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​Preface

 


***

 


Imagine you meet your true love,
things between you are just awesome, then one day your inamorato
disappears without any reason whatsoever.

That is what happened to Carter
Masterson. Freshman year in college, Carter meets his true love
Alora Dune. Alora is a free spirit but he is okay with it; in fact,
that is one of the things he loves about her. Their romance starts
a month after they first talk; it is a relationship that starts
fast, but survives a summer apart. Before their junior year, Carter
asks Alora to move in with him. She agrees, but vanishes shortly
after relocating at her beau’s place. Her mother and her own cop
brother think she more than likely ran away, but Carter knows
something is just not right.

Three years later, Alora comes
back.

What happened during this time? Why
did she leave in the first place? Will Alora still be the same?
Read on and discover this incredible romance entangled in
supernatural elements.
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​Freshman Year

 


***

 


He first saw her in the elevator of
his dorm. She held the elevator door open for him and his mom. She
smiled at him with the whitest, straightest teeth he ever saw. She
had a smile that could make anything better. They both got off at
the fourth floor and as she walked down the hall, she turned and
looked back at him.

Later, after Carter Masterson
listened to his room mate ramble on about his life story, he went
to take a shower. He carried his clothes, towel, and shower gel to
the showers room while checking his phone for messages; he didn’t
see her. She was coming right out of the ladies room wrapped in a
towel. Carter walked right into her. Her stuff clattered over the
tile floor.

“I’m so sorry,” Carter said and as
he helped her up. He gathered her things and gave them back to
her.

“My favorite perfume, the bottle
broke,” she said pouting.

“Look, I will get you a new one,
maybe not that big but I can get something smaller. I’m
Carter.”

Even though he just broke her
favorite perfume, she still smiled:

“You know Carter, you could have
talked to me in the elevator. You didn’t have to walk into me. I’m
Alora.”

She put his hand in his and shook
it. Her hand was strong, but soft and fleshy. He could have that
hand in his any day of the week.

“About the perfume…”

“Don’t worry about it, Carter. I
will have my parents send me a new bottle.”

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“It’s no big deal. Well see you
around,” she said.

“Alora, when can I see you
again?”

She turned with a smile on her
face:

“I guess that depends; are you going
to break anything else?”

“I hope not. Though I may break your
heart.”

She laughed.

“I can not believe you just said
that to me. Where did you get that crappy pick-up line?”

“I’m full of those, wait and
see.”

“Okay Carter, what’s your room
number, maybe I will stop-by sometime. But I wouldn’t hold your
breath for too long because there may be some other guy that will
break my computer, and I will just have to run to him.”

“406. Good night, Alora.”

“Enjoy your shower Carter, see you
around.”

The water rushed over him. Finally
he could take a long, hot shower without the hot water running out.
His mind couldn’t stop pointing everything perfect about Alora. He
loved her hair; it was long, and it was black and blonde. She could
walk around in a towel and not think twice about it. One thing he
hoped for was she would come by his room. Maybe he should get her
that perfume as a token?

*

It was a good month before he saw
her again, even though he took showers at random times just on the
off chance of running into her again. And how could someone living
on the same floor as his disappear? He came home from class and
opened the door.

“Carter, finally. I’ve been
entertaining your lady friend but I have to get to own lady
minions,” BJ said.

She smiled at him.

‘Thanks BJ, see you
later.”

“Buddy, remember the
sock.”

Alora laughed. BJ shut the door and
Carter sat across from her.

“So I kind of thought you weren’t
coming,” Carter said.

“Honestly, Carter, I wanted to but I
had a lot of stuff happening,” Alora said.

“Want to talk about it?”

“Maybe another time, it’s not like
it is personal or anything, just- stressful. And I’m glad
everything slowed down.”

He loved the way she looked today,
wearing just a pair of jeans and a tight little tee shirt, and no
shoes.

“So what’s your major?” he
asked.

“I don’t know. I am an English major
right now but I am thinking of art. I want to be a teacher at some
fantastic charter school.”
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