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Thirteen-year-old Emily, a city girl at heart, is thrust into country life where a prize-winning cow goes missing, a cute older boy catches her eye, and wild chickens keep her on her toes. But when a dangerous stranger appears, her world is about to change forever.
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The afternoon sun hung low in the sky. As Emily peered out of the car window, her hazel eyes wide as they traced the slow shifting scenery outside. The tall, glimmering skyscrapers of the city, the noisy streets she had known her entire life, slowly faded into the background. In its place rose wide, rolling hills, sprawling fields of lush green, and a few scattered farmhouses with their old barns and rusted silos. Each mile seemed to take her farther away from everything she’d ever known. 

Emily’s brown hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and as the car gently bumped along the road, she nervously twirled a lock between her fingers. She’s always felt at home in the fast-paced energy of the city, where everything is bright and bustling. Now, all she could hear was the hum of the engine and the gentle rush of wind outside her window. The countryside felt odd, like stepping into a completely different world—one she wasn’t sure she was ready to be part of.

“It’s so... open,” Emily’s thoughts escaped her lips, her voice tinged with awe as she glanced out the window. 

“It’s a lot different from the city, isn’t it? But don’t worry,” her aunt added, her voice warm and reassuring, “you’ll get used to it. It just takes a little time.”

Emily glanced over at Aunt Mary as she drove. Like Emily, brown hair gently framed her face in loose waves, but Aunt Mary’s had streaks of sun-kissed highlights, giving her a certain look, that of someone who spent plenty of time outdoors. Her skin was lightly tanned from working on the farm and her love of hunting trips, gave her a healthy, rugged glow in the sunlight, highlighting her high cheekbones with a slight upturned nose they both shared.

As Mary gripped the steering wheel, her long fingers tapped lightly to a rhythm only she could hear, a sign of her calm and easygoing nature. The gentle breeze from the open window tousled her hair, making her look carefree and grounded, the perfect blend of city charm and country wisdom.

“Used to it,” Emily nodded but wasn’t entirely convinced. A tiny knot of anxiety tightened in her chest. At thirteen, she never thought of spending a summer on a farm. She loved the city—the rush of people, bright lights, and constant noise. There was always something happening in the city, and she liked being in the middle of it all. Here, in the quiet countryside, it feels as if time slows to a crawl, and everything was so far apart. She wasn’t even sure where the nearest store or outdoor mall was. And what about take-out? Do they deliver pizza this far out into the country?

As they turned down a driveway, Emily’s eyes widened. The farmhouse stood proudly at the far end, with white paint peeling in places and green shutters framing the windows. A large, weathered red barn loomed behind it, its large doors slightly ajar, revealing hay bales and farming equipment. A few cows grazed in the fields, their tails flicking away pesky flies, and the scent of earth, grass, and wildflowers filled the air.

“Here it is! This is where you will be spending the summer,” Mary said, pulling up to the quaint, white farmhouse with green shutters and a wrap-around porch.

Taking a deep breath, Emily tried to drive out the butterflies that now called her stomach home. The farmhouse. The birds and cows in the fields. Sounds and smells bombarding her senses. It felt so overwhelming.

“It’s... charming,” Emily said, the words feeling foreign on her tongue. Her smile awkward as she slowly stepped out of the car.

Just then, a booming voice interrupted them. “Welcome!” John’s hearty laughter rang out as he appeared from around the corner of the barn. His sturdy frame, wrapped in a fit, worn shirt, looked every bit the farmer. His jeans were faded, and his boots scuffed from years of work, but his face was warm and full of joy.

Before she could even respond, John scooped her into a bear hug, lifting her feet off the ground. “We’ve been waiting for you, city girl!”

“Uncle John!” She giggled, struggling to catch her breath. She had always loved his hugs, though she could never quite match his strength. When he finally set her down, Emily smoothed out her wrinkled shirt, still smiling. It was comforting to see him again.

“Let’s get you inside,” Aunt Mary suggested.

“I’ll grab your bags,” Uncle John said, rushing to the car with a playful wink.

Emily followed Mary into the farmhouse, the screen door squeaking as it closed behind them. The aroma of freshly baked bread hit her as she stepped inside. It wrapped around her like a warm blanket. The house was cozy, with its mismatched furniture and lived-in feel. Photos of family hung on the walls, and there was a large sofa that looked so soft it was practically begging her to sink into it. Everything felt old-fashioned, but in a way that made the house seem welcoming.

Emily wandered into the living room, trying to get her bearings. She fidgeted with her fingers and hands, unsure of what to do with them. The city—her city—felt a world away.

“Are you excited to be here?” Aunt Mary asked gently, pouring a glass of lemonade and handing it to Emily.

Emily hesitated, gripping the glass tightly. “It’s nice,” she said, taking a sip. The lemonade, sweet and tart, did little to ease the knot in her stomach. She missed the hum of busy traffic and the distant sounds of sirens—the soundtrack of her life. “I’m just... not used to all this quiet.”

Mary chuckled. “Different, that’s for sure. But give it some time. There is a certain magic to life out here—open spaces, fresh air, and slower pace.”

Emily forced a smile, wanting to believe Aunt Mary’s words. “I hope so,” she replied, but a trace of doubt lingered in her mind. “What do you love most about living here?”

Aunt Mary’s face brightened. “Oh, there’s so much! I love how the seasons change, the way the fields come to life in spring and summer, and how everything feels connected. The community here is like one big family. And the animals—they are full of personality. You’ll meet them all soon.”

“Meet the animals?” Emily blinked nervously. “Like cows and chickens?”

Mary laughed. “Don’t worry, they’re friendly.”

“What do you do for fun?” Emily continued.

“There’s plenty to do,” Aunt Mary assured her. “We have picnics, bonfires at night, there’s always some kind of festival or fair going on. Would you like to go to one? It would be fun!”

Emily nodded. “I’d like that,” she said softly.

Aunt Mary smiled. “You’ll fit right in. Just give it some time.”

“Ready for a tour?” Uncle John called out from the far end of the hall.

The next hour flew by in a blur as Uncle John led Emily through the farm. They walked past the barn, where a few cows were grazing peacefully in the pasture. Uncle John pointed out each animal with a grin, introducing them like old friends.

“This here is Bessie,” he said, patting the side of a large cow. “She’s the queen of the barn.”

“Hi, Bessie,” Emily whispered.

“Moving on,” Uncle John pointed to a group of chickens pecking at the ground. “And these are our hens. That one with the speckled feathers, we call her Dotty. She’s our little troublemaker.”

Dotty clucked noisily, flapping her wings as if to prove his point.

Emily laughed, “Sounds like a troublemaker.”

John points his finger at Dotty. “Oh, she is. She led the whole flock into our vegetable garden. Took us hours to get them all out.”

Emily laughed, feeling lighter as the day went on. The animals, the fresh air, and John’s constant stream of stories chipped away at her nerves.

“You know, I still remember the farm bedtime stories,” Emily said softly, with a smile tugging at her lips as the memories came rushing back.

“Really? You know I could—” John started, but then stopped with a playful grin. “No, never mind, you’re too old for bedtime stories now.” His eyes softened as he added, “We used to visit a lot back then.” A trace of sadness flickered across his face.

“I remember how you’d go fishing with Dad, and tell me all those funny farm stories.” Emily’s voice grew quieter, her smile fading as her chest began to tighten again.

“It’s okay,” John said gently, his words drifting like the evening breeze.

Her eyes welled up, she blinked rapidly, trying to push back the tears, “I’m sorry.”

John glanced up at the sky. “It’s gonna get dark soon,” he said, clearing his throat. “You ready?”

“For what?” Emily asked.

“Your first night on the farm— city girl.” John responded with an impish grin.

Emily took a deep breath. “I think I am.”

Sitting in her room, Emily took a moment to survey her new surroundings. The soft glow from a small bedside lamp cast gentle shadows on the walls, adorned with framed family photos and a framed cross-stitch that read “Home is where the heart is.” The subtle scent of fresh linen and a hint of lavender made it feel welcoming.

Outside her window, the moon cast its silvery light over rolling fields, painting a serene setting of rural beauty. The faint distant calls of nocturnal creatures. The occasional hoot of an owl and the steady chirping of crickets mingled with the soft whisper of the wind was calming.

As she climbed into bed, quilt pulled up to her chin, she felt the comforting weight of its warmth. The bed creaked as she settled in. She closed her eyes, letting the natural sounds of the countryside lull her into a state of relaxation.

Taking a last glance at her cell phone, Emily’s fingers tapped swiftly. “I had an interesting first day.” She grumbled and erased it. With a sigh, she began again, her fingers moving more slowly this time. “I love you, Mom. Good night.” The phone vibrated immediately, and a text appeared: “Love you too. Call me tomorrow.” Several heart emojis followed after, their bright colors bringing a small smile to her face.

She placed the phone down and turned off the lamp, plunging the room into darkness. The soft glow of the moon outside gently filtered through curtains, casting a silvery light across her bed. She lay there listening to the subtle sounds that filled the night.

Despite soothing noises, the silence felt heavy. She turned onto her side, pulling the quilt tighter. The bed softly creaked, a sound that only stressed the stillness around her.

“This is going to take some getting used to.”
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​​​​Emily woke to a persistent tapping sound outside her window, like a tiny visitor insisting on getting her attention. Was it the bird, or was it the sweet smell of breakfast that made her stir? Maybe it was the dull stiff ache in her bones, reminding her that yesterday’s activities had taken its toll. Slowly, her eyes open, squinting against the sunlight spilling into the room. She pulls the blanket over her head.

“Ugh, burns,” she muttered, her voice muffled under the covers. If only for a moment, she stood cocooned in warmth, hoping to fend off the day a little longer.

But the smell of bacon and fresh bread was too enticing. Emily slowly dragged herself out of bed, her feet hitting the cool wooden floor with a thud. She stumbled toward the bathroom, rubbing her eyes as her feet mindlessly led the way. Pausing in the hallway, she rubbed her eyes again. Where was she? She had opened the closet door instead of the bathroom.

Then it hits her—this wasn’t home. She was at the farm.

Her gaze wandered around the cozy bedroom that had been prepared for her. The bedspread—a handmade quilt—caught her eye. Each colorful square seems to tell a story, stitched together with love and care. Emily let her fingers brush over the soft fabric, its warmth inviting her to sink into its loving embrace, to hide from the world for just a little longer.

The framed photographs lining the walls and shelves added to the room’s ambiance, each one a chapter in the family’s history. A photo for every wedding, birthday, and special occasions. Among them there was even a photo of Emily as a baby, taking her first steps. 

With care, she gently touched a framed photo on the wall. The image of a happy couple on their wedding day. Her father, tall, smiling as he gazed lovingly at her mother, his eyes full of warmth.

“Miss you, Dad,” she whispered softly.

Emily pushed herself towards the bathroom, getting dressed in clothes more fitting farm life—a sturdy pair of blue jeans, a plaid shirt, and worn-in boots that Aunt Mary had left out for her. The boots felt heavy compared to her usual shoes, but she welcomed the change, eager to blend in.

The tantalizing aroma of breakfast guided her downstairs like a beacon. The kitchen, with its big wooden table and the smell of bacon sizzling in a skillet, felt like the heart of the house. Aunt Mary moved gracefully from the stove to the counter. 

“Good morning!” Mary greeted with a smile as she flipped another piece of bacon.

“Morning,” Emily replied, taking in the scene around her, the home-baked bread cooling on the counter, and a pot of coffee bubbling away on the stove. “It smells amazing in here.”

Aunt Mary chuckled. “A hearty breakfast is the only way to start the day.”

John, setting a pitcher of fresh orange juice on the table, grinned at Emily. “Eat up. We have a big day ahead of us.”

Emily sat down, feeling a bit out of place, but something about the homey smells made her feel at ease. She couldn’t remember breakfast not ever being rushed. Back home, she barely had time to toast a waffle before she headed out the door, but here, it felt different. Slower. Better.

After breakfast, she and John climbed into his truck. The engine roared to life and Emily rolled down the window, the cool air wash over her face. As they pulled away from the farmhouse, the truck rumbled steadily down the road, the hum of the engine blending with the countryside.

A farm came into view, slowly revealing itself around the bend. Fields stretched out as far as the eye could see, and the barn, sturdy and tall, stood against the backdrop of woods—its trees swayed gently in the breeze.

As they pulled up, there stood a man waiting, his face weathered by years of work. His tanned skin and twinkling eyes greeted them.

“Good morning!” the man called out, his voice as warm as the rising sun. His broad shoulders and relaxed stance hinted at his quiet confidence. He radiated kindness, the kind of person you simply couldn’t help but immediately trust.

John’s face lit up as he stepped out of the truck. “Morning, Mr. Thompson!” he called, voice filled with affection. “Let me introduce you to Emily.”

“So, this is Emily,” Mr. Thompson said with a genuine smile.

“Good morning,” Emily responded, her voice quiet but steady.

He extended his hand and Emily reached out, shaking it firmly. His grip was strong yet gentle.

“I’ve got some work to do in the barn,” Uncle John said, clapping his hands together with a grin. The sound echoed through the air, it made Emily jump slightly. “But Mr. Thompson here has a few surprises planned just for you.”

“Surprises?” Emily’s curiosity piqued.

“You’ll see soon enough,” Mr. Thompson gave a chuckle. “Follow me.”

Mr. Thompson wasn’t as tall as her uncle, but there was something solid about him. His hair was mostly gray, and soft wrinkles crinkled around his brown eyes. His hands were calloused from years of hard work, but he moved with a quiet grace.

He wore faded blue jeans, slightly frayed at the cuffs and knees, with a loose-fitting plaid button-down shirt, its colors muted from washes. Despite its wear, it was clean and neatly pressed.

Heavy-duty work boots, scuffed, stained with mud and grass, provided solid support for his feet. On his head he wore a slightly battered straw hat. The hat had a well-defined crease along the crown and a few stray pieces of straw poking out. Despite its weathered appearance, it sat with dignity.

In his pocket, a red bandana peeked out, ready to be used for wiping sweat or dust from his brow. His attire, though simple, exuded a sense of pride.

He walked through the farm, boots kicking up clouds of dust, he moved with a quiet confidence that commanded respect. His eyes, a keen brown, scanned the horizon, a gaze that missed nothing.

He introduced Emily to all the animals, from cows in the pasture to the chickens in their coop. The earthy scent of hay and manure mingled with the sweet aroma of nearby wildflowers, creating a heady mix that filled the air.

The farm was alive—with the lowing of cows, the clucking of chickens, the rustling of leaves in the breeze. Each animal had its own unique smell and distinct presence. The scent of cows was rich and musky, the chickens a sharper, pungent odor. A far cry from the artificial scents of the city, and while overpowering, it was a refreshing change.

Eventually, they reached a small open pasture where a cow stood quietly grazing, her rich brown coat gleaming in the sunlight.

“This here is Daisy,” he said, nodding toward the cow. “She’s my prize-winning beauty.”

“She’s beautiful,” Emily breathed. 

Slowly stepping closer, she could see the cow’s muscles rippling under her smooth brown coat as she grazed, long lashes fluttering as she blinked.

“Daisy’s special,” Mr. Thompson smiled, “She’s won more ribbons than any other of my cows and as gentle as they come.”

Emily reached out hesitantly, her tiny fingers brushing against Daisy’s warm, soft hide. The cow turned her head slightly, her large eyes met Emily’s with calm curiosity.

“Pet her if you like,” he encouraged. “She loves the attention.”

With a deep breath, she gently stroked Daisy’s side. She paused her hand, marveling at the cow’s steady, rhythmic breathing.

“She’s really—something,” Emily said.

“She seems to like you,” he chuckled, his voice reassuring.

Emily smiled, pressing her body against Daisy as if giving her a hug. “I think I like her too,” she said softly.

As they walked back to the barn to find Uncle John, Emily turned to Mr. Thompson. “I’m just a visitor,” she began, her voice wavering slightly as she found the courage. “Can I visit Daisy again? I promise not to get in your way.”

Mr. Thompson turned to look back at the field where Daisy grazed peacefully. “I’m a busy man,” he said, stroking his chin. “Daisy has her calendar free—so why not. But you have to get permission first, and I need a heads-up. Fair?”

Emily’s eyes lit up; a huge grin spread across her face. “Thank you—thank you so much!”

“You’re welcome. Daisy’ll be happy to have a new friend.” Mr. Thompson seemed pleased with himself.

Reaching the barn, they spotted John wiping his hands on a rag, with streaks of grease and dirt covering it. Looking up with a smile when he saw them approaching.

“Well, look who’s back!” John said, setting the rag down. “How was it?”

Emily’s face lit up, she practically bounced as she spoke. “It was amazing! Mr. Thompson said I can visit Daisy again!”

John raised an eyebrow as he glanced over at Mr. Thompson. “Well, isn’t that something?”

Emily turned to her uncle. “Can I, Uncle John? Please?”

He scratched his chin thoughtfully, a playful grin spread across his face. “And Bessie, she might get jealous if you give all your attention to Daisy.”

Emily giggled. “I’ll make time for her too!”

Uncle John chuckled, his eyes twinkling with amusement. “Are you sure?”

“Do you need help?” Emily offered a sly grin. 

Uncle John’s laughter filled the barn. “Is that a bribe? Are you offering to help with chores?”

She shrugged playfully. “Maybe.”

“Well then,” Uncle John said, still grinning, “I guess I could use an extra helping hand with some chores around the farm. Let’s see if you are up to the challenge.”

Emily nodded eagerly, “I’ll do my best!”

“I expect nothing less,” John replied.
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