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COED NEEDS CASH

 The cashier
swiped my card, frowned at the screen, then said,
“No work.”

“What do you mean, ‘no
work’?”

She shrugged and handed
the card back to me. Bitch. I grabbed my tray and started into the
cafeteria. The cashier shouted at me to stop, and a man appeared in
front of me as though by magic. He wore a polo shirt with the
school logo emblazoned on his breast, and a blue-tooth ear-piece
that made him look like a complete tool. In the three years
I’d been eating in the cafeteria, I’d
never seen any kind of manager, but this guy clearly was one. “Is
there a problem?”

“Card no work,” the
cashier said.

“Look, I know I have
credits left. Maybe you should hire someone who speaks fucking
English and can use a computer.”

“May I see your card,
miss?” the manager said.

I handed it to him, and he
took it to the register. The next guy in line, some pasty-faced
geek, was giving me the stink-eye, as though the delay were my
fault. The manager navigated through menu options on the screen and
then swiped my card. I waited expectantly. “I’m sorry,” he said and handed the card back to me, “but
you’ve used all your credits for the month.”

“That’s impossible,” I
told him, trying to think back. My parents had cheaped out this
year and put me on the sixty credits a month plan, but that was
okay because I normally just had a granola bar for breakfast. Okay,
there were a couple times when I used credits for bagels and
coffee, but I don’t usually eat on campus on weekends, so that
should balance out. And yes, every once in a while, I splurged on
sweet-and-sour chicken from Hunan Express, which cost two credits.
But I couldn’t’ve used them all. I mean, it was only the
20th.

“If you don’t believe me,
I can give you a print-out of your transactions. If there are any
you want to dispute…”

God I was tired of this
asshole. “I’ll just get some money from
the ATM.” I dropped my tray on the floor. As I stormed off, I heard
the geek say, “What a bitch.” Yeah, well fuck you,
buddy.

The ATM outside Student
Union 1 was out of order, so I had to go across campus to SU2.
Good. I could eat at the food court. They didn’t have the all-you-can-eat option of the cafeteria, but at
least I wouldn’t have to face that bitch cashier again.
Como se dice, “Go back
to Mexico”?

There was a line at the
ATM as people withdrew money to go out partying tonight. After ten
minutes, I got my turn. I ran my card and punched in my PIN, but
when I told it to give me forty dollars, I got an
“insufficient funds,” message. I tried again,
this time only asking for twenty bucks. Same thing.

A guy and a girl were
waiting behind me. Even though they were standing a couple feet
back, I heard them whispering impatiently. The girl said something
about “idiots who can’t work an ATM.” I
refrained from flipping them off. Instead I punched in a balance
inquiry. The screen informed me that it would charge $2.50 for
this. Fuck! I jammed my thumb against the “yes” button and the
machine spit out a slip of paper. I grabbed it and stalked away,
examining the receipt so I wouldn’t have to look at the
couple.

$16.47.
That’s all I had. Well, plus two bucks in
my pocket. I might be able to get two meals in the food court, but
that would only take me through the weekend—it still left eight
days in the month. There was some food in my dorm, but most of it
belonged to Becky. I could sponge a little, but not for an entire
week.

There was nothing for it
but to call my parents. I sat on the flower-box outside Jorgenson
Hall and pulled out my cell phone. My mom’s phone rang so many times I thought it’d go to voice-mail,
but she picked up at the last moment.

“What’s wrong,
Joni?”

“Hi mom. What makes you
think anything’s wrong?”

“Why else would you be
calling on a Friday night?”

She had a point. No sense
in bullshitting around the subject. “I ran
out of meal credits and I don’t have any money in my bank
account.”

“Oh honey,” she said in
full-on passive-aggressive condescension mode, and I knew this was
going to be a battle.

“Can you put a hundred in
my account? That should get me through until the end of the month
when meal credits reset.”

“Things are really tight
right now. Your dad just had to lay-off five hundred workers, and
the PR department told him to take a 10% pay-cut, and we just spent
a thousand dollars so Jim could get a tux, limo and hotel room for
prom, and then we have to start planning his graduation
party…”

“But mom, I don’t have any
way to eat.”

“You’re a resourceful
young woman. You’ll think of something. I’m sure you can find a
job.”

Yeah, like
anyone’s going to hire me for the three
weeks until the semester ends. Even if I found a job, I wouldn’t
get a paycheck until school was over. “Come on mom, I don’t have
anything to eat. Fifty will cut it.”

“I’m sorry honey. Your dad
and I have talked it over, and we really think you need to learn
how to handle your money.”

“Can I talk to him? Is he
there?”

“No, he’s been working
late all week. But it wouldn’t do any good.”

“Thanks, mom.” I hit “end”
before I could say anything to piss her off. Well, I was shit out
of luck.

I headed back to the dorms, hoping someone
could point me to a party where I could sponge pizza and chips, but
when I got there it was still the middle of the dinner rush, so the
hall was deserted. I slipped into my room to wait until people
started trickling back. Becky had left a half-finished bag of Chex
Mix on her desk, and I scarfed a couple handfuls while waiting, but
that crap has the nutritional content of birdfood.

When I put the bag back on
Becky’s desk, I noticed she had a copy of
the City Paper.
Needing to kill time, I pulled it out and flipped to the classified
section. Yeah, mom, let’s see all the
wonderful jobs I can fill for two weeks. Certified
electrician—nope. Plumber—nope. Lawn maintenance engineer—yeah,
like I wanna work with that lame cashier’s husband! Model—wait a
second.

MODELS WANTED - IMMEDIATELY

WE PAY CASH

Looking for women 18-25 to model for video
productions. No experience needed. $300 per session.

I was twenty-one and
reasonably hot. I’d never thought of
myself as model material, but I figured any company advertising in
the City Paper wouldn’t be overly picky. I pulled
out my phone and called the number listed.

“Hello,” a man picked up on
the second ring.

“Uh, yes, I’m calling
about your ad in the City Paper.”

“Oh,
excellent,” he said.
“You have any modeling experience?”

“No,” I said, my heart
sinking. They may not be picky, but someone with experience would
surely be preferred.

“Good, good. My company
prefers amateurs.”

Really?

“When
can you get out for an interview?” he asked.

“I’d like to do it as soon
as possible,” I told him. I debated for a second, then added, “I’m
a little strapped for cash at the moment.”

“Not a
problem, not a problem,” the guy
said. “We deal with girls like you all the
time. I have some time free later this evening.”

That soon? Awesome!
“Yeah, I can do that,” I said trying to contain
my excitement.

***

I started getting a bad
feeling when I realized the address the man had given me was a
motel. I could see a modeling agency sticking their employees
somewhere cheap, but surely they’d rent a
nice place for the actual interviews. But if there was cash
involved, I couldn’t argue.

I found the right room
number and knocked. A man in his late twenties answered, tall with
a goatee and spiked blonde hair. “You
Joan?”

“Joni.”

“Hey, I’m Tom.” He shook
my hand then gestured for me to step into the room.

There was another man
inside, sitting on the bed smoking—but the
sweet smell of the smoke told me it wasn’t
tobacco he was puffing on. Well, what did I expect? Probably some
photographer. “Not too shabby,” the guy said. He had dark, greasy
hair and a wiry body.

“This is Jess,” Tom said.
“Hey, put that crap out and get the camera.”

Jess twisted the end of
his joint to put it out and laid it in an ashtray. I was surprised
when he took a video camera off the nightstand instead of a still
camera. Didn’t even look like that great a
camera, just something you could get at Wal-Mart.

Jess took a few minutes to
adjust the camera, turning on all the lights in the room and doing
something he called “white balancing”.
Then he pointed it at me and said, “Why don’t you introduce
yourself, girl.”

“I’m Joni,” I told him.
“I’m a sophomore at —”

“No need to say that,” Tom
interjected.

Huh?

“How old you are?” Jess
asked as he panned the camera up and down my body. I resisted the
urge to cross my arms over my chest when he zoomed in on my
tits.

“Twenty-one.”

“Legal, very good, very
good.”

What the hell was that comment? This Jess
guy was kinda creepy, the way he was leering at me behind the
camera.

“Why don’t you turn around
so we can see you from behind,” Tom said.

I did a full 360.

“No, no, just face the
wall so we can get a good look.”

Oh.

I did as he requested.

“Niiiiice,” Jess
said.

A hand clamped to my ass
and gave it a hard squeeze. I couldn’t
believe that creeper!

“Not bad,” Tom said. I
looked back and saw that he
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