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Terri wasn't one to worry about her friend Lorelei being more beautiful than her.  Terri wasn't a jealous person. And even if she were, she already had her man.

But “Lore” was an undeniably adorable. Terri never heard a man or woman not comment on it. She wasn't the tallest, and didn't have the biggest boobs and she wasn't the most classically model beautiful.

She was flawless. 

Lorelei Carter was the rarest of girls.One where everything in her appearance fit together so well, you didn't easily forget seeing her. When you walked away and you were a man, you assumed she was taken. And if you were a woman, you wished you were a little more like her.

She was naturally olive complected with a thin, fit body. Her lush naturally curly black hair made her look like a young Elizabeth Taylor but more Mexican Aztec Goddess than Cleopatra.

More frustrating for women who knew her, was she didn't put anything into it. She always looked disheveled with her hair going all over the place, those over sized button up shirts, and ill-fitting jeans, partially tucked into ankle length boots or high top tennis shoes.

None of it was planned. Lorelei was too into her art and just “being” to think about clothes. She had no concept of style.

On that day at the coffee shop, her dark rim glass hung at the end of her nose as she shuffled back to the window table where Terri was sitting. Outside students were hustling around UT San Antonio. A rare South Texas rain was happening.

Terri watched her friend approach with coffees in each hand.

“You're really fucking cute,” she said. “Lore. I mean really. No fuck that. You're perfect.”

Lorelei curled her nose in discomfort. The topic made her nervous. She sat her iced coffee down too hard, making it bounce up and onto her and her friend.

“Stop that talk. It's annoying,” Lorelei griped. 

But even when she complained about something or was upset, there was a light, carefree quality about her. 

Terri could only shake her head and say nothing as Lorelei sat down and admitted something she never heard her admit before.

She wanted a man. But all the cute ones were taken she complained

Meanwhile two more cute ones who kept stealing glances at her, walked out without making a move.

Like always, Lore didn't notice.  She just repeated the same things like “all the cute ones are taken.” While two more cute ones walked away out of fear she was too good for them.  And like always, Terri didn't mention it. She'd seen it happen too many times to count.

Then she had one more admission before they parted ways. Lore was having money problems. Bad money problems.

Art School was her dream. And the dream was dying. She doubted her ability to even finish out the semester of college.

That was life for Lorelei Carter. It was always the oddball against the world.

Chapter 2

“It was fun. We went to a museum. He knew things about the artists,” Lore said leaning back on her camping chair that served as her lounger in her studio apartment. “He was fun to talk with. Very good looking too. I mean I went out with him because he actually asked. I hadn't been asked on a date in so long. He had this nervous twitch with his hand on his side. But I thought it was because he was nervous and wanted to kiss me.”

But it wasn't a date. How was I supposed to know?  He was a guy and asked me to go to the museum and he offered to drive. He had a nice car. So I could tell he had money. That's not a bad thing. I see all my friends and they have guys who help them. Why not me? I am tired Maddy. Tired of being the one who has to work so hard for everything.”

Lorelei got up from the chair and nearly fell over to her side. 

“One more. That's it,”

She poured herself another plastic cup full of hot coffee and filled it up with knockoff Bailey's Irish Cream.

“Thanks for listening by the way. And I didn't tell you the funny part. He asked one of the male curators for his phone number. Not for a job. But for a date. The security guard watching it all looked at me like I was pathetic. I smiled like I knew it all along.”

Lorelei stared out her only window and directly into the side of another house that was only a few feet away. Her place was small, but it was her hideaway from her increasingly sad existence.

She patted Maddy, her overstuffed tabby cat on the head, and felt thankful to be just drunk enough to forget her lonely, broke life.


Chapter 3

Lorelei was desperate. 

So desperate she went to the two people she swore she would never ask for anything. It had been five years since she left home and moved into her grandma's little place west of downtown.

She was the only one who knew why she ran away.  

One weekend when her mom was gone to visit family up near Fort Worth, he came into her room and told her he had feelings for her.  Then he tried to kiss her. So she fled.

She created an incident at school that week. When her mom blew her stack about that, Lorelei blew her stack back. She left and rarely returned.

Peter was still there and undoubtedly an even bigger pig than before.

They all sat in the living room. Lorelei made a point of dressing even more raggedy and ugly then normal. She didn't want the old perv making eyes at her.

“It's not that we haven't spoke,” her mom really was a sweet person. “That's not the reason at all.”

Lorelei missed her. But she couldn't stay. And she couldn't ruin her mom's life turning in her step-dad.

“It's that we can't support things like art,” she said. “Lorelei honey. How will you pay us back? You have no job prospects in any field even if you go to art school.”

Lorelai was numb. Everything was going wrong.

She got up to leave.  But first she hugged her mom. It broke her heart. The whole situation. She knew Peter was messing around on her.  The guy was always sitting in his room whacking it to porn when she was living at home.

As Lorelei walked out, it was Peter who followed her.

Lorelei made the door and tried to leave without having to deal with him. The door closed as quickly as it opened. Peter  had pushed it shut.

“You look amazing,” he whispered into her ear. 

She couldn't smell his breath, but just the warmth from his mouth made her feel dirty.

“Boyfriend?”

“Let me out,” she sneered in a tone slightly above his whisper.

“You can't fool me with those clothes hanging,” he said. “I used to check you out in the summer back in the day. Muscle everywhere. That flat stomach. Those little perky b cups.”

“You're scum,” Lorelei said while she attempted a horse kick back that hit only air. “I could tell my mom.”

Peter laughed.  Loudly.

“I can pay for the whole thing,” he said. “I will. But you give me an overnight at the local motel of your choice. Just one. That's it. Your worries would be gone.”

Lorelei was crying from not just the offer, but the fact that she actually considered  it for a moment. She dropped her head  against the door.

Her body went limp.

She heard steps behind them. When she turned, her disgusting sex-crazed step father was standing next to his mom, his arm around her lovingly.

She exited without saying a word and got on her mountain bike. She pedaled furiously in the blistering heat heading for downtown.  She stared down at her wrist.

Dangling there was her greatest memory of true love, but also emergency seed money to at least make the first payment for art school.


Chapter 4

“Just $600?” Lorelei said to the Arab looking guy behind the counter.

The place had the reputation of being a pawn shop that was honest and paid the most. 

She walked in the door thinking at least fifteen, so naturally she was frustrated. She tried her best not to show it.  But it wasn't working.

$600 would be enough to barely get her through registration. But not much more. She already worked two jobs. But all that went to rent and eating. 

“God life is so fucking hard,” she whined as she removed the bracelet and reluctantly pushed it across the glass counter top. 

When the clerk picked it up, she felt a lump in her throat.

“It's a beautiful piece,” said a taller man with fair hair, impeccably dressed. He startled her to attention. “How much?”

“I was hoping to get fifteen,” she said, sensing
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