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One

Sophisticated Urban Law Clerks

They flunked the bar.

They live with their parents.

They owe $200,00 in student loans and, yes, they are hot chicks.

They are Sophisticated Urban Law Clerks, independent contractors, hoping to catch on to that big catch, but until they do, watch out.

Jessy was one of them, until she passed the bar.

They promised they would hire each other if one of them passed, so, when Jessy did and got a criminal case she couldn't figure out, Ursula, Dee Dee, and Sasha were on board to work things out. They had other part time jobs, but working in Jessy's office is what they liked best.

Then, Bobby wanted to sign on, but how could he? This was an all girl show. But he was desperate. He begged. He'd work for minimum wage. He was sick of working in Burger City.

He was too good to pass up. 

"First, sweep up the garbage!" were Jessy's instructions.

Bobby could do that. He was well qualified. After all, he had studied contracts, constitutional law, and torts.

He swept good.

Sasha watched him out of the corner of her eye. Hmmm, she thought to herself, he was not that bad looking, if you were super horny, and she was.

But Bobby's eyes were on Dee Dee, that multicultural, Latino-Carib, with light chocolate skin and a fiery temper.

"What are you working on, Dee Dee?" Bobby said.

"Dwersky, an appeal,a real low-life."

"What did he do?"

"A little stabbing-a little rape-a little of this and that."

"Grab bag-nice."

Then the phone rang. It was Bobby's task to pick up.

"Jessica Rice's office, may I help you?"

"Yeah, is Jessy there?"

"Who's calling?"

"This is Rick-down at Bochy's."

"Bochy's?"

"Bochy's-the club-the bar-"

"Oh, yeah."

"She left her golf clubs here."

"Oh, right. Sure. I'll let her know."

Bobby slammed the phone down.

A golf clubs incident-another absent-minded thing Jessy was well known for. How many times had she left books in her wake when she drove away with them on top of her car? Then, she'd forget to take the file with her. Too many times she had to wing it in court. And her hats and umbrellas left all over town. It was too much.

Jessy was on her way out the door.

"You got the file?" Ursula said.

"Can I come?" Sasha said.

"Yes, and no," was Jessy's reply, as she slammed the door.

It was Bobby's job to watch her drive away, to make sure she didn't leave anything on top of the car.

"You think she has gas?" Dee Dee said.

"Right," Bobby said. "I never thought of that."

"Better make a note-for next time," Sasha said.

"Right," Bobby said. "I'm right on it."

He hurriedly wrote a note on a small scrap of paper. The phone rang.

"Jessica Rice's office."

"Is Jessy there?"

"Who's calling?"

"Is she there or not?"

"Who's calling?"

"Schnory-Schnory Boomgiya-her old professor from Law School."

"Sorry, she's not in. Anything we can help you with?"

"It's an emergency-is she still working with those law clerks?"

"She sure is."

"Dee Dee-is she there?"

Bobby put her on.

"Mr. Boomgiya," Dee Dee said. "How are you?"

"Great-super-listen. Can you file a bankruptcy petition?"

Dee Dee gulped. She knew what she was supposed to say. "Yes, of course. Who is it for?"

"This is confidential, right?"

"Right."

"The law school-we need to file-right away."

"The law school? The law school needs to file bankruptcy?"

Bobby's head turned. So did Sasha's. Ursula was in the rest room, as usual, checking on her hair.

"That's right. Can you get started on it? I can come right over."

"Jessy will have to see you."

"When?"

"How's tomorrow at noon?"

"That's fine-no problem-I'll bring a check."

Dee Dee hung up.

There was a banging on the door.

"Oh, man. It's that psychedelic detective," Sasha said.

"What?" Bobby said.

"Yeah. That's what Jessy called him. She said he got her some part time government job. He's here to drop off papers."
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