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The theatre hall for her exam is almost full by the time she shuffles through the door. She grimaces at the only available seats nestled in between filled seats and starts making her way there. The underwear is able to hold the plug in her, but she still worries that it would fall out and then she's going to be in serious trouble. She wonders if she could claim ignorance if that happens. Just pretend she's never seen it before.

Thankfully, she's certain that there aren't any werewolves in her class. It would be impossible for them to miss her arousal otherwise. She's practically soaked in come. Arthur had licked her clean before sending her on her way and then sprayed a scent neutralizer on her just in case. It's enough to make her smell like soap, but a werewolf would be able to scent his saliva on her otherwise.

The plug doesn't fall out of her and nobody notices the odd way she's carrying herself, too absorbed in getting some last-minute studying done for the exam. She sits down gingerly and lets out a quiet sigh of relief.

The hardest part, getting into the hall, is done.

The professor walks through the door seconds after she settles and she feels herself growing tense again, skin prickling with anticipation. She hopes she can focus on her papers enough to not screw it up. She had been studying for it, but she's obviously distracted right now.

"You have an hour and fifteen minutes. Good luck." She hears the professor say. His teaching assistants start distributing the papers.

She flips through her papers, speed reading some odd questions to get a feel of what to expect, and then starts from the top immediately. The questions are simple enough. She surprises herself by being completely immersed in them, breezing through question after question faster than those around her.

At first, she thinks she is imagining things or that the dildo has been inside her for too long but then the vibrations really start up and she has to bite her bottom lip to keep herself from whimpering too loudly. She shifts in her seat, trying and failing to find a comfortable position to sit in, doing her best to focus her attention on rereading the questions on her paper.

She chews on the end of her pen until it's gnawed and bent completely out of shape. It's impossible to focus now that the plug is moving inside her. The werewolf is a menace. Every time she moves, the plug rubs a new spot inside her and makes her clit throb and desire surge in her veins. She didn't even know her clit could ache so much.

It seems to go on forever and she has re-read the first question nearly half a hundred times when it stops vibrating suddenly. She nearly moans out loud in relief. Or possibly disappointment. She was so close to coming. Arthur would not be happy with her if she had orgasmed without his permission, so she supposes it's a good thing. She has fifteen minutes to the clock left so she checks through her answers to the best of her abilities.

Just as the time begins to run out, the dildo is turned back again. Surely he doesn't mean to have it on until she is to leave? She doesn't think she can stand up like this, let alone walk to the car!

She curls into herself and bites the inside of her cheek to keep from moaning. It seems to stretch inside her. She knows it's impossible. It's just a butt plug. She balls her hands into fists and digs her nails into her palms. The pain stops her from moaning. Biting her lip, she hunches over the desk and wraps her arms around her waist, looking like she's suffering from terrible cramps.

Desperately, she tries to focus on anything other than the vibrating thing inside her, rubbing against her walls in all the right ways to make her eyes burn and water. She wants to come so badly, her pussy walls clenching and searching for something that's not there. Sweat forms on her forehead, dripping down her brows and onto her paper.

She swipes it away impatiently, fingers shaking with the effort. She doesn't think it would take much for her to come at this point. She's barely holding on, her thoughts getting progressively less coherent. She wants to touch herself. Thankfully, her mind is not so gone that she does not think that a monumentally terrible idea.

"Times up," the professor announces and she almost cheers, except the vibrator is still turned on. It's so quiet that she's afraid someone would hear it. Or the vibrations on the linked chairs would give away what happening to her body. She looks around and realizes she's just being paranoid. Everyone's just focused on their papers, a few panicking as they fill in the last few questions before passing it to the Teaching Assistants.

She feels hot under her skin. It's hard to breathe. She dreads having to get up but sitting in place is not a possible solution for her either, not with everyone else around her getting up and leaving.

The vibrator turns off as the last of the students leave. She gathers her things as quickly as she can and plants both palms on her table, using her arms to pull herself up, putting as little weight on her back as she can. Even so, the plug rubs at her hole and she lets out an embarrassing noise. The few students left in the hall glance at her with their brows furrowed.

She ignores them and all but runs towards the exit.

It's just her luck that the Professor sees her.

"Are you feeling alright, Genevieve?" 
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Chapter One: ​​Innocent Plans
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As with most bad plans that Genevieve comes up with, the idea of making money by setting up a camera in front of her computer and showing off her lady bits online for people spawned out of desperation.

She needed the money badly enough that she was just about ready to sell one of her kidneys in the black market. Apparently, she would be fine with just one.

Okay, she wasn't quite that desperate yet, but it was close enough that she had considered asking her brother for it.

It had taken a while to learn just what she is ready to do, especially since she's a clueless virgin, but the internet is a black hole of information and one search leads to another and another and by the end of a two-day research marathon, she had listed out all the kinks that she is willing to try, how far she is willing to go, and how she can set up her rig so that people won't be able to see her face or track her IP address and find out her real identity.

The last thing she needs is someone coming up the door and telling her housemates that they've seen her naked. She shudders at the thought of being found out.

It doesn't help matters that she has a massive crush on one of the housemates. A massive unrequited crush, she reminds herself sadly. James has been friends with her brother since she was like, five and she had been nurturing the crush since forever. It's unfair how ridiculously hot he has gotten over the years. He's supposed to grow up ugly so that she can get over her crush, but life just isn't fair. He's gotten even hotter now that he's started sporting just the perfect amount of facial hair and has taken up biking, so his butt and thigh muscles are drool-worthy. Ugh. And she recently found out that he joined some sort of werewolf gang and will be getting the bite soon. The Bite. Capital letters. It's a big deal. The Bite is only offered to those that Alphas deem worthy. There’re usually dire circumstances involved, like the person is on the brink of death or something and nothing else will fix them other than turning them into werewolves. And even then, most applicants are rejected. Werewolves are treated like royalty and they keep mostly to themselves. For the most part, it's inherited. Only Alphas can turn people into werewolves and even then, the circumstances have to be perfect so that the bite takes. Sometimes, people don't change at all following an Alpha's bite.

James, apparently, manages to join a gang with an Alpha willing to bite him in exchange for a dozen years of servitude. It's not so much servitude as being primed for the position of Alpha for James though. The pack Alpha is an older man who's tired of all gang wars that he needs to participate in in order to keep in charge, so he's training James to take over. In about a year, James is going to be the youngest Alpha in the country and inherit like, a billion bucks or something. The current Alpha doesn't have an heir and apparently is an old family friend of James'. She doesn't really know the details. Everything's strictly on a need-to-know basis and she doesn't need to know.

She's pretty much stopped hoping he would notice her when she heard he will be joining the werewolf ranks. All that extra particulars about him being super rich and powerful just cements her belief that he will never want to be with her.

He was already a chick magnet to begin with and it's gotten ten times worse now. Now, everywhere he goes, she sees women literally salivate when they look at him. She would think them pathetic... except she does exactly that when she looks at him for too long. No, scratch that. She can't look at him for too long. It's like looking at the sun. She would go blind. Probably. She's never tried it before.

Just the other day, she saw him just as he was leaving the bathroom and he only had a towel on, onyx skin perfect and glistening, water droplets on his abs.

She muffles a frustrated groan in a pillow and turns around in the bed. Maybe if she tries hard enough, she can suffocate herself with the pillow and not worry about how she's going to tell them that she's a moocher.

She is staying with her brother's apartment for the time being since she is in between semesters and her brother doesn't want her to stay on campus. Or go home, for that matter.

There's no one else at home right now since her brother has taken some fancy research position in another state and actually... he may have sold that house since nobody lives there anymore and hadn't bothered to tell her. He needs money for his program and the house is the only thing their parents left them. She would be upset if he did sell it. They had a lot of good memories there.

She loves her brother, though, and understands why he wouldn't want to keep it. Their home reminds them both too much of what they've lost. Their happy little family was perfect up until the car crash. There are days when she thinks it would have been better if they had died straight away too. Instead, they were kept on life support until money ran out and they were left with nothing but a massive debt that neither of them knew what to do with.

In any case, she doesn't want to worry him more than necessary, so she agreed to move into the apartment. It's a bit far from her university, but the bus ride to campus for her shifts at the library isn't a hardship.

The thing is though... he wants her to stay in his apartment but he forgot to mention that she will be covering rent for the three months she's staying there. Or maybe he does have the money set aside for her, but he's been too busy with his work to get in touch with her and let her know just how to access it. Maybe he had expected her to be able to cover the rent, since she has a full scholarship.

It's money she doesn't have. Sure, she works on campus, but that money is for her textbooks and school materials. She would rather not risk starting the next semester without all the necessary material.

So, she looked for options. How can she earn a substantial amount of money really quickly?

She could sell one of her kidneys.

Or she could do something else...

Porn.

It's something she's thought of before, but never in great detail. The more she research into the business strategy, the more she can't help but think that it would be perfect for her.

Nobody needs to know and it would just be until she has enough to cover rent. Then, she can go back to being unproductive during her summer vacation.

She thinks she would make maybe a hundred bucks from a few videos if she's lucky. Just a few tries and then she'll give up if it doesn't work.

So, she buys a shaving kit for her intimate areas and gets rid of all the hair between her legs because that seems to be what everyone else has done. What? She did some research, like any other prospective employee would.

At first, she thinks it would be uncomfortable. She's never been clean-shaven there before. She knows after just an hour that she will never go back to having hair between her legs again. Having smooth skin makes her feel like a different person, a little prettier and braver. The best thing is, nobody has to know. It's not like someone would suddenly notice that she's shaved her pubic hair. She loves how smooth and clean she feels down there and how airy it is. She feels sexy.

She can wear a dress with no underwear and it would be even breezier. Not that she's done it yet. She fantasizes though, thinking about how good it would feel to just forgo underwear altogether. Would people be able to tell?

Things sort of just... devolved from there. She takes a few amateur videos of herself getting off on a vibrator with no penetration on her brand-new profile on the porn site, fake name and all. It had been... worryingly easy to come in front of a camera. She only had to touch herself and think of how perfect strangers will be looking at her and voila! Instant orgasm. And then some. Who knew she was a multiple orgasm sort of girl? She sure didn't!

She makes sure to let everyone know that she's a virgin and she won't be doing anything that would break her hymen in her profile description. She's got to draw the line somewhere. Keeping her virginity seems like a no-brainer for where to draw the line, what with her being a virgin and all.

She doesn't know if she has mad camera placing skills or if it's because she's a virgin, but the video had gotten reasonably popular. Apparently, the way she looks and acts in front of the camera works for a lot of people.

She earns close to a hundred dollars for her first video and two hundred comments. The site administrator is pretty effective in filtering the spam and insults, leaving only compliments and reading through them does an amazing thing to her ego. She's fairly sure her ego is somewhere in space by the time she finishes responding to them. It's also three in the morning and she was exhausted for the next day of work.

Worth it.

She finishes work with two dozen requests. People offering to pay her money to wear a specific type of underwear or use a specific vibrator. There are requests for her to do more too. Kinky things that she's not keen on trying out. The more interesting requests come with more money. She clicks one of them and finds out that people are willing to buy things for her if she accepts. It is completely insane, she thinks to herself as she accepts the one that wants to send her a butt plug.

And then she accepted a few more for her future shows.

Things start arriving in her mail the next day for the show. People are eager to see her. She feels wanted. It's easy money. She tells her housemates that she's expecting stuff for her classes to keep them from being nosy. If she thinks about James when she masturbates only 90% of the time, it's only for the greater good. She needs to pay rent somehow. It's for his own good, really.
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Chapter Two: Escalation
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Just because it started off innocent, doesn't necessarily mean it continues that way. She really should've thought of that before she dived head first into the business. It's a slippery slope. One thing leads to another and then before she knows it, she's lost her anal virginity to a dildo that MysteryDom31 overnighted to her.

It took a lot of preparation before she's actually ready to take the dildo inside her but it was worth it. She had never come so hard before that moment she had the entire thing inside of her.

Around the second month mark, she started fingering herself, careful not to use too many fingers or go too deep because she's still a virgin. Then, she's using lube to stretch her anal hole because she doesn't mind losing her anal virginity as long as her real virginity is kept intact.

She buys air fresheners by the box, the type that can hide scents from both humans and werewolves, since she's not sure when James is getting the bite. She also uses ball gags to keep her noises at a minimum even though the walls are supposed to be soundproof. The apartment is built with werewolves in mind. The last thing she needs is her housemates banging at her door and ruining a session.

The more popular she got, the more requests she receives. She prefers those since taking requests are a easier and surer way to make money as opposed to counting on page views. She has an entire closet of lingerie and sex toys. Nipple clamps, buttplugs, dildos, anal beads, and an increasing number of sinulators.

That's something else she will never get used to. Sinulators are cybersex devices that her watchers can control over the internet connection. She lets the person who bids the highest hold the controller. One night, she manages to get five hundred a session. Turns out, people are willing to pay serious money to watch her get off via a toy they've gotten her. It's a win-win for everyone.

So um. She wasn't really doing it to pay rent now but she tells herself that the money would be useful for her future regardless. It's good to have emergency funds, right?

Right.

She tries not to think about it too much. Everything is going so well. She is able to pay rent without feeling like a rug is being pulled out from under her feet and none of her housemates are the wiser about what happens in the room.

She has another two months before school starts and she has to move back to the dorm. That would be a good time to stop what she's doing now. She would have plenty of money by the time and she can continue working at the library for a little bit of extra income. Plus, there's all that unopened lingerie her viewers have sent her for free that she can sell for a small profit. She mentioned that she's only doing this over the Summer holidays and that she would stop when her classes start in the chat with some of her higher paying patrons and suddenly, she has enough money for a studio apartment in town for the next year and a half.

"Don't stop," was the only request written along with the money transfer that she can't even reject.

She had gone weak in the knees at the sight of so much money in her account. What else could she really say but okay in response to that?

Her spending habits change. She upgrades the gaming console in their apartment to the latest version and buys games with enough controllers to go around in the living room. The kitchen fridge is always stocked with fancy organic fruits and vegetables and fresh meat.

James, being the worried older brother's best friend that he is, senses the increased spending the moment he sees her guiding the delivery man into the living room to set out their new TV. The truth is, she has been avoiding him ever since she started doing porn on the internet for strangers. She can't help but feel guilty just looking at him. It's silly, but she's worried he would know that she has been getting off to thoughts of him fucking her, his thick fingers inside her hole, strong arms around her waist.

She shakes her head and ignores the growing arousal in her core. She hopes that he won't be able to smell the arousal on her.

"Where are you getting the money from, Vivi?" he asks.

She grimaces at the pet name that he shares with her brother, feeling a stab of guilt and then manages a weak shrug. "I've been working," she says. It's not lying because porn is a type of work, right? Right.

"You barely leave the apartment. I would know if you're working."

"It's online work. People do that nowadays. I got a big bonus last month and your TV is seriously ancient."

He looks like he has more questions, his brow slightly raised. She quickly busies herself directing the mover where to put their new TV. The less she talks to him, the smaller the changes are of her giving herself away.

"You're not putting yourself in danger, are you?" he asks.

She frowns and tries to think on whether she's been careful with keeping her identity hidden. The only people who know who she is and where she is are the site administrators and they spend a ridiculous amount of money on site security to make sure that everyone remains anonymous. All her gifts are sent through the site, so none of her patrons actually know where she lives. "I'm careful," she says, aware that she's paused for a little too long.

He looks at her warily. "You're not doing anything illegal, are you?"

"Nope," she answers too quickly, her voice an octave higher than normal because she's not completely sure what she's doing is legal. There's probably a loophole somewhere that makes it legal? Does she pay taxes? Does she have to pay taxes?

He raises his brows and crosses his arms over his chest. "What have you been doing?"

The way he is glaring at her shouldn't be getting her all hot and bothered. "You're not my dad, you can't tell me what I can or can't do," she jokes, hoping her smile doesn't seem too tense.

Instead of laughing, his expression grows even more serious. He growls at her. "Your brother made me promise to take care of you." His fingers curl around her arm, stopping her from leaving. "Tell me what you've been doing, Vivi. What have you gotten yourself into?"

She yanks her arm from his grip hard enough to hurt and leave bruises of his fingerprints on her. "You haven't talked to me all month, James. Don't pretend like you care about me now." She's glad that her voice sounds so normal. Her heart feels like it's trying to beat it's way out of her chest.

He flinches and steps back like he's been burnt.

She stomps to her room and slams the door in his face.
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Chapter Three: Arthur
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She knows she shouldn't do things when she's upset, but there's a schedule she has to follow and she's supposed to have a session tonight, so she sits in front of the laptop and makes sure her face isn't seen on the screen.

Her mind wanders while she waits for her scheduled performance to go online. What right does James have to judge her anyways? He hasn't talked to her all month. Then again, it's hardly his fault. She has been actively avoiding him, after all.
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