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Webcam Virgin

I breathed in and out. My heart was pounding so hard it hurt. Just breathe, I reminded myself. He’s only your boss.

Well, ex-boss was more appropriate. And if we wanted to be completely accurate here, he was only the son of the family I worked for as a housekeeper. I used to clean their house every other Saturday during high school, trying to make a little money for myself. Still, Matthew and I used to be pretty close. We’d lost touch sometime after his parents’ divorce, which was when my employment with them ended.

And in the time since, Matthew had somehow turned himself into a millionaire.

I still wasn’t too clear on how that had happened. I only knew about it through my mom, who’d kept tabs on the family from a distance, feeling a strange maternal pride even though she didn’t share blood with him. Like all mothers should, she compared me to him, lamenting my so-called laziness, my lack of ambition, and definitely my financial inaptitude.

It had been the latter that landed me in this very predicament.

I shifted my car into park and cast a look over Matthew’s new home, a lakeside townhouse that was modest in size, but I was sure came with a hefty price tag. Homes in this part of Detroit were going for millions.

I checked my makeup in the rearview mirror and adjusted some loose pieces of hair. My stomach clenched in knots. I’d considered going to the bank to take out a loan, but it would’ve been impossible with my credit. I was somehow even more nervous about asking Matthew for money than I would have been with a bank, though, and I couldn’t exactly figure out why. Maybe it was the fact that we’d been awkward teenagers together, and the fact that we hadn’t seen each other for so long. 

Even after all these years, I wanted him to see me as the grown-up that I’d become, not the housekeeper I used to be.

Okay, I thought. Here goes nothing.

I slid out of my car and set foot on his driveway. A little path of smooth white stones led to the front door. I rang the doorbell and waited. A few minutes later, the door was opened by a short, brunette woman wearing a bored expression on her face.

“Yes?”

“Hi,” I said nervously. “I’m here to see Matthew? Is he home?” As an afterthought, I added quickly, “I used to be his housekeeper.”

The woman gave me a hard look that made me think she was about to turn me away. But then, her face broke into a sad attempt at a smile, and she waved me inside. “Come on in.”

I walked inside and was immediately greeted by a living room that was obviously expensively decorated. All of the furniture was white and pristine, the color of unused luxury. The west side of the house was entirely glass and gave a generous view of the lake. Without a word, the woman who’d answered the door began walking up a narrow set of stairs.

I stood by awkwardly, wondering if I should follow her. In the end, I just decided to sit down on one of the couches and wait. I wondered if the young woman was his girlfriend, and I glanced around the room to see if there were any clues to her identity. Perhaps a framed photo, or a purse...

There was nothing. In fact, there were no personal touches at all. Of course, the townhouse was decorated. Seashells were neatly displayed on a clean white shelf, and there was a trio of old-fashioned glass milk bottles wrapped in twine sitting atop the nearest accent table. But there was no hominess to it, no personality. It felt like being in a hotel room than an actual home.

Did he just move in? I wondered.

Just then, I heard footsteps coming down the stairs, and I straightened up in my seat. I turned my head toward the staircase just in time to watch Matthew coming down.

I parted my lips in surprise.

“Britney!” Matthew exclaimed. “Wow, it’s been...what? Five, six years?”

“That’s right,” I croaked, my throat suddenly gone dry. I stood up and watched Matthew coming toward me with his arms outstretched.

The last time I’d seen Matthew was when he was nineteen. His parents and I had been standing on the driveway, waving goodbye as Matthew drove off to his first year of college. I hadn’t known back then that his parents’ divorce was a year away, and that I’d never see Matthew again until now. He’d gotten older, obviously. His skinny, gawky, teenager body was long gone, replaced by a rugged, weathered masculinity. His shoulders were broader, his forearms a little thicker.

When he hugged me, I felt the scratch of stubble brushing against my forehead, and I was crushed against his hard, muscled chest.

Matthew pulled away, holding me at arm’s length. I blushed as his eyes traveled up and down. “You’ve grown-up,” he said softly.

I blushed. “I know.”

“Here, let’s sit down.”

He took the couch across from the one I’d occupied. Once we were seated, Matthew crossed his left ankle over his right knee.

“So,” he said. “What’s up?”

I closed my eyes and inhaled, preparing the speech I’d mentally rehearsed on my drive over. “I need a loan,” I said plainly. I’d figured being direct right out of the gate was the best strategy.

“Oh?” Matthew raised his eyebrows. “What for?”

“I got accepted into art school,” I explained, and I was pleased to see Matthew smiling a little bit. “But the scholarships are really competitive, and I didn’t have the grades to qualify for one. I also don’t qualify for financial aid, and...” I shrugged helplessly.

“What about a student loan?” Matthew said.

I’d been prepared for that question. “I can’t get one because...” I bit my lip. “I kind of got into a little legal trouble at my old job.”

Matthew’s eyes widened. I explained about my old job as a salesgirl at a luxury consignment shop. I’d made hourly wages, but some of the senior salesgirls made commissions. I’d let them ring up my sales as theirs, and collected a small share of their commissions in return. It was technically against the rules, but I thought I was being enterprising. I had no idea it was fraud.

Matthew winced. “So, I guess that’s why you can’t exactly work to save up that money, either.”

“That’s right,” I said. No places would hire me. All they had to do was run a single background check to realize that I was practically a criminal. Tears began welling up in my eyes as I thought about what I’d done. “I ruined my life early on,” I said. “But art school will be my second chance at a future.”

“Hey,” Matthew said softly. He got up and walked over to my side to sit down. His arm came over my shoulder, and he squeezed me into his side. “It’s okay.”

I sniffled, feeling immediately better. After all these years, Matthew still smelled the same, and it took me back to those moments when I was sixteen, crying about some drama from school and letting him comfort me as a friend.

“In the grand scheme of things, it’s not a huge screw up,” he said. A slow smile spread across his lips.

“Thanks,” I said.

I returned his long stare, marveling at how familiar his eyes were, and at the same time how much they had changed. There were very slight creases around them. In a few years they’d deepen to make him look distinguished and even more handsome. I wondered about all the things those eyes had seen during our years apart, and it only made me more curious about the man Matthew had become.

I cleared my throat, ready to change topics. “So, how did you become so successful?” I asked cheerfully.

Matthew chuckled and sat back. “Oh. That. It kind of fell into my lap.”

I snorted. “What? Really?”

Matthew ran his hands through his smooth, sandy hair. “Yeah,” he said. He tried to look embarrassed, but I could tell there was a little bit of pride underneath it.

“Explain,” I demanded.

“I guess you’re old enough to know, now,” he said in a teasing voice, which only made me want to know more. I punched him in the leg to prod him along.

“Come on!” I said. “Spit it out!”

And he did. “Porn.”

My face dropped. At first, I thought I’d heard him wrong. “Huh?”

“Porn?” Matthew said. A small smile curved the corners of his lips. “It all started with porn.”

I listened with wonder as Matthew explained how it had all happened. A few years ago, he’d been approached by a “modeling scout” at the gym, who was actually scouting good-looking guys to star in porn videos. He’d made decent money (if you could call a thousand dollars a video merely “decent”) for about a year until he realized he could make more striking out on his own.

“The time for huge production companies is dead,” Jamie explained. “Nowadays, with smartphones and social media, all you really need is a nice camera, a nice body, and a bank account.”

“I-I see...”

“So that’s how I got rich.”

“Okay...” I tried to imagine the hours of porn he’d had to make in order to make a million dollars. I still needed a minute to take it all in. Hell, I probably needed a few days. But I didn’t have days to spare. My first tuition deposit was due before the weekend, and I said so to Matthew.

“That’s really short notice, Britney.”

I sighed. “I know. Believe me, I tried everything to get the money. I pawned the gold earrings your dad gave me for Christmas that one year, and I tried to sell my car but it’s so shitty nobody is willing to pay over—”

“Relax. I’ll give you the money!” Matthew said.

I stopped mid-sentence. “You will?” I studied him carefully. I was afraid to believe him, afraid
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