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HORACE HACKETT JR. was head down on his desk, the laptop filled with rows of b's and the machine bleeping. Horace's nose pressed neatly on that letter, regardless of the machine's discomfort. 

Nearby were several empty bottles of a variety of alcoholic beverages. 

"Looks like it was beer, then whiskey with a beer chaser, then straight whiskey as the beer was all gone." 

Julie Montcalm was looking over the disheveled mess of the dorm room though the open door.

Behind her stood Micah De Wolf. 

Both students were in the same school as Horace. And both were similarly disgusted by the state of Horace and his dorm room. 

Laundry was everywhere but the hamper, with scattered pages of print outs. The printer was blinking and obviously out of ink. Several empty cartridges sat nearby, and more on the floor. They had completely missed the trash can. Some of his school texts hadn't. 

Shelves for those books were filled with food wrappers and RPG manuals. In and amongst them were grade reports and various bills from equipment dealers and pawn shop receipts. 

Micah crossed behind her to the keyboard on it's stand against the wall. Moving some old shirts and unmentionables over to the bed, he clicked the device on and started a riff with the volume dialed low.

Julie meanwhile had crossed to Horace and pushed his head to the side, stopping the insistent beep. She brushed his thick locks away from his face with a soft touch, more as an elder sister than an editor asking after her story. The alcohol on his breath rose to her nose and she stepped back, raising her hand to it as if to shield it from further offense

At that, Horace moaned and slowly squinted his eyes to see who was bothering him. He saw someone standing there, sideways in his vision as it cleared. Slim, in tight jeans lit from the hallway light, it was obviously a her or a she. The curving hips on long legs was definitely not his room mate or any of the many female visitors that infrequently graced the male dormers. These were black jeans, cut for dual purpose of business while displaying her feminine charms. Not that he'd ever bed this one. He recognized the ring on her hand as it left his forehead. 

His head jerked upright and collided with the unlit desk lamp. The effort made his vision swirl again. Rubbing the bump was more a habit than needful. His scalp was numb from the result of all those bottles that had emptied themselves into his mouth not far below.

"So it's obvious that there is no story for me tonight." The tight jeans had a commanding voice. 

Horace’s ears felt assaulted by the volume. He opened his eyes wide at this. "Julie! I'd say this was a pleasant surprise, but apparently you're here on business."

"Do you even know what day this is? Do you know the Atworthy College Quarterly is due to ship for publishing tomorrow? Do you?!?"

Horace held his ears with both hands, knowing her voice could pierce through concrete and so his hand would do little to protect his throbbing head.

"Oh, is it that time already? I was just finishing up when I must have dozed off."

"Dozed off after a six-pack and a quart of cheap whiskey? Or..." At this, she pulled a skimpy piece of lingerie off the top of that lamp, holding it up as evidence before his eyes, "Did you have a little company to help you empty them?"

Horace focused on the sheer article she was dangling in front of him, tried to grab it, and missed as she cast it accurately into the trash can.

"Whoever the owner of that, I doubt she'll miss it."

Horace knew there was no response needed to that comment. No comment he could add other than to change the subject.

Micah was playing a soft tune in a direful key, as if to bury the conversation they were having, or set the theme for what was coming.

"I said I nearly completed your story, just polishing up the next draft of it."

"Since when did you work in drafts? That's why you got the job. You always write clean copy from the start. Engaging action and 'the reader transported into the adventure within seconds.' Wasn't that your last review? Or did you write that one, too?"

"Well, that was a good story. But this one is even better."

She picked up a few print out papers from the floor. "What is this, romance? Or a tawdry sex romp between werewolves and vampires? We can't be showing this to Atworthy College Alumni!"

"No, no, that was for Sheila. I was just showing her how any plot fits into a different genre with a little re-writing. Read closely and you'll see how O. Henry became D. H. Lawrence within the modern forbidden love of popular paranormal..."

"Oh, this was just another effort of yours to bed another undergrad by prostituting your writing gifts."

"Selling stories to potential publishers is either whoring all the way or not at all. Silvie has a blog and wanted some racy material for it. Evidently she left here without her copy."

Micah had changes the music into something more sprightly, with a traveling theme.

Julie glanced to the trash and frowned, "Among other things."

"Well I wasn't aware of her leaving enough to notice..."

"And the promised story? Should I be ready to re-shuffle the contents and drag up some overused 'classic' from the morgue because you missed another deadline?" 

Her arms now crossed her chest, which Horace noted created an enticing effect in the soft fabric covering it. Tracing the buttons up to her collar and jawline gave him something to focus his eyes on. At that, one of her arms reached out and grabbed his chin to focus his eyes where they should be.

"Well, Mr. Observant? Can you get your mind on the work you promised to deliver? And off female anatomy?
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