
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Seven writing internships will become available very shortly. If you are interested, please meet me in the dining area at 5:00 pm on Friday, June, 13.

	E.S. Llime

	I posted this notice on Wednesday and I was happy to get nine interested students by Friday. It was the middle of the summer vacation, so there were not that many students attending the summer semester. For the same reason, there were not too many teachers available and I had been asked to be a guest lecturer. My latest book was not selling very well, and I was a little low on cash so I had accepted joyfully. 

	“Thank you all for coming. My note said that there were only seven positions available, but you may all listen to my proposition and decide if you are interested. I happened to be at a fundraiser where I ran into one of the owners of the Planned House. I am sure they do not need an introduction. Anyway, we had a few drinks and chatted about this and that. I bragged about my ability to produce a best-selling novel in just one week. To make a long story short as they say, I entered into a wager with that person. Not a smart idea as my current book is quite low on that list. We ironed out the terms of the wager and I have until Monday after next to hand in a finished product of at least 80,000 words. Very silly of me – if I lose I can barely afford to pay the price. I am however a stubborn kind of person and with your help, I will win. So, who's in and who's out?”

	Nobody left, so I assumed that they were interested. There were a few raised hands, so I continued.

	“Please save your questions to the end of my explanation. We now have ten writers, because I will of course participate as well. I intend to come up with a plan of attack and divvy the work among the ten of us. Each of us will write a minimum of 2,000 words a day from Monday to Friday. We will post them in the cloud so that every one of us will be able to read, criticize and make suggestions to everyone else's work. Planned House will do the editing which is a very nice bonus. This will be the first book in their new e-book line. It will of course be available in hardcover and later on. paperback formats, so perhaps my deal was not too foolish. The author will be Multitudinus Jones, but all of our names will be listed inside and we will split the royalties equally. The wager is my problem, win or lose. So let us start with introductions. I assume that you all looked me up before coming here, so it's your turn – from the left, please”.

	“Ilona Fekete, I am an exchange student from Hungary.”

	“Manuel Santiago, born in East L.A.”

	“Lawrence Jefferson, from Boston - Mass.”

	“Linda O'Brien, Oyster Bay - N.Y.”

	“Gabriel Solomon, Queens - N.Y.”

	“Ronit Balboa, San Diego – California.”

	“Mithra Singh, an exchange student from Port of Spain - Trinidad & Tobago.”

	“Shoshana Harel, exchange student from Haifa – Israel.”

	“Louisa Mercado, Mayaguez - Puerto Rico.”

	“Wow, this will be a very interesting project. I assume that you are all enrolled in some kind of English language-related undergrad program. I see a hand, yes Mithra.”

	“Not all, I am working on a Computer Science degree.”

	“OK, I don't mind. In the end, it might add some spice to our story. Here's what I think:

	
		We need a plot - The plot will have a major conflict at its heart. It should not be too major, like a war or a revolution, though it could happen during some big upheaval like that.

		We need a bunch of characters. I think. Perhaps 20 – 25 of them.

		A timeline that will have to tie into our storyline.



	I hope you are all taking notes because I need your write-up of these three elements by tomorrow. Each of you should come up with two or three characters, a plot element, a location, and a time period. I will put together a timeline after I hear your ideas We are in a time crunch, but I promise that we can do this. I cannot promise that it will be a best-seller, but I will tell you how we might make that happen. There are ten of us and believe it or not, that is a lot of social media power. We will use that to our advantage once the book has been published. Now, you can all go about your affairs as will I. We will meet again at my house tomorrow at 5:00 pm. But, before we leave, Shoshana, please write down everyone's name and contact information and give that to me. I will text you my address later today.”

	Later on, in addition to his address, he also sent them a link to his Google drive. He liked to sleep late on weekends so it was a bit after noon when he took a look at the submissions.

	He opened Ilona's file first. It only took one paragraph to get him hooked on the story. True, it needed a lot of development, but he started feeling that they will pull it off. His general idea was that everyone will come up with a story that they will weave into a whole that will become a novel. As such, it didn't matter too much which story came first, because the first 5-6 chapters were going to be setting the background. Locations, character development, and so on. So Ilona got the lead.

	***

	
1 A PLOT IS BORN

	The mark was exiting the location and started walking towards him. She was so young and beautiful that he felt bad at the thought of what he was going to do to her. He didn't have much choice. Vlad was not someone you can trifle with. Looking across the street he could see the count sipping from a little cup of espresso. He looked quite forbidding and if he was not out in the daytime, one might think that he was a vampire, just like his infamous namesake. As she passed him by he threw out his cigarette and stepped on it. He took the apple that Vlad had given him out of the brown bag and looked at it - it was an ordinary-looking green apple, probably a Granny Smith he thought. He turned it around and saw that a red-letter K had been inscribed on the other side.

	On the previous night, he had drunk a bit too much and somehow he got roped into a poker game that he could not afford. He was a roofer, a seasonal and not very well paid profession, but he only had one other skill, that he learned the value of too late in life to do him much good. The game was Texas Hold 'em and on the very last hand, he had a pair of aces in the hole. After the flop, he went all in. He didn't have all that much left so everybody matched him. The turn brought another ace and he felt very confident until Vlad bet one thousand euros. It was a ridiculous amount, but the rules allowed it. Everyone else dropped out and he had to admit that he did not have that kind of money on him.

	“I'll accept your marker,” said Vlad.

	The waitress referred to him as Count Orloff and his two incisors loomed very largely in his smile. Ludi wondered at his own stupidity, but he had to admit that it was a good gamble. He had three aces and it did not seem like he could lose. True, there were two hearts on the table, but one of his hole aces was a heart as well. The only way he could lose was on the off chance that Vlad had two hearts in the hole and that the final river card would also be a heart. He took the offered pen and signed the chit. Vlad's smile got even bigger when the last card turned out to be a heart. Of course, he had a flush. The game was over. 

	Ludi got up to leave, but Vlad stopped him with a look.

	“Have a last drink with me, young man,” he said.

	“Not so young anymore - I am getting older by the minute just thinking about how I'm going to pay you back,” he answered.

	“Don't worry too much. We can reach some kind of agreement.”

	Vlad signaled the waitress and she came over with a bottle of Armagnac. Ludi looked at the label and whistled. That drink was ten years older than him and he was already in his thirties. 

	“Is this when I sign something in blood and end up in Hell?” he asked.

	The Count broke into laughter.

	“I am flattered, but no – you just need to do one little thing for me.”

	So here he was apple in hand and she had just reached the thirty-meter mark. He threw the apple at the back of her head waiting to see it explode. No, it was not a grenade; it was just his one skill. He could throw like a major league baseball player. The Count insisted that he must use his fastest throw. When Ludi asked how he knew about his throw Vlad told him that he'd seen him play baseball with some Americans and that he had measured some of his throws at speeds above 95 miles an hour.

	She was studying acting at some very fancy private acting school. It was also very expensive, but having that on your resume was almost a guarantee for work in the best productions. To finance her studies she had developed a very lucrative and quite exclusive type of business. Her acting came in very handy in the spanking scenarios that she performed. It was usually done in front of a very small audience that would consist of no more than three members. She had found a few other broke students who volunteered for a spanking now and then. Of course, some of her clients actually wanted her to spank them and there was also one who would bring his wife for a good spanking now and then. She had scheduled a session with that same one later that day. Without consciously thinking about it, she could feel the air compressed by the approaching apple so she moved her head aside and caught the apple with her left hand. Turning around she could see Ludi standing there with his mouth slightly open in amazement. She looked at the apple and realized that the letter K was written on it in a hardened syrup so she took a bite out of it. 

	Ludi recovered and as instructed, he crossed the street and sat down at Vlad's table. He could see that the young woman had followed him. As she reached their table Vlad jumped up and with a lot of pomp, he clicked his heels and kissed the back of her hand.

	”Count Vladimir Vassiliev Orloff, at your service.” He pulled out a chair and helped her sit.

	 

	“Ludovic Kiraly, meet Anka Valentin. Ms. Valentin as you probably know, Kiraly means king in Hungarian and indeed this young fella is King in his one amazing ability, just as you are Queen in yours”.

	“Anka would do just fine. I assume you sent me the Kallisti apple. I hope you washed it,” she said taking another bite.

	“Yes indeed - being that there is no other who could have claimed it, I was hoping that in our case it would bring Harmony and not Discord”.

	“Ludovic here has quite a throw,” she said.

	“Ludi would be OK for me. What is it with this apple?”

	“It is a stand-in for the apple that had started the Trojan War. The story says that the Gods were having a party on Mount Olympus and they did not invite Eris, the Goddess of Discord. She was pissed so she went to Hephaistios who forged a golden apple with the word Kallisti written on it. Kallisti in Greek means 'to the most beautiful'. She passed by the party location and threw that apple in. Right away a quarrel broke out among some of the Goddesses. The Gods, had ulterior motives and they couldn't be trusted with the decision, so they went to a human named Paris and offered bribes. Aphrodite's bribe was the most appealing. She promised him the most beautiful woman on Earth. Everyone knew that it was Helen of Troy, so Paris went and got her. Sadly, she was married to Menelaus, the king of Sparta so a war that lasted many years got started,” told him Anka.

	“Nicely summarized,” said Vlad “but can I get you a drink or something?”

	“Cappuccino for me and an explanation would be nice as well,” said Anka.

	“I think I could use an espresso and some Sambuca to go with it,” added Ludi.

	They ordered the drinks and The Count started talking again:

	“I was getting to that. First Ludi, here is your marker. We are now even. You should never bet against me. I do not cheat but I also have a talent. Mine is luck, so in a way, you might say that last night's game was rigged in my favor. To make up for that I have another thousand euros that are yours, with no strings attached. I also have a thousand euros for you Anka to make up for upsetting your daily routine.”

	He handed each of them an envelope. Anka did not bother to look inside, she just dropped it in her purse. Ludi decided to follow her lead so he stuffed his into his trousers' pocket. They sat there at that little cafe on the French Riviera boardwalk looking just like three tourists without a worry in the world. People passed them by and not a one of them guessed that momentous decisions very going to be made right there and then. 

	-%-

	I next read Manuel's submission. I found out later that he had reached back into his childhood for some memories and used them as a springboard for the beginning of his part of the story. I just massaged a it bit to make it fit the general line, but all in all, it was quite acceptable.
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