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Torn

Monday, August 16, 2010

Mystery, Wyoming

 

Trying to ignore the cramps, Carrie sat on the toilet and battled tears, unable to shake the overwhelming disappointment. I knew it would be like this, Lord, so why do I feel this way?

The front screen door slapped its wooden frame.

“Carrie?” Avery’s voice, which should’ve offered comfort, only seemed to make the knot in her chest tighter and push tears closer to the surface.

“I’ll be—” She cleared her throat and tried again. “I’ll be right out.” Her voice wavered slightly. Hopefully he won’t notice.

She finished up in the washroom, took a deep breath around the tightness squeezing her heart, plastered on a smile, and opened the door. “What do you need?”

Arms crossed over his chest and a charcoal gray baseball cap bearing an orange Kubota label in one hand, Avery leaned against the wall just outside the door, his gaze instantly on her face. “What’s wrong?”

How’d he know? Carrie blinked at him.

A faint smile curved his lips, not reaching the furrows on his brow. “Love, I know the look you get when something’s heavy on your mind and you’re trying to pretend everything’s fine. We may still be learning about each other, but that’s one thing I have figured out. So, spill.”

“I— It’s— I’m fine.” She pinched the inside of her cheek between her teeth, shaking her head. “Don’t worry about it. It’ll pass.”

“Love, everything will pass, including life, but that doesn’t mean it doesn’t need to be dealt with.” He raised a brow and quirked a slight grin, tapping his hat against his left leg. “Might as well admit defeat now. I’m not leaving you be until you do. Out with it.”

She glared halfheartedly at him. “I thought I was the bossy one.”

Avery chuckled and folded his arms across his chest again, appearing ready to stay right there indefinitely, just as he’d said.

Heaving a sigh, Carrie lowered her gaze as tears threatened all over again. “I’m telling you, it’s stupid.”

“I’ll be the judge of that.”

Unable to put her feelings into words that made any sort of logical sense, she hesitated. What do I even say?

He shifted away from the wall, moving to stand in front of her, then tossed his hat on the table a few feet away and gently cupped her chin in one palm. Lifting until she had little choice but to look up at him, he frowned and ducked slightly, probably so she wouldn’t have to crane her neck so much to account for the almost-a-foot height difference. “Love, what’s wrong?”
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