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Chapter 1




Chelsea looked blearily at the card
that had been shoved into her hands. She wasn’t so drunk that she
couldn’t read it but what she was able to make out didn’t make
sense. It had to be one of those ridiculous things that were only
distributed outside of clubs at 2am on a Sunday
morning. 

Need cash? Open minded?
Willing to have your picture taken? Have nice boobs? $100 for a
picture of your chest. 

The text on the top of the page was
followed by an intentionally blurry picture of someone’s breasts
with the nipples obscured and then a phone number. 

Not wanting to just throw it on the
ground—littering was a crime—she shoved the 5x7 card in the tiny
pocket of her skirt. The only reason she had bought the skirt was
that it had a pocket that fit her cell phone. Her phone was in her
hand and dinged with a message. Her Uber had arrived. She took a
second to confirm the driver was who she claimed she was and fell
into the backseat. 

The ride to her apartment wasn’t far,
she only took the Uber because it was easier and safer. Her friends
were her friends and weren’t that reliable and were drunker than
she was. It wasn’t that Chelsea couldn’t have gone home with a nice
boy she had picked up in the club, it was that there weren’t any
nice boys that night. 

The Uber was too expensive to go far.
She didn’t go far. The driver was nice enough to wait until Chelsea
managed to stumble through the outside security door.

 


In the morning Chelsea looked at two
things. Her phone was in one hand showing her bank account balance
was negative two dollars and thirty cents.

In her other hand was the
card. 

“Bullshit,” she said to
the card, knowing it was promising nothing more than a
lie.

It was another week to payday. She had
some food in her tiny apartment. She could work a few shifts at the
pizza place and grab some food that way.

A hundred dollars for a picture of her
tits was awfully tempting.

“Who the fuck would want a
picture of these?” she asked her empty apartment, her hands
covering her tiny breasts.

She sat with that thought for a minute
and wondered if she was still slightly drunk from the previous
night. It was nearly noon on a Sunday. She had to be at work at 7am
tomorrow morning. Calling now was a waste of time. 

Chelsea didn’t have anything else to
do at the moment.

She called.

It was an automated
message.

“If you are interested in
the offer on card number 8567 please go to 783 Monroe Street
between noon and 6pm any day of the week. Please bring proper ID.
Payment will be made in cash after the pictures are taken.” The
words were spoken in a clear voice with no discernible
accent.

Monroe Street was in the heart of the
Presidential neighborhood of downtown, so called because all the
streets were named after early US presidents. The neighborhood
itself was fine, sort of a crossroads of student slums, college
retail opportunities, too many bars and liquor stores, some older
residential housing, and a section that was always on the verge of
gentrification. 

Chelsea knew the area well. She lived
in it.

What the hell. She needed to get out
of her apartment and a walk would do her good. 

Much to her surprise, the exterior of
783 Monroe Street was a presentable retail establishment. It was a
photography studio and looked like a legitimate business. She
walked in. The bell attached to the door announced her presence.
The counter was empty. The tiny reception area was vacant, but she
could hear someone moving around in the back. 

“Just a minute,” a voice
called.

Chelsea waited patiently. She looked
around for security cameras but didn’t see any.

The man who emerged looked exactly
like she imagined a somewhat shady photographer would look. Curly
sandy hair that was a little too long, thick glasses, harried
appearance, blue button down shirt and jeans.

“Can I help you?” he
asked, looking her up and down, taking stock, but not in a creepy
way.

Not knowing what else to say, Chelsea
pulled the advertisement card from her pocket and presented it to
him. “I was given this and I wanted to know if it was
real.”

He nodded and frowned slightly. “Yeah.
A hundred bucks for a picture of your naked boobs. Cash. Are you at
least eighteen?” His eyes narrowed on her.

“Yes! I just look
young.”

“Uh-huh. Most women don’t
show up alone.”

She blinked. “They don’t?”

“Usually I get a handful
of sorority girls, giggling and laughing, daring each other to go
through with it. Show me your ID and I’ll take the picture. No
other questions asked.”

Maybe he wasn’t going to ask any
questions, but she sure as hell was. “Who are the pictures
for?”

The photographer shrugged. “Not me. I
don’t know. I just send the pictures to an email address. Once a
month I get a check.”

“Is this some sort of
blackmail thing?”

He chuckled. “Would I admit that even
if it was? I don’t want to know your name. I just need an email
address or phone number. You can wear a mask when I take the
picture. You can have a bag over your head. It doesn’t matter. All
I send is a picture from the shoulders down to however low I need
to go. Do you want the hundred bucks or not? Takes me five
minutes.”

It wasn’t that he was bored, but
Chelsea got the impression he had gone through this hundreds of
times. If this was a creepy sex thing for him…well, it was odd.
Maybe he’d be able to match her boobs to her face but—

“Look, think it over if
you want. Come back anytime, noon to six.” He started to go into
the back.

“You said cash,
right?”

He paused at the door.
“Yes.”

“You won’t take pictures
of my face.”

He sighed. “That’s right. Look, I
don’t know what is done with these pictures, but there’s a lot
easier and cheaper ways for perverts to get their
jollies.”

“I’ll do it,” she
said. 

A hundred dollars wasn’t just a
hundred dollars. It was food for the week.

He stepped back to the counter.
“ID?”

She pulled out her driver’s license
and showed him that she was twenty-four, the legal age to do just
about anything but run for Congress. 

He handed back the ID without
recording her name. 

“Phone or email?” he
asked. “They might want to contact you later.”

“I thought you said this
was cash today?”

“It is, but part of the
payment is you have to give me a phone number or email address.
They might want to contact you.”

“For what?”

“I don’t know. For more
pictures.” He sighed. “Look, you can give me a fake one and I’ll
never know.”

She nodded and gave him her phone
number. It would be easy enough to block if she started getting
creepy calls.

“Come on back,” he said
after writing it down.

The back was exactly like every other
photography studio she had ever seen. Mostly it was black walls and
black drapes and racks of equipment and lights. The photographer
indicated a place for her to take off her shirt. “There’s masks in
the box on the floor if you want to wear one. I honestly don’t care
if you do.”

Telling herself this was exactly like
going to the doctor’s office, Chelsea pulled off her shirt and then
her camisole before donning an elaborate mask that was supposed to
be some sort of bird. It was fancy and ornamental and had feathers
all over it. The important part was that it covered all of her face
except her mouth. It might have been supposed to be an
owl. 

“I’m ready,” she said,
turning around to face the photographer.

“Stand over here,” he
said, pointing at a place on the floor. He was adjusting his
digital camera.

She stood on the X taped to the floor
and let her hands hang loosely at her sides. This was crazy, she
told herself, but she didn’t stop the proceedings.

The photographer glanced up at her
when he was ready. 

“Oh. You have nipple
piercings.”

Chelsea blushed under her mask. She
didn’t know why his pointing out the jewelry made her embarrassed.
“Yes. Sorry. Should I take them out?”

“Don’t bother. It won’t
change anything.”

“Is it a problem?” she
asked as he made some more adjustments to the
camera. 

“Nope. I’ve photographed
plain and pierced and tattooed and lopsided and everything
else.”

He focused the camera on her chest and
pressed a button. The flash went off. She was temporarily blinded.
How many pictures did he take?

“Done,” he announced.
“Want to see the results?”

“Uh…sure?”

He turned the camera around and showed
her the display. As promised, her small breasts were on display.
The top of the picture stopped at her neck and shoulders. She sort
of liked the way the silver rings almost flashed in the light. Her
nipples were small, matching her breast size, and also matching her
areola. Maybe they would have been better if they were a little
bigger. The one nice thing about having small breasts was that she
didn’t have to ever wear a bra if she didn’t want to. As it was,
wearing a bra was merely ornamental on Chelsea. She didn’t need
support. Her breasts were more like bulges on her chest, no hanging
at all. There was no way she would ever pass the pencil
test. 

“Is it…good?” she asked
while fighting the urge to cover up her breasts with her
hands.

He just shrugged. “Sure. I’ve seen
hundreds of ‘em. Yours are nice. Get dressed and I’ll pay
you.”

Out at the counter, after she had put
her top back on and tossed the mask into the box, the photographer
opened up a locked drawer. “A hundred dollar bill or twenties?” he
asked.

“Twenties,” she replied. A
hundred would be looked at with great suspicion where she planned
on spending the money.

He handed over five twenties and
smiled at her, locking the drawer. “Thanks,” he said.

“Is there…can I do this
again?”

He shook his head. “Sorry. Once per
customer.” Seeing the look of defeat on her face, he added, “I know
some nude photographers who will pay you…but you’ll have to show
your face and some are…rather explicit.”

“Okay. Right. Maybe
later,” she said and left.

All in all it was the strangest way
she had ever made money.

At least now she could eat for the
week.
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