n he’s around.”

      Still no sign of him. “Pa,” I called out again. I shrugged my shoulders, one strap of my overalls falling down my arm as I do so.

      “God, even my clothes wanna get away from this heat.”

      Fixing the strap, my blue eyes glittered affectionately up at him. He has always been the best thing in my life. Every man I meet would be compared to him, so I figured I was gonna die a spinster.

      Not even nineteen, and already I was certain of it.

      Logan grinned at me, unabashed by my comments. My dad would chastise me for such remarks, but Logan and I had a bond that put us beyond embarrassment about such things. And he put an arm around me, his strong fingertips gliding along my spine, which sent tingles through my whole body.

      “That’s one way of dealin’ with the heat, lil’ lady. But I know what your daddy would say about it,” he said with a big, uneven grin, as if we shared in this little secret moment together. “There space in the barn for me to put this stuff for your daddy?”

      “Yea, sure. You need help carrying anything? I just finished with the chickens and was gonna go take a break in the shade, but helpin’ you is just as good.”

      “Help with carryin’? You think I’d put such a fine specimen of womanhood to work totin’ things around?” He tilted his head and gave me a look like I was crazy. It was all a game, of course, though, and he soon cracked, grinning at me before giving my bubbly backside a playful swat. “Go get the barn doors for me, little lady,” he said with a wink before going to the back of his truck to open it up.

      I jogged on ahead, my toned legs looking even longer than usual in my denim shorts. Every time Uncle Logan came over, the world just always felt lighter. Happier. My heart was pattering in my chest, and little butterflies were dancing in my stomach.

      I threw open one heavy wood door, then the other, slapping my hands together to free them of any lingering dust. He’d seen me through dustier and dirtier days, but I’ve been more self-conscious of how I looked around him lately. It’s silly, but I want to look nice for him.

      Before too long, he came on up, toting a big wooden crate. A lesser man would’ve buckled under such weight, but Uncle Logan? Nuh uh. He made it look easy, but for the veins bulging in his forearms where his shirt sleeves were rolled back to his elbows, and in his thick neck.

      Placing the crate down, he rose, took a cloth from his pocket to wipe his brow, and smiled down at me.

      “I swear, Betty… you’re lookin’ more and more like your ma every day.” He leaned one hand on the column beside me, as the other came up to grasp my chin, and gently tilted my head upwards, then from side to side. “Prettier than her, though, somehow. Never thought it possible.”

      Even beneath my tan, I was blushin’, and my eyes skipped away. I smiled despite myself.

      “Uncle Logan, don’t tease,” I chastised him. My heart picked up speed, and my entire body was hotter than before, to the point that I was near boiling.

      His grin softened, and he released my chin. He gently brushed the backs of his strong fingers along my jawline.

      “Ain’t a tease, lil’ lady. Every word I speak is the truth.” It was sincere; no teasing or joking in him as he said it.

      “I swear, if it weren’t for your daddy…” A light ignited in his eyes as his hand trailed over my bare tummy, and I swear he was gonna kiss me. Instead, he gave me some playful tickles and grinned. Then he leaned in and murmured gruffly into my ear, “I’d pick you up, sling you over my shoulder, and take you on back to my place. Cave man style.”

      He’d never said anything so brazen to me.

      Maybe I had heat stroke?

      Could be that I passed out on the gravel, and this was all some hallucination?

      My hand gripped his forearm to steady my suddenly weak knees, and I closed my eyes. If it was a hallucination, well, I was gonna enjoy it. That was the sexiest thing a man could’ve ever said to me, and it coming from him made it even more special.

      I don’t know how long I stood there, basking in the closeness of his massive body. All I know is that the spell was broken by my dad’s booming voice.

      “Logan! What brings you out here?” shouted my pa as he approached. Logan withdrew, giving me a conspiratorial smile, as if we had shared a special moment.

      I guess we did.

      The two got to chattin’, Logan tellin’ my pa about what he brought over to help with some repairs. I don’t know. I couldn’t get my mind to stop racin’ after what had just occurred.

      Was I readin’ too much into it? Was he just playin’ around and it was all innocent?

      I only snapped out of it when I saw the two men lookin’ my way.

      “So what do you say, Betty?” my pa asked.

      Uncle Logan looked amused, like he realized what dad didn’t: I’d not been paying attention. I’d been off in another world, so had no idea what I was being asked.

      “If’n you don’t want to come over to my place, it’s no biggie. Your pa was just wantin’ to return a favour he don’t have to return anyhow,” Uncle Logan said light-heartedly.

      “Ain’t a big thing. You help tidy up for him a bit, and maybe he’ll teach you how to make that fancy ol’ casserole you like so much too,” my pa added.

      “Of course. I don’t mind helpin’ out,” I said, almost quivering with my nerves. They couldn’t tell anything was different, could they? I felt different. Like what Uncle Logan had said woke something up in me I didn’t know was slumberin’.

      “Tonight? Or… now?”

      “Up to you,” said uncle Logan with a smile.

      “I’m gonna be headin’ into town for a couple of nights now that your uncle Logan brought
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