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Istared at the Craigslist ad until my screen went blurry. Studio assistant needed. Discreet. Open-minded. Eight hundred dollars per day, cash. My fridge was empty, and my landlord had already left two notes. I hit apply before I could talk myself out of it.

My name is Chloe Vale. Twenty-one years old. Fresh out of college with a shiny Art History degree that had turned out to be worth exactly nothing. Six months of sending out resumes and getting polite rejection emails had left me with forty-two thousand dollars in student loans, a negative bank balance, and a growing panic that I might actually have to move back in with my parents. That was not an option. Not after I had sworn I would make it on my own in Los Angeles.

My apartment was a joke. One room, peeling paint, a futon that doubled as my bed, and a window that looked out onto a brick wall. I paid nine hundred a month for the privilege, and I was two weeks behind. The last of my savings had gone to gas and the cheap ramen that was keeping me alive. Every morning I woke up with the same knot in my stomach, scrolled through job boards, and tried not to cry when another “we have decided to move forward with other candidates” popped into my inbox.

Today had been especially bad. Three rejections before noon. One from a gallery that had sounded perfect. “Your passion for Renaissance art is clear, but we are looking for someone with more gallery experience.” I had no experience. Just the degree and a mountain of debt. I closed my laptop, stood up, and paced the tiny space. My reflection in the cracked mirror above the sink caught my eye. Five foot three. Long, wavy chestnut hair that I had not bothered to brush properly in days. Big hazel eyes that looked too innocent for how desperate I felt. Freckles across my nose and cheeks that made me look younger than I was. I was wearing an old tank top and cotton shorts, my perky 32D breasts pressing against the thin fabric, my tiny waist flaring out to the kind of juicy bubble butt that had always drawn stares I never knew what to do with. Right now I just look tired. And broke.

I opened the laptop again. Craigslist. I had sworn I would never go there for jobs, but here I was. I scrolled past the usual scams and shady delivery gigs until one caught my eye. The title was simple: “Studio Assistant Wanted – Immediate Start – High Pay – Discreet.” The description was short.

“Busy production studio in San Fernando Valley seeking reliable, open-minded young woman for entry-level assistant position. Must be discreet, professional, and comfortable in a fast-paced environment. $800 per day, cash. No experience necessary. Serious inquiries only. Send photo and short intro.”

Eight hundred dollars. Per day. My rent was nine hundred a month. That was almost a full month’s rent in one day. My hands shook as I typed a reply. I attached the most professional photo I had, one from my graduation where I was smiling in my cap and gown, looking every bit the sweet, innocent girl next door. I wrote a brief paragraph about being a recent graduate, reliable, a quick learner, and available immediately. I hit send before the voice in my head could scream at me that this was probably too good to be true.

The reply came back in twenty minutes.

“Chloe, you look perfect. Can you come in for an interview tomorrow at 10 a.m.? Address attached. Ask for Marcus Hale.”

I stared at the message for a long time. The address was in the valley. I knew what that meant. Porn country. Everyone joked about it. But the pay. God, the pay. I told myself it was probably just paperwork or coffee runs. Maybe they made documentaries or something. I typed back that I would be there.

That night I barely slept. I kept picturing what kind of studio it might be. I tried on three different outfits before settling on a simple yellow sundress that hit just above my knees, paired with white knee socks and my only pair of cute flats. Innocent but professional. I practised smiling in the mirror. “Hi, I’m Chloe. I’m very reliable.” My cheeks flushed pink just saying it.

The drive the next morning took forty minutes through LA traffic. My little beat-up Honda felt like it was gasping for air the whole way. Palm trees whipped by. The valley heat was already climbing even though it was only nine thirty. When I pulled up to the address, I almost turned around. The building looked normal enough from the outside. A long, low warehouse-style place with a small sign that read Velvet Dreams Productions. No windows. A heavy metal door with a buzzer. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat.

I pressed the buzzer. A deep male voice answered. “Chloe?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Come on in.”

The door buzzed open. Inside, it was surprisingly nice. Cool air, clean white walls, framed posters of movie scenes that I realised with a jolt were very adult. Tasteful, but still. Naked bodies. Glossy skin. I swallowed hard and walked down the hallway toward the office at the end.

Marcus Hale was waiting behind a big desk. Forties, maybe early fifties. Salt-and-pepper hair, an expensive-looking button-down shirt open at the collar, a gold watch on his wrist. He stood up when I entered, smiled widely, and shook my hand. His grip was firm. His eyes flicked over me once, quick but appreciative.

“Chloe Vale. Even prettier in person. Have a seat.”

I sat. My hands folded in my lap so he would not see them shaking. The office smelled of coffee and something faintly like baby oil. He leaned back in his chair and studied me.

“So, an Art History degree. Impressive. Why are you answering a Craigslist ad instead of working in a museum?”

I laughed nervously. “I have sent out over a hundred applications. No one is hiring new grads right now. I need to pay rent and eat. And your ad said high pay and immediate start.”

He nodded, still smiling. “Smart girl. We pay well because we expect discretion. This is an adult film production company. Velvet Dreams. We shoot high-end scenes for streaming and DVD. Very professional. Very safe. Tested talent, closed sets.”

My face grew hot. Adult film. Of course. I had suspected it, but hearing him say it out loud made my stomach flip. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out at first.

Marcus continued smoothly. “The position is studio assistant, but the main duty is what we call fluffing. You keep the talent happy and ready between takes. That means making sure they stay hard and focused so we do not lose time or momentum on set.”

I blinked. “Happy and ready?”

He chuckled. “Oral stimulation, mostly. Hand-work if needed. Light touching. Nothing penetrative on your part unless you decide later to move up. We have girls who start as fluffers and end up in front of the camera making serious money. But for now, it is behind-the-scenes support. You would be on set, helping the pros stay in the zone. Eight hundred cash at the end of every shooting day. We shoot four or five days a week. NDA is mandatory. No phones on set. No talking about what you see.”

My mind spun. Oral. On porn stars. Between takes. I pictured myself on my knees in some bright-lit room while huge men waited for their next scene. My cheeks burned. A strange little flutter started low in my belly, but I pushed it down hard. This was insane. I was not that kind of girl. I had only had sex with two boyfriends in college, and both times had been quick and under the covers with the lights off.

“I, um, I do not know if I can do that,” I whispered.

Marcus leaned forward. His voice remained kind. “Most girls say that at first. Then they try one day and realise the money changes everything. You look like a sweet kid, Chloe. Exactly the kind our talent likes to see on set. Fresh face. Natural body. No fake anything. You would be perfect. Think about it. One day. Cash in hand tonight. If you hate it, you’ll never come back. No hard feelings.”

I thought about my empty fridge. The eviction notice I knew was coming. The way my mom kept texting asking if I needed money and I kept lying that I was fine. Eight hundred dollars. Today.

I swallowed. “Can I see the contract?”

He slid a single page across the desk. Standard NDA. I would not discuss names, faces, scenes, or anything. The penalty for breaking it was huge. I signed with a shaking hand. The pen felt heavy.

Marcus grinned. “Smart choice. See you tomorrow at nine a.m. sharp. Wear something easy to move in. Sundresses like that are fine. Comfortable. We want you relaxed.”

He stood and walked me to the door. His hand rested lightly on my lower back for a second as he guided me out. “You are going to do great, sweetheart. Welcome to Velvet Dreams.”

I walked back to my car in a daze. The valley sun beat down on my shoulders. My yellow sundress suddenly felt too short, too thin. I could feel the breeze on my thighs and the way my nipples had tightened against the fabric from nerves. I got in the car, started the engine, and just sat there for a long minute.

What the hell had I just done?

I drove home on autopilot. My mind kept replaying Marcus’s words. “Keep the talent happy and ready.” Oral. Between takes. I tried to picture it, and my face flamed again. Part of me wanted to call and cancel right then. The other part kept seeing that eight-hundred-dollar number in bright green. I could pay my landlord tomorrow. Buy real groceries. Maybe even put something toward my loans.

Back in my apartment, I stripped out of the sundress and stood in front of the mirror in just my plain white bra and panties. I looked at my body like someone else might see it tomorrow. My perky breasts with their puffy pink nipples. The curve of my tiny waist into wide hips and that fat, juicy bubble butt that jiggled when I walked. My plump lips. The innocent hazel eyes staring back at me.

I whispered to my reflection, “You are really going to do this, Chloe?”

My voice sounded small. Scared. Eager in a way that made me feel ashamed.

I pulled on an oversized T-shirt and crawled into bed even though it was only early afternoon. Tomorrow at nine I would walk into that studio and become whatever a fluffer was. I did not know if I could go through with it. But I knew I had no choice.

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep, but all I could see was that heavy metal door and the promise of eight hundred dollars waiting on the other side.
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Ipulled my beat-up Honda into the cracked parking lot of Velvet Dreams Productions at exactly nine in the morning, my hands slick on the steering wheel and my heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. The San Fernando Valley sun already beat down like it wanted to melt me, and I glanced down at my outfit one last time. The yellow sundress was the most innocent thing I owned, thin cotton that hugged my tits and flared over my tiny waist before stopping mid-thigh. White knee socks climbed up my calves, the kind I used to wear in college when I still pretended I was a good girl. My long wavy chestnut hair was loose, freckles standing out on my flushed cheeks, and my plump lips felt too big, too obvious, like they already knew what I was here for.

Forty-two thousand dollars in student loans. Zero job offers after my Art History degree. Rent is due in six days. That Craigslist ad had seemed like a joke at first. Fluffer. But the money was real, cash under the table, and the lady on the phone had said I had the perfect look. Innocent. Fresh. Breakable.

God, what was I doing?

I stepped out, the heat wrapping around my bare legs, and walked toward the low beige building that looked more like a warehouse than a porn studio. My knees shook inside the knee socks. The front door buzzed when I pushed it, and cool air conditioning hit me like a slap.

A woman was waiting right inside, leaning against the reception desk like she owned the place. Platinum blonde hair cascaded down her back in perfect waves, and her tits were massive, easily double-Ds, straining against a tiny white crop top that showed off a pierced navel. Her skirt was so short it barely covered her ass, and when she smiled at me her tongue flicked out, a silver barbell glinting. Riley Knox. I knew her name from the email they sent last night.

She looked me up and down slowly, blue eyes dragging over my sundress, my tits, my hips, my sock-covered legs. Eye-fucking me. That was the only word for it. Heat rushed to my face.

“Oh honey,” she purred, voice low and smoky, “you are going to be delicious.”

I swallowed hard. “Chloe. Chloe Vale. I’m… the new fluffer?”

Riley laughed, a bright, filthy sound, and pushed off the desk. Her hips swayed as she walked over, heels clicking. Up close she smelled like vanilla and something muskier, like sex already. “I know, sweetie. Marcus told me all about you. Fresh meat. Come on, I’ll give you the tour before we throw you in the deep end.”

She looped her arm through mine like we were sorority sisters, her big soft tit pressing against my arm. I tried not to notice how my nipple tightened instantly under the thin dress.

The place was bigger than it looked from outside. Riley led me down a hallway lined with doors. “Trailers out back for the stars to rest between scenes,” she said, pointing through a window. “Some of them fuck in there too, just because they can. Sets are through here. We’ve got a bedroom set, an office set, schoolgirl classroom, dungeon. Whatever sells.”

Moans floated from behind one closed door, wet and rhythmic. I felt my face burn hotter.

Riley grinned. “That’s Scene Three today. Jax is wrecking some new girl. You’ll meet him soon enough.”

We passed the fluffer lounge next, a dim room with worn leather couches, a mini-fridge, and a wall of mirrors. A faint smell of bleach and cum hung in the air. Two girls in tiny robes were lounging, one scrolling her phone with dried white streaks still visible on her chin. They glanced up and smirked at me.

“New girl,” Riley announced. “Be nice.”

They waved lazily. My stomach flipped.

Then Riley steered me toward a heavy, soundproof door with a red light glowing above it. “Live set,” she whispered. “They’re rolling right now. Stay quiet.”

She cracked the door open and pulled me inside.

The heat hit me first, bright lights glaring down on a king-sized bed in the middle of the room. Cameras everywhere, a guy with a headset directing, and right there in the centre, real sex happening six feet away.

A petite brunette actress was on all fours, back arched, moaning like she was dying. Behind her, a huge, muscular guy gripped her hips and slammed into her, his cock disappearing completely with every thrust. It was massive, easily ten inches, thick and veined, glistening with her juices. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Her pussy lips stretched obscenely around him, cream coating his shaft every time he pulled back. His heavy balls swung forward and smacked against her clit with each brutal stroke.

I froze. My mouth went dry. My knees buckled.

I had seen nothing like this in my life. Not even close. Porn on my laptop was one thing. This was raw, loud, smelling of sweat and pussy and pure fucking. The actress’s tits bounced wildly, her face twisted in ecstasy. The guy’s abs flexed, sweat dripping down his chest. And that cock. God, the way it split her open, shiny and angry and endless.

My pussy clenched hard. A rush of wetness soaked my panties instantly. I pressed my thighs together under the sundress, mortified. No. This couldn’t be turning me on. I was just here for the money. I wasn’t… like that.

Riley leaned close, her breath hot in my ear. “First time seeing it live, huh? Watch how her cunt grips him. That’s what the fans pay for.”

The director called “Hold,” and everything stopped. The guy pulled out with a wet pop, his cock bobbing heavy and slick, still rock-hard. The actress stayed on all fours, panting, cum and her own juices dripping down her thighs.

Riley tugged my arm. “Fluffer time, newbie. But first, lesson one.”

She walked me right up to the edge of the set. The male talent glanced over, eyes raking over my body, and smirked. His cock twitched.

“Fluffers keep the boys ready,” Riley explained in a low, matter-of-fact voice, like she was showing me how to use the copier. “Between takes, you suck them clean. You deep-throat to keep them hard. You lick their balls, swallow their loads if they need to blow off steam. You edge them so they can last longer on camera. Sometimes you hold their balls while they fuck so they don’t cum too soon. It’s all about service, honey. You’re the invisible girl who makes the magic happen. And the pay is fucking fantastic.”

My head spun. Suck them clean? Swallow loads? My mind flashed to my innocent yellow dress, the knee socks, the Art History textbooks still stacked in my apartment. I whispered under my breath, “I cannot believe I am doing this.”

But my nipples were diamond-hard, poking against the cotton. My clit throbbed. A trickle of wetness slid down my inner thigh.

Riley smiled like she could smell it. “Now watch and learn. Kneel right here, Chloe.”

She pointed to the floor beside the male talent. My legs moved before my brain caught up. I dropped to my knees on the padded mat, sundress riding up, knee socks brushing the floor. The guy was right there, his massive cock inches from my face, still dripping. The smell hit me: salty skin, sweet pussy, raw sex. Thick and heady.

Riley took my shaking hand and guided it up. “Cup his balls. Gently. Feel how full they are.”

My palm slid under his heavy sack. Oh my god. They were so warm. So heavy. Like two ripe plums wrapped in soft, wrinkled skin. Thick veins pulsed against my fingers as I held them, supporting their weight. They tightened slightly at my touch, drawing up closer to his body. I could feel the cum churning inside, hot and thick.

The guy groaned approval and thrust back into the actress. The wet slapping started again. His balls swung in my palm with every powerful stroke, slapping my fingers, sliding against my skin. I held them steady, feeling them tighten more, feeling the heat radiate into my hand. The actress moaned louder as he pounded her, her juices coating his shaft and dripping down onto my wrist.

I was trembling. My pussy was soaked, panties clinging wetly, clit aching so bad I wanted to grind against my heel. Shame burned through me, hot and sweet. Here I was, a twenty-one-year-old virgin to real sex, kneeling in knee socks holding a stranger’s balls while he fucked another woman on camera. And I was dripping. My breath came in short gasps.

“Feel that?” Riley whispered beside me, her hand on my shoulder. “They’re getting tighter. Means he’s close. That’s why we fluff. You could lean in right now and lick them if you wanted. Taste her on him.”

I whimpered softly. I shouldn’t. But my mouth watered. My plump lips parted. The smell was everywhere, musky and delicious. My hazel eyes were wide, mascara already threatening to run from the sheer overwhelming filth of it.

His balls pulsed in my palm again, drawing up even tighter. He grunted, slamming deep. The actress screamed her orgasm, pussy clenching visibly around his cock. And I almost came right there on my knees, untouched, just from the humiliation and the heat and the weight in my hand.

Riley pulled me back gently as the director called cut. The guy pulled out, cock still raging, and Riley quickly wiped him down with a towel before nodding at me. “Good girl. First contact.”

My hand was still warm from his balls. I could smell him on my fingers. My sundress was damp between my legs.

Riley winked at me, big tits bouncing as she laughed softly. “Tomorrow you are really going to learn how to take care of these boys, newbie.”

She helped me to my feet, my knees wobbly, face burning crimson. As we left the set, the moans starting up again behind us. I knew my life had just changed forever. I was soaked, ashamed, and already aching for more.

I could not believe I was doing this.

But deep down, in the wet, throbbing place between my thighs, I knew I was going to do so much more.
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Istood there in the narrow hallway of Velvet Dreams Productions, my heart hammering so hard I thought it might burst right out of my chest. My palms were sweaty, and I kept wiping them on the sides of my simple black skirt. This was really happening. Just yesterday I had been a broke art history grad staring at my mounting student debt. Today I was about to learn how to be a fluffer in a porn studio in the hot San Fernando Valley.

Riley Knox grinned at me over her shoulder as she tugged me along by the wrist. She was everything I was not. Twenty-five years old with platinum blonde hair that fell in perfect waves down her back, massive fake tits straining against a tight pink tank top, and a sassy sway to her hips that screamed confidence. Her tongue piercing glinted when she spoke. “Come on, Chloe. The lounge is right this way. You are going to love this. Or at least your pussy will after the first few times.”

I let out a nervous laugh that sounded more like a squeak. “I still cannot believe I am doing this, Riley. I mean, I am an art history major. I should be in a museum or something. Not. Not here.” My voice trailed off as we pushed through a door marked Fluffer Lounge in faded letters.

The room was not what I expected. It was surprisingly cosy in a sleazy way. Plush couches lined the walls, a mini-fridge hummed in the corner, and there were mirrors everywhere. The air smelled like vanilla air freshener mixed with something muskier. Posters of past productions covered the walls. Naked bodies in every position imaginable stared back at me. In the centre of the room, a guy was lounging on a big couch. He looked mid-thirties, fit but not superstar ripped, with short brown hair and an easy smile. Scott Riley had called him earlier. A mid-tier performer who needed to stay ready between scenes.

Scott waved casually. “Hey new girl. Riley is the best teacher. You are in expert hands.”

Riley laughed and shoved me gently toward a chair right next to the couch. “Sit your cute little ass down and watch first, Chloe. Pay attention to everything. Fluffers keep the talent hard and happy. No pressure.” She winked.

I sat, crossing my legs tightly. My tits felt heavy under my thin white blouse, and my fat juicy bubble butt pressed into the cushion. I was only five three but my curves felt so exposed here. My big, innocent hazel eyes were wide as Riley dropped to her knees in front of Scott without hesitation.

“Lesson one,” she said in that big sister tone, “is sloppy is good. Guys love the mess. The wetter and nastier, the better.” She reached out and unzipped Scott’s jeans with practised ease. His cock sprang out, already half hard. It was about seven inches and thick, with a slight upward curve and heavy balls hanging below. The head was shiny and pink.

My mouth went dry. I had seen porn before, sure. But never this close. Never live. “Oh my god,” I whispered to myself.

Riley wrapped her manicured hand around the base and stroked him slowly. “See how I start soft? Build it up.” She leaned in and dragged her pierced tongue along the underside from balls to tip. Scott groaned. That tongue piercing clicked against his skin. She swirled it around the head, collecting a bead of pre-cum that had formed.

“First taste is always the best,” Riley murmured, looking right at me. “Salty. A little sweet sometimes. Addictive.” She opened her mouth wide and took him in. The wet slurp filled the room as her lips stretched around his girth. She bobbed her head, taking more each time. Thick strings of saliva already trailed from her mouth down his shaft.

I could not look away. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, but between my thighs, my pussy started to tingle. This was so wrong. I was watching a woman suck a stranger’s cock like it was the most normal thing. Riley gagged softly as she pushed deeper, her throat bulging slightly. Spit bubbled at the corners of her lips and dripped onto Scott’s balls. She pulled off with a gasp, a long rope of thick saliva connecting her plump lips to his glistening cock.

“See that, Chloe? Throat bulge. That is what they want. Relax your gag reflex. Breathe through your nose.” She dived back down, face fucking herself on him with wet glucking sounds. Balls slapped against her chin. Mascara started to run just a little as her eyes watered. She looked so filthy and so in control at the same time.

My nipples hardened against my bra. I squeezed my thighs together. A trickle of wetness escaped my panties and slid down my inner thigh. What the fuck was wrong with me? I was getting turned on watching this. Shame flooded me, but my clit throbbed anyway.

Riley pulled off again, gasping. Strings of spit hung from her chin. “Your turn soon, sweetie. But watch me finish the demo.” She went back to work, sucking harder. Her head moved faster. Slurps and gags echoed. Scott’s hand rested on her head, but let her lead. “Fuck, Riley. You are still the queen.”

She hummed around him, the vibration making him twitch. More saliva poured out, coating everything in a shiny mess. She cupped his balls, massaging them while deep-throating. I saw her throat expand each time the head pushed in. It was mesmerising and disgusting and hot all at once.

After a few minutes she popped off, stroking him fast with both hands. “He is close. But we edge them sometimes. Keep them ready for the camera.” She licked his balls thoroughly, sucking one into her mouth with a pop. Then back to the head. Her pierced tongue flicked the slit.

Scott groaned louder. “Shit, I am gonna cum if you keep that up.”

Riley smiled up at him. “Good. Show the new girl how a proper fluffer finishes.” She took him deep again, sucking with hollowed cheeks. Her hand twisted at the base. Wet, obscene sounds filled the lounge. Spit flew. Her tits bounced with each bob.

I was breathing fast now. My hand unconsciously pressed against my skirt over my mound. I stopped myself, but the damage had been done. My panties were soaked through.

Riley moaned around the cock as Scott tensed. “Here it comes,” she mumbled. Then he erupted. I watched her throat work as she swallowed load after load without spilling a drop. When she finally pulled off, she opened her mouth to show it was empty. A little cum glistened on her lips. She licked it up and swallowed with a happy sigh.

“Perfect,” she said, standing and wiping her chin. “Your turn, Chloe. On your knees.”

My stomach flipped. “Riley, I. I do not know if I can. I have never. This is crazy.” My voice shook, but I stood up on wobbly legs. My pussy betrayed me, aching and wet.

She laughed softly and guided me to the floor in front of Scott. His cock was still hard, slick with her spit and a fresh bead of pre-cum at the tip. It twitched as I stared. “Everyone is nervous their first time. You need this job, right? Forty-two thousand in debt? This pays the bills and more. Plus.” She leaned down and whispered in my ear. “I can see your thighs are shiny. You are dripping already, you little slut in training.”

I whimpered. She was right. The shame made my face flame red, but my clit pulsed.

“Start with your hand,” Riley instructed. She took my small hand and wrapped it around the warm, veiny shaft. It was so thick my fingers did not meet. Hot. Pulsing. “Stroke nice and slow. Feel it.”

I moved my hand up and down awkwardly. It felt strange. Silky skin over steel hardness. Scott smiled down at me encouragingly. “Nice and easy, Chloe.”

Riley knelt beside me, her hand over mine guiding the rhythm. “Good. Now lean in. Lick the head. Taste that pre-cum.”

I hesitated, my plump cock-sucking lips inches from it. The smell was musky, manly. I stuck out my tongue and flicked the tip. Salty. Slightly bitter. Warm. “Oh,” I gasped. The flavour exploded on my tongue. Not bad. Weirdly good.

“See? Not so bad,” Riley cooed. “Now open wide. Take the head in your mouth.”

My hands shook as I parted my lips and slid the head inside. It filled my mouth instantly. So warm. So real. I swirled my tongue around it like I had seen Riley do. Scott moaned. “Fuck, her mouth is hot.”

I bobbed a little, taking another inch. Then I gagged as it hit the back of my throat. I pulled back, coughing, spit trailing from my lips. “Sorry. I am bad at this,”

Riley petted my long, wavy, chestnut hair. “No one is good at first. Relax your throat. Breathe. Try again.”

I tried once more. The cock slid between my lips again. I sucked gently, my big hazel eyes looking up. Tears formed as I pushed deeper. My freckled cheeks hollowed. Saliva started to drip down my chin.

“That’s it,” Riley praised. “Use your tongue on the underside. Good girl.”

I was doing it. Sucking my first cock. The shame was overwhelming. I was on my knees in a porn studio on my first day. But my pussy was dripping down my thighs now. Actual drops. My tiny waist clenched as arousal built.

Riley watched closely. “Deeper now.” She put her hand on the back of my head. Not forcing yet, but guiding. “Relax. Take more.”

I gagged again, but held it in. The thick shaft stretched my mouth. My plump lips were wrapped tight. More spit poured out, making messy trails down the shaft to his balls.

“Look at that. Already making such a sloppy mess. Natural talent.” Riley’s voice was husky with approval.

Scott groaned. “Her mouth feels amazing. Tight and wet.”

Encouraged, I tried to take even more. But when the head bumped my throat, I panicked and pulled off, gasping. Thick saliva ropes hung from my chin to the cock. My mascara was starting to run from the tears.

Riley wiped my chin with her thumb and fed the spit back to me. “Swallow your spit. Get used to it. Now, I am going to help you take it all the way.”

My eyes widened. “All the way? Riley, it is too big. I can’t.”

“You can and you will. This is training.” Her tone was firm but kind. She gripped my hair gently and pushed my head down. The cock slid in. Three inches. Four. Five. I gagged hard, throat convulsing around it. My eyes watered heavily. But I did not pull away.

“Through the nose. Breathe.” She pushed more. Six inches. My throat bulged visibly. I could feel it. The fullness was insane. Balls almost touching my chin.

I made horrible glucking sounds. Spit bubbled out around the shaft and dripped onto my tits, soaking my blouse. My pussy clenched hard. I was so wet it felt like I peed myself a little, but I knew it was arousal.

“Almost there, baby. One more push.” Riley forced my head down the last inch. My nose pressed into his pubes. Balls rested on my chin. Full balls deep. My throat spasmed around the entire seven inches. I gagged violently, but she held me there for several long seconds. “Good girl. Feel that? You are deep-throating like a pro already.”

Tears streamed down my freckled cheeks. Mascara ran in black streaks. But my clit was on fire. I came a tiny bit right there. A small orgasm rippled through me without my pussy even being touched. My thighs were slick.

Riley finally let me pull back. I gasped for air, coughing up thick throat slime that hung in long ropes from my lips to the shiny cock. “I cannot believe I did that,” I rasped. My voice was hoarse.

“You did amazing,” Riley said, petting my hair. “Now finish him. Suck him good and swallow every drop. Fluffers always swallow.”

I dived back in with more confidence now. The shame was still there, but the horniness was winning. I bobbed my head, taking him deep each time with wet slurps. My hands cupped his balls like Riley had. I gagged and slobbered messily. Spit everywhere. On my face, my tits, the floor.

Scott’s breathing sped up. “Fuck, I am close.”

Riley held my head and encouraged. “That is it, Chloe. Take his load. Swallow like a good little cocksucker.”

The words sent another throb through my pussy. I sucked harder. Then Scott groaned and exploded. Hot thick cum shot into my mouth and straight down my throat. Rope after rope. Salty. Thick. Musky. I swallowed frantically, gulping it down. Some bubbled up into my nose. I coughed but kept sucking, milking every drop.

I swallowed every last bit. When he finished, I pulled off, gasping. A little cum dripped from my plump lips, but I licked it up. My first load. I had swallowed a man’s cum.

Riley beamed and stroked my hair. “Such a natural little cocksucker. I knew you would be good at this. How do you feel?”

I sat back on my heels, face a mess of spit, tears, and cum residue. My blouse was ruined. My thighs were drenched. Inside, shame warred with this new, throbbing need. I should not love this. But my pussy was still pulsing. I wanted more. “I. I don’t know, Riley. It was so much. But. I came a little. Without touching myself.”

She laughed and helped me up, hugging me against her big tits. “That is the start, sweetie. Welcome to the family. You are going to be the best fluffer in the valley soon. Now let us get you cleaned up before your next lesson.”

As we left the lounge, I glanced back at Scott, who gave me a thumbs-up. My mind raced. What had I become in one afternoon? A shy art grad, one minute. A cum-swallowing fluffer the next. The worst part? I could not wait for whatever came next.
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Icould still taste Scott on my tongue when Riley patted my ass and left me standing there like fresh meat. The fluffer lounge door clicked shut behind her platinum blonde hair and that sassy little laugh she gave me right before she said, “Jax likes them nervous, sweetie. You’ll do great.” My knees felt like jelly. This was only my second real day at Velvet Dreams, and already my lips were puffy from Riley’s training lesson. My pussy still throbbed from the way she had made me practice on his cock while she whispered filthy encouragement in my ear. But this? This time I was on my own.

Jax “The Bull” Monroe sat in the big director’s chair on the edge of the set, legs spread wide, black silk robe hanging open just enough to show the heavy outline of what waited underneath. Ten point five inches of pure monster cock. I had seen the measurements on the talent sheet Marcus showed me on my first day, but seeing it in person was something else entirely. He was twenty-eight, built like a linebacker, dark skin gleaming under the studio lights, a gold chain resting against his muscled chest. His eyes locked on me the second Riley disappeared.

“Well, well,” he rumbled, voice deep enough to vibrate in my chest. “Fresh little college cum-rag. Riley said you got a pretty mouth. Show me.”

My cheeks burned. I was wearing a tiny white tank top and pink thong they had given me, and nothing else. My tits strained against the thin fabric, puffy pink nipples already hard from nerves and the cool air. My long, wavy, chestnut hair hung loose down my back, and I knew my big hazel eyes looked way too innocent for this. “I, um… I’m Chloe,” I whispered, hands twisting in front of me. “This is my first time on my own with real talent.”

He laughed low and mean. “I know who you are, baby girl. Twenty-one-year-old broke art history bitch with forty-two grand in debt. Crawl over here and open that scholarship mouth.”

My stomach flipped. Part of me wanted to run. The other part, the part that had got soaking wet while Riley taught me how to deep-throat, made my thighs press together. I dropped to my hands and knees on the cheap carpet and crawled the ten feet to him. My fat, juicy bubble butt swayed behind me, and I could feel how wet my thong already was.

Jax spread his legs wider and let the robe fall completely open. His cock flopped out, heavy and thick, already half hard, the dark head thicker than my wrist. Veins ran all over it like ropes. His balls hung low and full, each one the size of a plum. The musky scent hit me and my mouth watered before I could stop it.

“Hands behind your back, college cum-rag,” he ordered. “This ain’t no romance novel. You’re here to keep Daddy’s dick hard between takes. Nothing more.”

I clasped my wrists behind me and leaned in. My plump cock sucking lips parted and I kissed the fat head. It was hot, silky, already leaking a thick bead of pre-cum. I licked it up and moaned softly. Salty. Warm. God, why did it taste so good?

Jax grabbed a fistful of my chestnut hair and yanked my head back. “Lick it first. Show me how grateful you are for this big black cock.”

I ran my tongue from his balls all the way up the underside, slow and sloppy. Thick saliva strings connected my tongue to his shaft when I pulled away. I did it again and again until the whole thing glistened. His cock grew in my face, swelling to its full ten and a half inches, so thick my fingers wouldn’t meet if I wrapped both hands around it. Which I wasn’t allowed to do.

“Open.”

I opened wide. Jax pushed the head past my lips and didn’t stop. He slid straight into my throat, like it belonged there. My eyes went wide. I gurgled helplessly as my throat stretched around the invasion. I could feel the fat head bulging my neck, pressing against the tight ring deep inside. Spit poured from the corners of my mouth in thick ropes, dripping onto my tits and soaking my tank top.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Look at that pretty white throat stretching for Daddy. Gonna ruin this college mouth.”

He held my head down until my nose pressed against his pubic bone. My throat convulsed around him, milking his cock on pure reflex. Tears spilled down my cheeks, taking my mascara with them in black streaks. My lungs burned, but I didn’t pull away. I couldn’t. His grip was iron.

When he finally let me up for air, I gasped, coughing up thick throat slime that splattered across his balls. “Please… it’s too big,” I whimpered, but my voice was hoarse and my pussy was dripping down my thighs.

“Too big?” Jax laughed and slapped my face with his wet cock, leaving a shiny streak across my freckled cheek. “You’re a fluffer now, bitch. This is what you signed up for. Now choke on my balls.”

He lifted his heavy sack and pressed it to my lips. I opened obediently and sucked one fat ball into my mouth, then the other. They were so full they stretched my cheeks. I swirled my tongue, moaning around them while spit ran down my chin in rivers. The humiliation burned in my stomach, but my clit throbbed harder than it ever had in my life. I was so wet I could hear it when I shifted on my knees.

Jax pulled his balls free with a wet pop and shoved his cock back down my throat in one thrust. He started face fucking me for real then, hips snapping forward, balls slapping my chin with loud wet smacks. Gluck. Gluck. Gluck. The filthy sounds filled the empty set. My throat bulged obscenely every time he bottomed out. I could see it in the mirror across the room, my slender neck swelling like a snake swallowing prey.

“Fuck yeah, take it, you little cum-rag,” he snarled. “Gonna fill that belly with so much nut you’ll look pregnant.”

My hands stayed locked behind my back like a good girl, even though my lungs screamed. Drool cascaded down my chin, soaking my tits until the white tank top was completely see-through. My puffy nipples poked out like little pink diamonds. Every brutal thrust sent sparks straight to my clit. I had never come from just sucking cock before, but I was getting close. My hips rocked uselessly, grinding nothing but air.

Jax noticed. “Look at you. Little college slut creaming her thong from getting her face fucked. You love this shit, don’t you?”

I tried to nod, but he was buried too deep. My throat made wet gurgling noises around him. He pulled out long enough for me to suck in a desperate breath, strings of spit connecting my lips to his cock like obscene tethers.

“Say it,” he demanded, slapping my sloppy face again.

“I… I love it,” I gasped, voice wrecked. “I love your big black cock stretching my throat.”

“Good girl.” He rewarded me by shoving back in and holding me there, grinding his hips so the head rubbed deep in my oesophagus. My vision sparkled. My pussy clenched hard and suddenly I was coming. No hands, no clit touching, just his monster cock owning my throat. My whole body shook. My knees buckled. A gush of girl cum soaked through my thong and ran down my thighs in clear, shiny rivers. I screamed around his cock, but it came out as a muffled, wet vibration that made him groan.

“Fuck, she’s coming hands free,” he laughed. “What a natural-born throat whore.”

He kept fucking my face through my orgasm, using my convulsing throat like a fleshlight. My mascara tears mixed with spit and ran in black rivers down my neck. My lips were stretched obscenely around the base. My nose mashed against his pelvis with every thrust. I was a drooling, choking mess, and I had never felt more alive.

Jax’s balls started to tighten against my chin. “Here it comes, college cum-rag. Gonna flood that belly.”

He slammed in one last time and held me there. His cock swelled even thicker and then erupted. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted straight into my stomach. I could feel every pulse, every jet. There was so much. My throat worked on autopilot, swallowing frantically, but some still backed up. Cum bubbled out of my nose in two thick white streams, dripping over my upper lip. I kept swallowing and swallowing until the pressure eased.

When he finally pulled out, I collapsed forward onto my hands, coughing up bubbles of cum and spit onto the carpet. My belly felt bloated, like I had chugged a protein shake. Cum leaked from my ruined lips in a steady stream. I couldn’t stop licking them, chasing every drop with my tongue.

Jax stood over me, cock still half hard and shiny with my throat slime. He patted my head like a good little pet. “Not bad for a first-timer. You took every inch and swallowed like a champ. Riley trained you right.”

I looked up at him through tear-streaked eyes, chest heaving, tits heaving, face a total wreck. And I smiled. A small, shy, cum-smeared smile. Because I had come harder than I ever had in my life just from sucking his cock. My pussy still fluttered with aftershocks. The shame was still there, hot in my cheeks, but underneath it something else was waking up. Pride. Filthy, dripping pride.

I licked my lips again, tasting him. “Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered hoarsely.

He chuckled and tucked his massive cock back into his robe. “You’re gonna be a star fluffer, little girl. Now, go clean up. Next take is in twenty. And tell Riley I said you need more practice on balls.”

I crawled to my feet on shaky legs, cum still leaking from my nose and mouth. My thong was ruined, soaked and clinging to my swollen pussy lips. As I walked back toward the fluffer lounge, I felt every eye on the set watching me. The shame burned brighter, but so did the heat between my legs.

I had to survive Zane tomorrow. And Raven. God help me.

I wiped a thick rope of cum from my chin and sucked it off my finger without thinking. My pussy clenched again.

I really was becoming their little cum slut.
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Istood outside the door to Studio Three with my knees already shaking. The air smelled like sweat and latex and that cheap vanilla air freshener they sprayed everywhere to cover the sex. My shift had started two hours ago, and I had already swallowed two loads from the morning crew, but this one felt different. Zane “Rebel” Kane was inside finishing his first take, and Marcus had sent me in with a wink. “He likes it sloppy, princess. Make sure that curved dick stays rock hard for round two.”

I swallowed hard. My pussy was already leaking into the tiny thong Riley had made me wear under the short fluffer robe. God, I was twenty-one years old with an art history degree, and I was dripping like a faucet because some tattooed porn star was about to use my face. What the hell had happened to me in three days?

The door opened. Zane stepped out, towel around his neck, sweat glistening on the ink that covered his chest and arms. His cock swung heavy between his legs, still half-hard, eight and a half inches of thick, upward-curving meat that looked like it had been designed to wreck throats. A silver ring pierced the head, catching the light. His eyes locked on me, and a slow, mean grin spread across his face.

“Well, well. Fresh meat. You the new college whore they hired?”

My cheeks burned. “I… I’m Chloe. The fluffer.”

He laughed low in his throat and grabbed my wrist, pulling me inside the small break room attached to the set. The door clicked shut. One bare bulb hung from the ceiling. A ratty couch sat against the wall, and a mirror leaned in the corner so the talent could check their angles.

“On your knees, slut.”

I dropped before I could think. The concrete floor bit into my skin, but I barely felt it. Zane stepped closer until that curved cock bobbed right in front of my lips. It was already thickening again, veins pulsing along the shaft. The head was fat and flushed dark purple, the piercing gleaming.

“Open that fucking mouth wider, slut,” he snarled.

I did. God help me, I did. My lips stretched around the thick head and the metal ring clicked against my teeth. He tasted salty and musky, leftover cum and pussy juice from the scene he had just shot. My eyes watered instantly.

“Deeper. I want to feel that throat bulge.”

He grabbed the back of my head with both hands and thrust. The curve of his cock hit the back of my throat at a perfect angle, and my gag reflex exploded. Gluck. The sound was wet and obscene. Thick ropes of saliva poured from the corners of my mouth and splattered onto my tits. My robe fell open. My puffy pink nipples were rock hard.

“Fuck yes. Look at those pretty hazel eyes watering for me.” He pulled back just enough for me to gasp, then slammed in again. My throat stretched visibly around him. I could see it in the mirror. My neck bulged every time he drove forward. Balls slapped my chin. Wet, heavy smacks that echoed in the tiny room.

I should not like this. I should not be soaking through my thong while a man I barely knew fucked my face like a fleshlight. But my clit was throbbing so hard it hurt.

Zane slapped his heavy cock against my cheek. Smack. Smack. “My personal college whore. Bet you were studying Renaissance paintings last week and now you’re gagging on rebel dick. Say it.”

I coughed up a thick string of throat slime that hung from my chin like a necklace. “I’m… I’m your personal college whore.” My voice was hoarse already.

“Louder, bitch.”

“I’m your personal college whore!”

He grinned and shoved back in, fucking my throat in short, brutal strokes. Every time the head popped past my tonsils, my pussy clenched. I could feel myself dripping down my thighs. My hands flew to my tits and I pinched my nipples hard, rolling them between my fingers while he used me.

“Touch that cunt. I want to hear how wet you are.”

I slid one hand under my robe. My fingers slipped through my folds and I moaned around his cock. The vibration made him groan.

“Fuck, that’s it. Play with that sloppy little pussy while I wreck your face.”

I rubbed my clit in fast circles. My hips bucked. Saliva poured down my chin and onto my tits in thick, shiny rivers. My mascara was already running. Black tears streaked my freckled cheeks. I looked like a total mess in the mirror and I could not stop.

Zane pulled out suddenly and slapped my face with his wet cock. Left cheek. Right cheek. The heavy meat made loud, filthy smacks. “Beg for it, college girl. Beg me to use your face like the studio whore you are.”

My first day I would have cried and run. Now the words tumbled out before I could stop them. “Please… please use my face. Fuck my throat raw. I need it.”

His eyes flashed with dark pleasure. “Say it again. Tell me what a dirty little cum slut you are.”

“I’m a dirty little cum slut. Please, Zane. Use me. I want to feel you in my stomach.”

He grabbed my hair in one fist and drove back in, all the way to the root. My nose pressed into his trimmed pubes. His balls rested on my chin. The curve of his cock forced my throat to open wider than ever. I choked. I gurgled. Thick bubbles of spit exploded from my nostrils and ran down over my lips.

I came. Hard. My pussy spasmed around my fingers and I squirted a little onto the floor. My muffled scream vibrated around his shaft.

“Jesus Christ, you just came from getting your throat fucked? What a perfect little fluffer.” He held me there, buried to the hilt, grinding his hips so the head rubbed against the back of my throat. My vision blurred. My lungs burned. I loved it.

He finally let me breathe. I gasped and coughed, and more throat slime poured out. I looked up at him with wet, ruined eyes. “More. Please. I want all of it.”

Zane laughed, low and mean. “You’re learning fast, whore.”

He face-fucked me for what felt like forever. Long, deep strokes that made my throat bulge again and again. Short, rapid pumps that made my lips flutter around the base. He slapped my tits, pinched my nipples, called me every filthy name he could think of. College whore. Campus cum-dump. Studio throat toy. Each word made my pussy clench harder.

I was fingering myself the whole time, two fingers buried deep, thumb grinding my clit. My robe was completely open now. My fat, juicy bubble butt rested on my heels. I could hear how wet I was. Squish, squish, squish in time with his balls slapping my chin.

“Gonna feed you a big load soon,” he growled. “But first I want to paint that pretty face.”

He pulled out and started stroking that curved monster right in front of my open mouth. I stuck my tongue out like a good girl. Thick strings of my own spit connected my lips to his cock.

“Beg for my cum.”

“Please cum on me. Please paint your college whore. I need it so bad. I’ll swallow every drop you let me have.”

His hand flew faster. The head flared. The piercing winked at me.

“Fuck… here it comes!”

The first rope was massive. It blasted across my tongue and hit the back of my throat so hard I gagged again. I swallowed instinctively, and it went straight down. The second rope hit my upper lip and splattered across my nose. The third painted my left eye shut. Hot, thick, endless spurts. I kept my mouth wide open, tongue out, moaning like a bitch in heat.

Cum dripped from my eyelashes. It ran down my cheeks and off my chin in heavy white sheets. Some of it landed on my tits and slid down over my hard nipples. I could not stop coming. My fingers blurred on my clit, and another orgasm ripped through me. I whimpered and shook while he emptied every drop onto my ruined face.

When he finally stopped, my face was a glazed mask. Thick globs clung to my freckles. A long rope hung from my chin and stretched all the way to my right nipple. I looked like the cheapest, sluttiest porn girl in the valley. And I had never been wetter.

Zane stepped back and admired his work. “Good girl. Now clean the rest.”

I leaned forward on my knees and sucked the last drops from his softening cock, swirling my tongue around the piercing. I licked his balls clean. I even ran my tongue along the underside where my throat slime had pooled. Every swallow sent fresh heat through my belly.

He patted my messy head. “You’re gonna be the best fluffer in this shithole studio, college whore. I can already tell.”

I sat back on my heels, cum still dripping onto my tits, and smiled up at him through the mess. My voice was wrecked, barely more than a whisper. “Thank you, Zane.”

Inside my head, the old Chloe was screaming. I should not love this. I should not be proud of being covered in a stranger’s cum while my pussy still twitched from the best orgasm of my life. But the new Chloe, the one who was waking up fast, whispered back: Shut up and enjoy it. You’re exactly where you belong.

Zane tucked himself away and left me there on my knees, face painted, tits glistening, fingers still lazily circling my swollen clit. I stayed like that for a long minute, breathing hard, tasting him on every breath.

Then I scooped a thick glob of his cum off my cheek and sucked it off my finger with a happy little moan.

I was ruined.

And I could not wait for the next break.
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My body was still trembling from Zane’s rough treatment when Riley found me in the fluffer lounge. My knees ached against the thin carpet. My throat felt raw as if I had swallowed sandpaper. Thick strings of saliva and cum still clung to my chin despite my attempts to wipe them away. I sat on the worn couch. My petite frame curled up. The taste of salt and musk lingered on my plump lips.

“Damn, newbie. You look like you survived a war,” Riley said with a laugh. Her pierced tongue flashed as she handed me a bottle of water. Her busty platinum blonde figure towered over me in her tiny shorts and crop top. “Zane can be a beast. But hey. Marcus just called. You are up for trailer three. Kai Rivera. He is the gentlest one around here. Big teddy bear type. You will like him after that last asshole.”

I took the water with shaking hands. I gulped it down. My tits heaved under the thin tank top they had given me. My puffy pink nipples were still hard from the adrenaline. My fat, juicy bubble butt felt sore from kneeling so long. Between my thighs my pussy was traitorously wet. “I do not know if I can do another one today,” I whispered. I looked up at her. “My jaw hurts. And my mind. God. What am I becoming?”

Riley ruffled my long, wavy, chestnut hair. “You are becoming one of us, sweetie. And Kai? He is different. Sweet talker. Praises you the whole time. Go on. Freshen up a bit, but not too much. They like the messy look.”

I nodded reluctantly and made my way across the hot San Fernando Valley lot to trailer three. The LA sun beat down. Sweat trickled between my perky tits. My freckled cheeks were flushed. I could feel the mess on my face. I knocked softly on the door.

“Come in,” a deep, warm voice called.

I stepped inside the air-conditioned trailer. Kai Rivera was sitting on the edge of the bed, shirtless. He was huge. Twenty-nine years old. Broad shoulders. Tan Latino skin glistening under the lights. Dark hair tousled just right. His 9.5 inch cock was already semi-hard. Thick and veiny. Resting against his muscular thigh. Those kind brown eyes lit up when he saw me.

“Chloe. Right? The new fluffer. I have been looking forward to meeting you.” His voice was as smooth as honey. He had a slight accent that made my stomach flutter. He stood up. Towering over my 5 foot 3 frame. But there was no aggression in his movements. He reached out and gently tucked a strand of my chestnut hair behind my ear. “You look beautiful. Even with that sparkle in your eyes from a long day.”

I blushed hard. My natural blusher mixing with the embarrassment. “Thank you. I am here to get you ready for your scene.” My voice was small. My hands twisted in front of me. Inside, my thoughts raced. After Jax stretching my throat like a toy and Zane face-fucking me until cum bubbled from my nose, this felt too normal. Too intimate. My pussy clenched at the sight of his massive cock twitching.

Kai smiled softly and sat back down. He patted the spot next to him. “No rush, little one. Come here. Tell me how your first days have been going.”

I hesitated, but sat beside him. His body heat radiated. He smelled of clean soap and something masculine. “It is intense. I never thought I would be doing this. I am an Art History grad, for God’s sake. Now I am on my knees all day.” My lips trembled as I spoke.

He chuckled, his large hand resting on my tiny waist. “And yet here you are. Looking like an angel sent to save us all. I see how the others talk about you. But with me, it is different. I want you to feel good, too.” His thumb brushed my lower lip. I parted them instinctively.

My heart pounded. This was not like the others. No commands. No grabbing my hair roughly. “I should start,” I murmured. I slid off the couch onto my knees between his spread legs. His thick cock was now fully hard. 9.5 inches of veiny perfection. The head bulbous and leaking a bead of pre-cum.

I wrapped my small hands around the base. It was so thick my fingers barely met. “Oh my God,” I whispered to myself. “It is huge.”

Kai stroked my hair gently. “Take your time, Chloe. Show me that pretty mouth.”

I leaned in. My tongue darted out to lick the pre-cum. It was salty-sweet. I moaned softly despite myself. My hazel eyes looked up at him as I kissed the tip. Then opened wide to take the head in. My plump lips stretched around his girth. I sucked gently. Swirling my tongue.

“Such a good girl for me, Chloe,” Kai murmured. His thumb brushing a stray tear from my cheek while his thick cock throbbed on my tongue. For the first time, I did not feel dirty. I felt wanted. And that scared me more than any of the others.

I bobbed my head slowly. Taking more of him. Saliva built up quickly. Thick and stringy. I gagged softly as he hit the back of my throat. But he did not push. Instead, he held my hair back lovingly. “Look at you. So beautiful with my cock in your mouth. Those big eyes watering. Your cheeks hollowing. You were made for this, Chloe.”

His words sent shivers through me. My pussy was dripping now. Soaking my tiny thong. I could feel my juices running down my thighs. Shame burned in my chest, but it mixed with a growing heat. I sucked harder. Hollowing my cheeks. My tongue pressing against the thick vein underneath. Thick ropes of saliva dripped from my chin onto his heavy balls.

I pulled off for air. Gasping. Strings of spit connecting my lips to his cock. “It is so thick. I can feel it in my throat already.”

Kai lifted my chin. “You are doing amazing, baby. Keep going. Worship it.”

I dived back in. Taking him deeper. My throat bulged slightly as I forced more in. Gagging wetly but not stopping. The sounds were obscene. Gluck gluck as saliva sloshed. He groaned. His hand gently guiding but not forcing. “Fuck. Your mouth is perfect. Warm and wet. You are my good little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

I nodded around his cock. My freckled face, a mess of tears and spit. I loved the praise. It made my clit throb. I reached down and rubbed my pussy through my panties. Moaning around his length.

He noticed. “Let me take care of you, too.” With surprising strength, he pulled me up effortlessly. His muscles flexing. He lay back on the bed. “Take off those panties and come here. Sit on my face.”

My eyes widened. “I have not done that before. What if I am too heavy or…”

“You are perfect. Come ride my face, Chloe. Let me taste that sweet pussy.”

I stripped off my thong. My fat, juicy bubble butt and dripping cunt exposed. My puffy pink nipples poked through my tank top. I straddled his face. Lowering slowly. His strong hands gripped my ass cheeks. Spreading them.

The first lick of his tongue along my slit made me cry out. “Oh, fuck!” It was broad and hot. Lapping at my juices. He sucked my clit gently, then harder. His tongue flicking expertly.

I ground down. Riding his face. My hips rolled as he devoured me. Thick saliva and my pussy cream coated his chin and mouth. He hummed with pleasure. “You taste like heaven, baby. So wet for me. Grind on my tongue.”

I did. My small hands braced on his chest. My long hair fell around us as I rocked faster. His tongue pushed inside me. Fucking my hole. The wet sounds filled the trailer. Slurping. My moans. His groans vibrating against my clit.

I should not like this so much. I thought. But my body betrayed me. My pussy clenched. Dripping more. “Kai. It feels so good.”

He ate me with passion but tenderness. Alternating between long licks and sucking my clit. One hand reached up to pinch my nipple through my top. I pulled it off. Letting my tits bounce free. He massaged them as I rode his face harder.

The orgasm built fast. “I am going to cum!” I whimpered.

“Cum for me, good girl. Flood my mouth.”

I shattered. My body shaking as I squirted lightly on his tongue. He drank every drop. Licking me through the waves. My vision blurred with pleasure.

I slid down his body. His cock was rock hard. Slick with my spit from earlier. I took him in my mouth again. Tasting myself mixed with his pre-cum. I deep-throated as much as I could. Throat bulging. Gagging and drooling massively. Thick saliva ropes hung from my chin to his balls. I massaged his heavy sack. Sucking with renewed vigour.

Kai’s hands were in my hair. Gentle. “Yes. Just like that. You are incredible, Chloe. Such a talented mouth. I could do this all day with you.”

I worked him for what felt like forever. Edging him with my tongue. Popping off to lick his balls. Sucking them into my mouth one by one. They were large and full. My jaw ached, but I did not care. This connection felt real.

Finally, he groaned. “I am close, baby. Where do you want it?”

“In my mouth,” I said without thinking. “I want to swallow you.”

He thrust gently up as I sucked hard. His cock swelled. He came with a deep moan. Hot, thick ropes of cum flooded my mouth. I swallowed greedily. Some spilling out from the corners of my lips. But I caught it with my tongue. Cum bubbled slightly as I breathed. I gulped it all down. It tasted better than the others. Or maybe it was just him.

I milked every drop. Then rested my head on his thigh. Breathing hard,

Kai pulled me up into his arms. Cradling my petite body against his massive chest. He grabbed a warm cloth from somewhere and gently wiped my face. Cleaning the tears. Spit. And cum. “You are amazing, Chloe. Not just a fluffer. There is something special about you.”

He stroked my back. Kissing my forehead. We lay there for long minutes. His fingers traced my curves. “How are you feeling? Really?”

I snuggled closer, my pussy still tingling. The shame was there, but fading. “I think I like this job. At least with you. You make me feel wanted. Not just used.”

He smiled. His eyes warm. “Good. Because I want to see more of you. Not just here.”

As we talked softly, the spark ignited. This gentle giant had changed everything in one afternoon.
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Istood in the fluffer lounge wiping spit from my chin after Zane’s last break, my knees still aching from the concrete floor. My lips felt puffy and raw, and every time I swallowed I tasted the thick, salty load he had pumped down my throat twenty minutes earlier. The taste should have disgusted me. Instead, my pussy clenched around nothing, and a fresh trickle of my own slick slid down the inside of my thigh. God, what was wrong with me?

“Chloe!” Marcus yelled from the main set. “Raven needs fluffing. Now.”

My stomach dropped. Raven Voss. The goth queen of Velvet Dreams. Twenty-seven, all black lipstick and silver piercings, tattoos snaking over pale skin like dark lace. Everyone knew she was a full-on lesbian who only did scenes with women or strap-ons. But today the schedule said she was doing a mixed scene, which meant…

Riley appeared at my elbow, grinning like the cat that got the cream. Her platinum hair was pulled into a messy ponytail, and her pierced tongue clicked against her teeth. “You heard the man, baby girl. Time to learn how to eat pussy properly.”

“I’m not… I don’t…” My voice came out small. “I’m straight, Riley. I’ve never…”

“Yeah, yeah, heard that one before.” She looped her arm through mine and dragged me toward the set. “Just do what she tells you. Raven doesn’t bite… much.”

The set was dressed like a candlelit dungeon. Black velvet drapes, chains on the walls, a huge four-poster bed in the centre. Raven lounged on the edge of it in nothing but a black leather harness that framed her heavy tits and left her shaved pussy completely exposed. Her dark hair fell in messy waves, eyeliner sharp enough to cut glass. Between her spread thighs knelt one of the male talents, a thick-muscled guy named Derek, three fingers already buried knuckle-deep in her cunt. The wet squelching sounds filled the room every time he pumped them in and out.

Raven’s eyes locked on me the second I stepped into the lights. A slow, wicked smile curved her black lips.

“There’s my little straight fluffer,” she purred. Her voice was low, smoky, like smoke and honey. “Come here, Chloe. On your knees.”

My legs moved before my brain could argue. The carpet burned my knees as I crawled between her thighs. Up close her pussy was glistening, puffy outer lips spread wide around Derek’s thrusting fingers. Her clit poked out, swollen and shiny, a dark pink pearl begging for attention. The smell hit me, musky and sweet and so fucking feminine my mouth watered even as shame burned my cheeks.

“I… I’ve never done this,” I whispered, staring at the creamy wetness coating Derek’s fingers.

“I know.” Raven reached down and threaded her black-nailed fingers through my chestnut hair, yanking my face closer until my nose brushed her mound. “That’s what makes it so delicious. Lick me properly, little straight girl. Show me how much you don’t want this.”

Riley dropped onto the bed beside Raven, crossing her legs and smirking down at me. “Go on, Chloe. Tongue out. Pretend it’s a big fat cock if that helps your poor straight brain.”

I hesitated one second too long. Raven’s grip tightened, and she ground her soaked pussy right against my mouth. Hot, slippery flesh smeared across my lips. I gasped and my tongue darted out on instinct. The first taste exploded across my tongue, tangy and sweet and so much wetter than I expected. I tried to pull back, but Raven held me there.

“Mmm, there we go,” she moaned. “Deeper, baby. Suck on my clit like you mean it.”

I told myself that I hated it. I told myself this was just another job, another way to pay off my stupid student loans. But my tongue was already circling her swollen clit, lapping up the thick cream that leaked from her hole around Derek’s fingers. Every time he curled them, she gushed more, and I swallowed it down without thinking. My cheeks burned with humiliation. I’m not into girls. I’m not.

Except my nipples were so hard they ached inside my tiny tank top, and my pussy was throbbing so hard I could feel my clit pulsing against my soaked panties.

“Look at her go,” Riley laughed softly. She reached down and tucked a stray lock of my hair behind my ear so everyone could see my face buried in Raven’s cunt. “Your tongue’s working overtime for someone who swears she’s straight. Bet your little pussy is dripping down your thighs right now.”

I whimpered into Raven’s folds. The vibration made her hips jerk.

“Fuck, yes,” Raven hissed. “Suck harder, straight girl. Use that pretty mouth.”

I did. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked, tongue flicking fast and sloppy the way Riley had taught me to suck cock. Thick strings of her girl-cum stretched between my mouth and her pussy every time I pulled back for air. It coated my chin, dripped down my neck, and soaked the front of my shirt. I could feel it cooling on my skin, and somehow that made me even wetter.

Derek’s fingers made obscene wet noises as he finger-fucked her faster. Raven’s thighs started to tremble around my ears. She tasted stronger now, saltier, the flavour flooding my mouth every time she clenched.

“Oh, she’s getting close,” Riley announced cheerfully. “Chloe, baby, you’re making her clit so fat. Look how swollen it is under your tongue. You love this, don’t you? Even if you won’t admit it.”

I shook my head, but the motion only ground my nose harder against Raven’s clit. My denial came out as a muffled moan that made Raven laugh breathlessly.

“Such a good little liar,” she cooed. “Keep lying to yourself while you drink my pussy juice. I can feel how eager that tongue is.”

My hands were shaking on her thighs. I wasn’t allowed to touch myself, Marcus’s rule for fluffers on set, but I wanted to so badly. My clit was swollen and aching, every heartbeat sending sparks through my core. I was so close already and no one had even touched me.

Raven started grinding harder, smearing her soaked cunt all over my face. My nose, my cheeks, my forehead—everything was shiny with her. Mascara ran down my cheeks in black tears from the sheer overwhelming wetness. I kept licking, sucking, swallowing every drop she gave me.

“I’m not… into girls…” I gasped between licks, the words broken and pathetic. “This is… just work… oh fuck…”

Raven laughed, low and dirty. “Then why is your tongue so deep in my cunt, straight girl? Why are you swallowing my cream like it’s the best thing you’ve ever tasted?”

She was right. I was. I couldn’t stop. The taste was making my head spin, making my pussy clench and leak in steady pulses. My thighs were slick all the way to my knees now.

Riley leaned in close, voice sweet and cruel. “Cum for her, Chloe. I know you’re right on the edge. Show Raven what a desperate little bi-curious slut you really are.”

Raven’s fingers tightened in my hair until it hurt. “Do it. Make me cum on your face, and I’ll let you cum too.”

I whimpered and attacked her clit with everything I had, sucking hard, tongue lashing side to side. Derek’s fingers slammed into her faster, and suddenly Raven’s whole body went rigid.

“Fuck, yes, right there!” she cried out.

Her pussy flooded my mouth. Hot, thick girl-cum gushed across my tongue in waves. I swallowed frantically, but there was too much. It spilled from the corners of my mouth, ran down my chin in shiny ropes, and dripped onto the carpet between my knees. I kept licking through it all, drunk on the taste, on the way her clit throbbed against my tongue.

And then my own orgasm hit me like a freight train.

No hands. No cock. Just Raven’s pussy grinding against my face and the humiliating knowledge that I was cumming from eating a girl’s cunt for the first time. My vision whited out. My thighs clamped together so hard my clit got the perfect pressure and I came in long, shuddering waves that made my whole body shake. A broken moan vibrated into Raven’s folds as I kept licking her through both our orgasms, swallowing every drop she gave me while my own pussy spasmed and gushed into my ruined panties.

When it finally faded I was gasping, face shiny and dripping, lips swollen and glossy. Raven stroked my hair almost tenderly.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Such a talented little straight girl.”

Riley giggled and wiped a streak of Raven’s cum from my cheek with her thumb, then pushed it between my lips. I sucked it clean without thinking.

“Welcome to the club, baby,” she whispered. “Told you you’d like it.”

I sat back on my heels, chest heaving. My pussy was still twitching with aftershocks. I could taste Raven everywhere: on my tongue, in my throat, smeared across my entire face. Shame burned through me hot and bright, but underneath it was something darker and hungrier.

I’m not into girls.

The thought felt weaker now. Hollow. Because my body had just betrayed me in the most public, filthy way possible, and the worst part was…

I wanted to do it again.

Raven leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to my cum-slick forehead. “See you on set soon, Chloe. I have plans for that pretty mouth.”

She stood up on shaky legs, Derek’s fingers slipping out of her with a wet pop. Riley helped me to my feet, grinning the whole time.

“Better go clean up, princess. You look like a glazed donut.”

I stumbled toward the bathroom on trembling legs, pussy still leaking, mind spinning with questions I didn’t want answers to.

What the hell was happening to me?

And why did I already want Raven’s taste back on my tongue?


8




Ipushed through the heavy door of the fluffer lounge at Velvet Dreams just after ten. The San Fernando Valley heat already pressed against the windows, but inside it was cool and smelled like the usual mix of cheap vanilla air freshener, fresh cum, and the faint tang of pussy from the last girl who had used the couch. My legs still felt a little shaky from yesterday with Raven. I kept replaying it in my head. The way I came while I told myself over and over that I was not into girls. My pussy had clenched so hard I almost cried, but I was not going to admit it. Not even to myself.

I smoothed down my tiny fluffer uniform. The white tank top clung to my tits, my puffy pink nipples already stiff against the thin fabric. My shorts rode high on my butt, the kind of shorts that left half my cheeks out every time I bent over. My long wavy chestnut hair was loose today, freckles standing out on my flushed cheeks, big hazel eyes still a little puffy from last night’s mascara tears. I looked exactly like what I was becoming. The new cute girl who made all the talent ask for her by name.

Lexi was already there.

She leaned against the counter in her usual spot, platinum blonde ponytail swinging, sharp blue eyes flicking over me like I was something she wanted to scrape off her shoe. Twenty-three years old, fake C-cup tits pushed up so high they nearly spilled out of her baby-pink crop top, nipples pierced and clearly visible. Her waist was tiny, hips flared just enough, and her ass looked amazing in that denim miniskirt that barely covered anything. She had been the favourite fluffer for almost a year. Top earner. The one the guys requested when they wanted a sloppy, no-limits warm-up. Until I showed up and started turning heads.

“Morning, newbie,” she said, voice sticky-sweet. She stirred her iced latte with a straw, pink tongue flicking out to catch a drop. “You look extra fuckable today. New lip gloss?”

I forced a smile. My plump cock-sucking lips felt extra glossy because I had spent ten minutes making them perfect for Kai later. “Thanks, Lexi. Just trying to keep up.”

She laughed, short and sharp. “Cute. Oh, hey, quick heads-up. Your first call got moved. Three talents need serious pre-fluffing in the break room before their group scene. They asked for you specifically. Call time is ten-fifteen. Better hustle. You know how cranky they get if they go in cold.”

I checked my phone. Ten-oh-five. My stomach flipped. “Ten-fifteen? I thought it was eleven.”

Lexi shrugged, innocent as anything. “Marcus texted the new schedule last night. Guess you missed it. Break room. Curtain setup. They want anonymous so they stay focused for the shoot. Go be a good girl.”

I nodded fast, heart racing. “Okay. Thanks, Lexi. I owe you.”

She smiled wide, teeth perfect and mean. “No problem, new girl. Knock ‘em dead.”

I practically ran down the hallway, sandals slapping the tile. My tits bounced with every step. My pussy was already getting slick just thinking about three cocks at once. Shame burned in my chest. I should not be dripping over this. I was an Art History graduate, not some studio cum-rag. But my body knew better now. After Jax stretching my throat, after Zane’s rough throat-pies, after Kai’s gentle praise and Raven’s mocking, I knew exactly how much I craved it. My shorts were damp between my legs by the time I reached the break room door.

I pushed it open.

The break room was dimmer than usual. Couches pushed back, fridge humming. And right in the middle of the far wall hung a heavy black curtain from ceiling to floor, slits cut at perfect cock height. Three pairs of bare feet showed underneath. Pants pooled around ankles. Three thick, hard cocks already pushed through the openings, twitching in the cool air.

One monster. Dark, veiny, easily ten and a half inches, heavy balls hanging low. One curved, eight and a half, the head flared and angry. One thick and straight, nine inches, a fat vein running the whole length.

No faces. No names. Just ready meat.

A muffled voice came from behind the fabric. “That the new fluffer?”

“Yeah,” I whispered, voice shaking even though my thighs were slippery. “I’m here for your pre-fluff.”

“Then get on your fucking knees, princess.”

I dropped. The padded mat under the curtain was already sticky from earlier use. My knees sank in. I stared at the three cocks inches from my face. My mouth watered so fast I had to swallow hard. Thick saliva pooled under my tongue.

I started with the biggest one. Both small hands wrapped around the shaft. My fingers did not meet. I leaned forward, plump lips kissing the fat head, then opened wide. The first thick inch slid over my tongue. I moaned around it, shame and hunger mixing until I could not tell them apart. Deeper. My throat bulged visibly as I forced myself down. Saliva poured out the corners of my mouth in heavy ropes, dripping onto my tank top, soaking through to my hard nipples.

The curved cock bumped my left cheek. I grabbed it with my left hand, stroking fast, thumb swirling over the leaking slit. The thick, straight one got my right hand. I bobbed on the monster, gagging wetly every time the head punched the back of my throat. Gluck. Gluck. Gluck. The sounds echoed off the walls. My hazel eyes watered, mascara already starting to run.

I popped off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting my lips to the dark head. “Fuck, you’re huge,” I panted, then dove onto the curved one. It hit different, the bend pressing against the roof of my mouth then sliding straight down my gullet. My throat expanded around it. I held myself there, nose pressed to the curtain, chin against heavy balls. My tongue flicked out to lap at the sack while I choked.

The third guy groaned and thrust through the curtain, smearing pre-cum across my freckled cheek.

I switched again, sucking hard, jerking the other two with slick, sloppy hands. Spit flew everywhere. It ran down my chin in thick, clear ropes, splattered my tits, soaked the front of my tank until my puffy nipples were completely visible through the wet fabric. My bubble butt stuck out behind me, round and jiggling every time I gagged forward.

The first cock started pulsing. I felt it swell on my tongue.

“Swallow it all, slut,” the voice growled.

I did. Hot, thick ropes blasted straight down my throat. I gulped and gulped, but it was too much. Some shot up into my nose and bubbled out, dripping down over my upper lip. I pulled back coughing, cum spraying from my nostrils, but I kept stroking him through it. The second guy took his turn immediately, shoving deep. My throat made wet, obscene noises. More spit poured out, soaking my tits until they gleamed.

Lexi’s voice cut through the mess from the doorway.

“Well, well. Look at the new fluffer whore. Already addicted.”

I glanced over, eyes blurry with tears and cum. Lexi stood there, arms crossed under her fake tits, smirking like she had won the lottery. She had her phone out, recording.

I should have been furious. Instead, my pussy clenched so hard a fresh gush of wetness slid down my inner thigh. I opened my mouth wider for the next cock, tongue hanging out like a desperate puppy. “I have to keep them ready,” I gasped, voice hoarse. “It’s my job.”

Lexi laughed, high and cruel. “Sure it is. Keep telling yourself that while you drown in dick. Stealing my calls, stealing my tips. Now you’re just another sloppy little cum-dump.”

The third guy grabbed my hair through the curtain and face-fucked me hard. Balls slapped my chin with wet smacks. My throat bulged over and over. I gagged loudly, spit exploding around the shaft, running in rivers down my neck, between my tits, all the way to my shorts. My hands never stopped working the other two, twisting, pumping, milking.

They rotated again. The monster pushed back in. I took him balls-deep, throat convulsing around him. My nose pressed to the curtain. I could smell his musk, feel his heavy balls against my chin. He fucked my face like a toy. My tits bounced wildly. Cum from the first load still dripped off my chin and mixed with fresh spit.

The curved cock erupted next. He pulled out at the last second and painted my face. Thick ropes landed across my forehead, my freckles, my eyelashes. One heavy strand hung from my nose. I blinked through it, moaning, and opened wide again. He fed the last spurts straight onto my tongue. I swallowed noisily, showing him my empty mouth like a good girl.

The last one wanted my tits. I yanked my soaked tank top down, letting my perky 32Ds spill out, puffy pink nipples rock-hard. I pressed them together around his thick shaft and let him tit-fuck me while I sucked the head. Spit and leftover cum made everything slick and nasty. The wet sounds were filthy. Schlick. Schlick. My own drool ran down my cleavage in heavy ropes.

Lexi kept laughing. “God, you are pathetic. Covered in cum before lunch. How does it feel knowing everyone’s going to see the pictures I just took?”

I did not care. My pussy was throbbing so hard I was seconds from coming untouched. I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks, throat working. The last guy groaned and unloaded across my tits. Rope after rope. It coated my nipples, ran down my stomach, soaked into the waistband of my shorts.

I was a wreck. Cum dripped from my chin, my tits, my hair. My face was glazed. Mascara tears cut clean tracks through the mess. Thick saliva ropes still hung from my swollen lips. And I still leaned forward, tongue out, begging for more.

The curtain rustled. One of the guys muttered, “Good little fluffer.”

Lexi clapped slowly. “Bravo. The new girl is officially broken in. Maybe now you’ll stay in your lane.”

The door slammed open.

Kai filled the frame, six-four of protective muscle, dark hair messy, brown eyes blazing. He took one look at me on my knees, covered head to toe in cum, three spent cocks hanging limp through the curtain, and his face went thunderous.

“What the fuck is this?”

He crossed the room in two strides, dropped to one knee, and cupped my messy face in his big gentle hands. “Chloe. Baby. You okay?”

I nodded, cum dripping off my chin onto his wrist. My voice was wrecked. “Lexi said… wrong time… they needed me…”

Kai’s jaw flexed. He stood up slowly, turning to Lexi. “You set her up. Wrong call time. Glory-hole bullshit. I heard you in the lounge laughing about it with Marcus’s assistant.”

Lexi rolled her eyes, but she took a step back. “Just helping the new talent learn the ropes. She seemed to enjoy it.”

Kai’s voice dropped low and dangerous. “Touch her again, sabotage her again, and you’re done here. I don’t care who you blow to stay on the schedule. Chloe is off-limits to your petty shit.”

He turned back to me, scooped me up like I weighed nothing. My cum-smeared tits pressed against his chest. He did not care. He carried me straight to the small attached bathroom, kicked the door shut, and set me on the counter.

“Stay right there, good girl.”

He wet a soft towel, warm water running. Then he cleaned me. Gentle strokes across my cheeks, my lips, my neck. He wiped the cum from my tits, thumb brushing my puffy nipples until I whimpered. He even rinsed my hair, careful fingers working through the mess.

I watched his face the whole time. That protective scowl, the soft way his eyes looked at me. My heart squeezed so hard it hurt. I did not want him fluffing anyone else. I did not want any other girl’s lips on his thick 9.5-inch cock. He was mine. The realisation hit me like a warm wave. I was possessive. Jealous. Proudly, stupidly in love with my gentle giant.

When he finished, my skin was clean but flushed. My lips still swollen. My pussy still aching.

Kai leaned in, forehead against mine. “No more letting them use you like that without me knowing. You’re my girl, Chloe. I take care of you.”

I wrapped my arms around his neck, voice small but steady. “I think… I’m starting to like being their little studio whore. But only if I get to be yours after.”

He kissed me slow and deep, tasting the faint salt of what I had swallowed. His hand slid between my legs, finding my soaked shorts. Two thick fingers pushed inside me and I moaned into his mouth.

“That’s my good girl,” he whispered against my lips. “Now let’s get you cleaned up properly. Then I’m taking you somewhere private and reminding you who this pussy belongs to.”

I smiled through the last of my mascara tears, cum still drying in my hair, heart full and pussy dripping.

Lexi could try all she wanted. I was not going anywhere.

And I was never going back to being just the shy new girl again.
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The day had dragged on forever. Lexi’s little “accident” still stung. She had “tripped” during Zane’s scene and dumped a whole bottle of lube across the floor right as I was kneeling between takes. I slipped, landed on my ass in front of the whole crew, and Marcus laughed so hard he nearly choked on his coffee. My knees were still raw, my jaw ached from keeping Jax hard for three straight hours, and my pussy felt swollen and empty after watching Raven finger-fuck herself on camera while I held the lights. I just wanted to go home, crawl into bed, and pretend I had not spent the last eight hours with strangers’ spit and cum drying on my chin.

I was halfway to my car when a big warm hand caught my wrist.

“Chloe. Wait.”

Kai’s voice. Low, calm, that slight rasp that always made my stomach flip. I turned and there he was, fresh from the shower, dark hair still damp, white tank stretched across his broad chest. Those kind brown eyes looked tired but determined.

“You’ve had enough today, little one,” he said quietly. “Let me take care of you.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. I should have said no. I should have laughed it off and driven away like a good girl who still had some pride left. Instead my mouth opened and the only word that came out was, “Okay.”

He did not let go of my hand as he led me across the lot to his trailer. The door clicked shut behind us and the outside world disappeared. His space smelled like him, clean soap and warm skin and something faintly spicy. One lamp glowed soft gold in the corner. The bed was made, sheets crisp and dark blue.

“Sit,” he said, guiding me to the edge of the mattress. He knelt in front of me like I was something precious. Big hands rested on my thighs, thumbs stroking slow circles through my thin yoga pants. “You were shaking out there after Lexi pulled that shit. I saw it. I hated it.”

I swallowed hard. “It’s just work. I’m fine.”

“You’re not fine.” His thumbs kept moving, higher, brushing the crease where my legs met my hips. “I see the way you look at the end of every day. Like you’re waiting for someone to tell you it’s okay to want more than just their cocks in your mouth.”

Heat flooded my face. I tried to look away but he caught my chin and made me meet his eyes.

“I’m jealous as hell,” he admitted, voice rough. “Watching Jax stretch that pretty throat, watching Zane paint your freckles with cum. I know it’s your job. I know you’re damn good at it. But every time I see it, I think, she should be mine. Only mine.”

My breath caught. “Kai…”

“I’m falling for you, Chloe. Hard.” He leaned in until our foreheads touched. “And I’m done pretending I’m okay sharing.”

The words cracked something open inside me. All the shame I had been carrying, the constant loop of I shouldn’t want this, I’m better than this, melted into pure liquid heat between my legs. My nipples tightened against my bra. I could feel myself getting wet, soaking through the thin fabric of my panties.

“I… I feel it too,” I whispered. “Every time you look at me like I’m not just another fluffer. Like I’m Chloe. It scares me how much I need that.”

He kissed me then. Not the hungry, sloppy way the other guys kissed when they were horny and on the clock. This was slow, deep, like he was learning the shape of my mouth. His tongue slid against mine and I moaned into him, hands fisting his tank top.

We undressed each other like we had all night. He peeled my tank top up and off, eyes darkening when my tits spilled free, puffy pink nipples already hard. He groaned low and cupped them, thumbs brushing the sensitive tips until I whimpered.

“Perfect,” he murmured, leaning down to suck one into his hot mouth. His tongue swirled, teeth grazed just enough to make me arch. I tangled my fingers in his thick hair and held him there while he worshipped the other.

When he finally pulled my yoga pants down my legs, he paused, staring at the wet spot darkening my pale pink panties. “Jesus, baby. You’re dripping for me already.”

I bit my lip, embarrassed and turned on at the same time. “I can’t help it. Not around you.”

He hooked his fingers in the waistband and dragged them off. Cool air hit my shaved pussy and I shivered. He spread my thighs wide, eyes locked on my slick folds. “Look at this pretty little cunt. Swollen and shiny. All mine tonight.”

He did not rush. He kissed the inside of my knee, then higher, soft open-mouthed kisses up my thigh until I was trembling. When his mouth finally reached my centre he licked one long, slow stripe from my entrance to my clit. I cried out, hips jerking.

“Shh. Let me taste you.”

His tongue was magic. Flat and broad, he licked me like I was the sweetest thing he had ever had. He circled my clit, sucked it gently between his lips, then dipped lower to push inside me. I could hear how wet I was, obscene little slurping sounds every time he thrust his tongue deep.

“Oh god, Kai…” My hands scrabbled at the sheets.

He slid two thick fingers into me, curling them against that spot that made stars burst behind my eyes. His mouth sealed around my clit and he sucked in perfect rhythm while his fingers pumped. Pressure built fast and terrifying.

“I’m gonna, I’m gonna…”

“Come for me, baby. Let me feel it.”

I shattered. My thighs clamped around his head and I squirted, hot and sudden, soaking his chin and the sheets beneath me. I had never done that before, not like this, and the shame of it only made the orgasm stronger. I kept coming, little aftershocks pulsing around his fingers while he licked me through every wave.

When I finally went limp he crawled up my body, kissing a wet trail across my stomach, between my breasts, until his mouth found mine again. I tasted myself on his tongue and moaned.

“My turn,” I whispered, reaching for the waistband of his sweats.

His cock sprang out, thick and heavy, nine and a half inches of veiny perfection already leaking pre-cum. The head was flushed dark, the shaft curved just enough to make my pussy clench in memory. I had sucked him before on set, but this felt different. This was not a job.

I wrapped both hands around him and stroked, twisting gently at the head the way I knew he liked. A thick rope of saliva dripped from my mouth onto the tip and I used it to slick him up. When I leaned down and took him between my lips he groaned my name like a prayer.

I worked him deep, throat relaxing the way Riley had taught me. My nose pressed against his trimmed pubic hair and I held there, swallowing around the fat head until saliva bubbled from the corners of my mouth and ran down his balls. I pulled off with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting my swollen lips to his cock.

“Baby, stop.” His hand cupped my cheek. “Tonight is not about me using your throat. Tonight I want to make love to you.”

He flipped us so I was on my back again. He settled between my thighs, cock nudging my entrance. The thick head parted my lips and he pushed in, slow, so slow I felt every inch stretch me open.

I gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. “You’re so big… I can feel you everywhere.”

He bottomed out and stilled, forehead pressed to mine. “Look at me, Chloe.”

I did. Those warm brown eyes were soft and fierce at the same time.

“You’re mine now, baby,” he said, voice low and steady. “Not the studio’s. Not the other guys’. Mine.”

Then he started to move. Long, deep strokes that dragged against every sensitive spot inside me. The wet sound of his thick cock sliding in and out filled the trailer. My juices coated him, shiny and stringy every time he pulled back.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and met every thrust. “Harder. Please. I need to feel you.”

He gave it to me. The pace stayed deliberate but the power behind each thrust made my tits bounce and my breath hitch. Sweat slicked our skin. His balls slapped rhythmically against my ass, heavy and full.

“You feel so fucking good,” he growled against my neck. “So tight and hot and wet. Like you were made for my cock.”

I was close again, the coil winding tighter with every drag of his veiny shaft. “I’m falling for you too, Kai. So much. I never want anyone else inside me like this.”

His hips stuttered. “Say it again.”

“I’m yours. Only yours.”

He kissed me hard and changed the angle so the head of his cock hammered my g-spot on every stroke. I came with a broken cry, pussy clamping down around him in rhythmic pulses. He kept fucking me through it, drawing it out until I was shaking.

When my orgasm finally ebbed he pulled out and flipped me onto my stomach. I pushed my ass up instinctively, back arched. He gripped my hips and slid back inside in one smooth thrust. The new angle made him feel even bigger.

“Fuck, look at this ass,” he groaned, one big hand spreading my cheek so he could watch his cock disappear inside me. “So juicy. So perfect.”

He fucked me harder now, the wet slap of skin on skin loud in the quiet trailer. My face was pressed into the pillow, drool leaking from the corner of my mouth. Every thrust pushed a little whimper out of me.

“Touch yourself, baby. Come on my cock again.”

I reached between my legs and rubbed frantic circles on my swollen clit. The pressure built lightning fast.

“I’m gonna come inside you,” he warned, voice strained. “Fill this pretty pussy up. Mark you as mine.”

“Yes, please, fill me, Kai, I want it.”

He slammed deep one last time and groaned long and low. I felt the first hot pulse, thick and powerful, painting my walls. Rope after rope flooded me, so much that it leaked out around his cock and dripped down my thighs. The feeling of him coming inside me, claiming me completely, sent me over the edge again. My pussy milked every drop while I sobbed his name into the pillow.

We stayed locked together, panting, his chest pressed to my back. Slowly he eased out. I felt the warm rush of his cum trickle from my stretched hole and moaned at how filthy and perfect it felt.

He rolled me gently onto my side and pulled me into his arms. Big hands stroked my back, my hair, my cheek. He kissed my forehead, my eyelids, the tip of my nose.

“You okay, baby?”

I nodded against his chest, listening to his heartbeat slow. “Better than okay. I feel… safe. Wanted. Like I don’t have to be ashamed any more.”

“You never have to be ashamed with me.” His fingers traced lazy circles on my hip. “We’ll figure the rest out. The studio, the other scenes, all of it. But right here, right now, you’re mine and I’m yours.”

I pressed a kiss to the centre of his chest. “I like the sound of that.”

Exhaustion finally caught up with me. My eyes grew heavy, body limp and satisfied in a way no fluffer shift had ever left me. I fell asleep wrapped in Kai’s strong arms, his cum still warm inside me, the scent of us all around us.

For the first time since I walked into Velvet Dreams Productions, I did not feel like a desperate broke girl selling pieces of herself.

I felt like I was exactly where I belonged.

And tomorrow, when the cameras rolled again, I would still do my job. But tonight had changed everything.

Kai was mine.

And I was never letting him go.
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Iwiped the thick strings of saliva from my chin with the back of my hand. My chest was still heaving from the effort. Zane had just finished his last take. I had spent the better part of twenty minutes on my knees in the fluffer lounge. My plump lips were stretched wide around his curved eight and a half inches. My throat still felt the ghost of that bulge. The way it had pulsed against my tonsils as I gagged and drooled. God, I was getting good at this. Too good.

My pussy ached between my thighs. It was soaked through the tiny thong I wore under my short skirt. Every time I serviced one of the guys now, it left me dripping and desperate. I used to feel so ashamed. I would whisper to myself that nice girls from art history did not do this. But now the shame had twisted into something hotter. I craved the taste. The power of keeping them rock hard for the cameras.

“You did amazing, Chloe,” Riley said with a wink as she passed by. Her pierced tongue flashed. She was off to her own talent, busty and confident as ever.

I smiled weakly. My freckled cheeks were flushed. My long chestnut hair was messy from Zane’s fingers gripping it. “Thanks. I cannot believe how normal this feels now.”

But it was not entirely normal. My mind still raced with those dirty thoughts. I loved the way their balls slapped against my chin. The heavy thwack thwack sound. The way cum would bubble from my nose if they went too deep. I swallowed every drop like a good little fluffer. And I was proud of it.

That is when I heard the whispers from the corner of the lounge. Lexi’s voice was sharp and venomous. The rival fluffer with her fake blonde hair and jealous eyes was talking to one of the production assistants.

“…thinks she is hot shit now. Sucking off all the top guys like she is the studio whore. Mark my words, she will be on camera soon enough, spreading those fat ass cheeks for anyone.”

My stomach dropped. Rumours. She had been spreading them for days. That I was only here to steal the spotlight. That I was fucking the talent off camera to get ahead. It was not true. Well, except for Kai. But that was different. Kai was special.

I stood up. My curvy little body trembled with a mix of anger and that persistent horniness. My tits strained against my tight top. My puffy pink nipples were still hard from the adrenaline. Why did her words make my clit throb even more?

Before I could confront her, Marcus’s voice boomed over the intercom. “Chloe Vale, my office. Now.”

I walked down the hall on shaky legs. My fat juicy bubble butt swayed in my short skirt. The LA heat made sweat trickle between my cleavage. My mind raced. What did he want? Was it about the rumours? Or something worse?

Marcus Hale sat behind his big desk. His shirt was unbuttoned at the top showing a hairy chest. He smiled that oily smile as I entered. His eyes immediately dropped to my cleavage.

“Chloe, baby, sit down. You have been killing it out there. Riley tells me you are a natural. Swallowing loads like a pro. Keeping the boys ready for hours.”

My face burned. I crossed my legs. I felt my wet pussy lips slide together. “Thank you, sir. I try my best.”

He leaned forward. “That is the thing. Your best is way too good for just fluffing. You are too good to stay behind the scenes. Look at you. Petite, curvy, those perky tits I bet the camera would love. That fat juicy bubble butt. And those plump lips made for cock. The viewers would go crazy for a sweet innocent face like yours getting ruined with cum.”

I shifted in my seat. A fresh gush of wetness soaked my thong. His words were degrading, but they made my clit pulse. No. I could not think like that.

“I have a proposition for you,” he continued. He slid a contract across the desk. “We want you on camera. Starting with some solo teases. Then boy girl scenes. Big pay bump. Five figures per scene. You will clear that forty two thousand debt in no time. What do you say, sweetheart? Ready to be a star?”

My hands shook as I picked up the paper. The numbers were tempting. But the thought of lights on me. Everyone watching me gag and get fucked. “I… I do not know. I am not sure I am ready for that. I like being a fluffer. It is… safer.”

Marcus chuckled. “Safe? Honey, you have already had half the roster down your throat. Lexi mentioned you have been very friendly with Kai too. Rumours are flying that you are ready. Do not waste your potential.”

Lexi. That bitch. She must have fed him this. I stood up. Anger flared. “I am not doing this for fame. And the rumours are lies.”

He held up his hands. “No pressure. But think about it. The studio is counting on fresh talent. If you say no… well, we might have to look at cutting back on fluffers. Business is business.”

It felt like a threat. My eyes stung with tears as I left the office. The door slammed behind me.

I almost quit right there. I grabbed my bag in the lounge. I ignored Lexi’s smug look. “This is too much,” I whispered to myself. “I should just go home. Find a normal job. Even if it means ramen for years.”

Tears blurred my vision as I pushed through the back door into the parking lot. The Valley sun beat down on me. My shoulders shook. I was twenty one years old with no other prospects and a mountain of debt. But this? Letting the whole world watch me turn into the slut I already felt like inside?

“Chloe?”

Kai’s deep voice stopped me cold. The gentle giant stood by his trailer. His broad Latino frame filled the doorway. Those kind brown eyes softened when he saw my face. “Baby, what is wrong?”

I tried to wipe my tears. My voice cracked. “Marcus wants me on camera. Lexi is telling everyone I am trying to steal the spotlight. I cannot do it, Kai. I am not a porn star. I am just… me.”

He crossed the lot in three strides. His big hands cupped my cheeks so gently. “You do not have to do anything you do not want. Ever. But if you ever decide to try the camera… do it with me. I will take care of you. I will make sure it is only good for you. Because I care about you, Chloe. More than just this place.”

His words melted something inside me. The shame that had been choking me eased. I leaned into his chest. His heartbeat was steady under my ear. “Really? You would do that? Just for me?”

“Only for you.” He kissed the top of my head. Then he tilted my chin up and kissed my mouth. Soft at first. Then deeper. Hungrier.

Before I knew it we were inside his trailer. The door locked with a click. The cool air hit my skin as he peeled my top off. My tits spilled free.

“Look at these perfect tits,” he murmured. His voice was thick with want. “All mine.” He bent and sucked one into his mouth. His tongue swirled around the sensitive bud. I moaned and arched into him. My fingers tangled in his dark hair.

He dropped to his knees. His big hands slid my skirt and thong down my legs. “And this juicy little pussy. So wet already. For me?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Only for you, Kai.”

He spread my thighs and buried his face between them. His tongue licked a long, slow stripe from my entrance to my clit. I cried out. My hands gripped the edge of the counter. He sucked my swollen clit between his lips. He flicked it fast and hard. Two thick fingers slid inside me. They curled against that spot that made my vision spark.

“Oh god… Kai…” My hips bucked against his mouth. Thick saliva mixed with my juices dripped down his chin. He did not care. He ate me like he was starving. The wet slurping sounds filled the trailer. My thighs trembled.

“Come for me, good girl,” he growled against my pussy.

I shattered. My orgasm crashed through me. Hot squirt gushed over his tongue and chin. My knees buckled. He caught me and carried me to the bed.

I pushed him down. My turn. I wanted to taste him. To show him how much I needed this. His 9.5 inch cock sprang free as I tugged his shorts down. Thick, veiny, the head already glistening with precum. My mouth watered.

I wrapped my plump lips around the head. I swirled my tongue over the slit. He groaned. I sank lower. Inch by inch until my throat bulged visibly around him. I held it there. My nose pressed to his trimmed pubes. Thick ropes of saliva poured from the corners of my mouth and dripped onto his heavy balls.

“Fuck, Chloe. That throat… so tight.” His hand stroked my wavy hair. Not pushing. Just guiding.

I bobbed. My head moved faster. Wet gluck gluck sounds echoed. My mascara started to run in black tears down my cheeks. I loved it. I loved how full I felt. How used. But safe. Because it was him.

I pulled off with a gasp. Long strings of throat slime connected my lips to his cock. “Use my mouth, Kai. Please.”

He sat up. He gripped my head with both hands. He fucked my face in slow, deep strokes. His balls slapped my chin with every thrust. Thwack. Thwack. Saliva bubbled from my nose. I gagged and moaned around him. My pussy clenched emptily. I was dripping onto the sheets.

“Such a good little fluffer slut,” he praised. “My perfect girl. Taking every inch like you were made for it.”

The mix of degradation and sweetness sent me over again. I came just from sucking him. My thighs squeezed together. Fresh squirt leaked down my legs.

He pulled out. His cock glistened with my spit. “I need to be inside you.”

I climbed on top. I sank down onto his thick length. My tight walls stretched around him. The fullness made me whimper. I rode him slow at first. My fat ass bounced. Wet squelching sounds filled the room every time I bottomed out.

Kai’s hands gripped my hips. His thumbs brushed my clit. “Ride me, baby. Show me how much you love this cock.”

I went faster. My tits bounced. My long hair stuck to my sweaty back. I leaned down and kissed him. Our tongues tangled. I whispered against his lips. “I am your slut, Kai. Only yours.”

He flipped us. He pinned me to the mattress. He drove into me hard and deep. The bed creaked. His balls slapped my ass. I wrapped my legs around his waist. My nails raked his back.

“Fill me,” I begged. “Please. I want your cum.”

He groaned. His thrusts became erratic. He buried himself to the hilt and exploded. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded my pussy. Pulse after pulse. I came with him. My walls milked every drop.

We stayed locked together. Panting. He kissed my forehead. My cheeks. My swollen lips. “You are incredible, Chloe. I am falling so hard for you.”

Tears of a different kind filled my eyes. Happy ones. “I am falling too. And I think… I want to do the scene. But only with you. No one else touches me on camera.”

He smiled against my skin. “Then that is exactly what we will do.”

I found Marcus in the hallway after I cleaned up from my time with Kai. My legs were still wobbly. My plump lips a bit swollen. But I stood tall. “Marcus, I will do the scene. But only if it is with Kai. No one else. He is the only one I trust for my first time on camera.”

Marcus’s eyes lit up like he had won the lottery. His sleazy grin spread wide. “Kai and Chloe. The gentle giant and the innocent fluffer. The fans will eat that up. Romantic with a side of raw fuck. Done. We shoot tomorrow. Do not back out now sweetheart. You are too good for behind the scenes.”

I nodded. My heart hammered in my chest. Lexi shot me a dirty look from across the room but I did not care. The rumours did not matter any more. Kai had made me see I could do this my way.

That night I barely slept. The next morning I stood outside the main set door. The bright lights already hummed inside. My reflection in the glass showed the girl I had become. Long wavy chestnut hair cascading over my shoulders. Big hazel eyes wide with a mix of fear and thrill. Freckles standing out on my flushed cheeks. My chest rose and fell quickly under my robe

“I cannot believe I am really doing this,” I whispered to myself. My pussy throbbed at the thought. Tomorrow those cameras would capture everything. Kai’s thick veiny 9.5 inch cock sliding between my plump cock sucking lips. Down my throat until it bulged for the world to see. His balls slapping my chin while I gagged and drooled thick saliva ropes all over him. The messy facial he would give me. Cum bubbling from my nose as I swallowed every drop like the good little slut I was becoming. And the romance of it all. Him calling me his good girl while he claimed me in front of everyone.

The shame that used to burn so hot inside me had changed. It was still there, but now it fuelled the fire between my legs. I was not just their fluffer any more. With Kai I could be more. Proud. Wanted. Loved even. My fingers brushed my thigh. I felt the wetness already starting to drip.

This was the biggest decision of my life. Going from broke art grad with shaking hands on my first day to standing here ready to get railed on camera by the man I was falling for. Did I have what it took to fully embrace being the studio whore? For him, yes. I took a deep breath. My cock sucking lips curved into a small smile.

Tomorrow everything changes.
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My hands would not stop shaking as Riley finished applying the last coat of mascara in the makeup trailer. “You look fucking hot, newbie,” she said with that sassy grin, her pierced tongue clicking against her teeth. “Kai is going to destroy that pretty pussy on camera and you are going to love every second.”

I stared at myself in the mirror. The girl looking back was me but not me. Long wavy chestnut hair cascaded over my shoulders, my big hazel eyes lined dark and smoky, freckles still visible under the foundation for that innocent look the director wanted. My tits were pushed up in a tiny lace bra, my butt barely covered by a thong that disappeared between my cheeks. “Riley, there are going to be like ten people watching. What if I mess up? What if I freak out?” My voice was a whisper, that familiar shame heating my cheeks even as my pussy started to throb at the thought.

She laughed and gave my ass a playful smack. “That’s the point, Chloe. They want the nervous girl turning into a total slut. You’ve been practising all week with the guys. This is your moment. Embrace it. By the end you will be begging for the camera to capture every drop of cum.”

A knock on the door. Kai stepped in, looking incredible in just a robe, his 9.5 inch thick veiny cock probably already half hard underneath. His dark eyes softened when he saw me. “Hey beautiful. You ready for this? Remember, we can stop anytime. But if we do this, I am going to make you feel so good they will have to edit out how many times you cum.”

He pulled me close, his strong arms around my tiny waist, and kissed me deeply. His tongue tasted like mint and promise. My nerves melted a bit into that slow burn heat between us. This was not just any scene. This was with Kai, the man who had been gentle with me from the start, the one who made me feel safe even as he stretched my throat. “I want this,” I whispered against his lips. “I want them to see me with you.”

Marcus poked his head in. “Set is ready in five. Chloe, you start as the fluffer but we transition straight into the full scene. Give us everything.”

My heart pounded as we walked to the main set. The bedroom set was lit up bright, multiple cameras positioned around the king size bed with silk sheets. Lights hot on my skin already. Sound guy, lighting crew, two camera operators, Marcus, and a few others. About ten people total. All eyes were on my petite, curvy body as I stepped onto the set in my heels.

Kai dropped his robe, his massive cock springing free, thick and veiny, the head already glistening. My mouth watered despite the butterflies. “Action!” Marcus yelled.

I dropped to my knees in front of him first, like we planned, my role as fluffer leading into the scene. “Let’s get you ready for me,” I said, my voice shaky at first but gaining strength as I looked up into his eyes then straight at the nearest camera.

I licked my plump lips and took his cock into my mouth. The thick head stretched my lips wide, that familiar salty taste flooding my tongue. I sucked gently at first, swirling my tongue around the ridge, feeling him throb and swell bigger. My hands cupped his heavy balls, massaging them softly while I bobbed my head, taking more and more until the tip hit the back of my throat. I gagged a little, eyes watering, but I pushed forward. My throat opened for him. I felt the bulge form right there on my neck, visible for every camera. Thick ropes of saliva spilled from the corners of my mouth, dripping down my chin onto my perky tits, soaking the lace bra until my puffy pink nipples showed through clear as day.

“Look at the camera, baby,” Kai said, his voice low and full of praise. “Show them what a good little fluffer you are.”

I pulled off just enough to gasp, strings of spit connecting my lips to his cock. “Yes, sir,” I moaned, then dove back down. Balls deep this time. My nose pressed against his trimmed pubic hair, chin resting on his heavy sack. The wet gluck gluck sounds filled the studio as he started to thrust gently into my face. My mascara ran in black tears down my cheeks. My throat convulsed around him, milking every inch. I looked straight into the lens and moaned around his cock, the vibration making him groan.

Ten people were watching me choke on this massive dick. My pussy was dripping down my thighs, soaking the tiny thong. I should not love this. I was a good girl, an art history grad. But my clit was pulsing and my shame was turning into something hotter, something proud.

Kai gripped my hair, fucking my throat a little harder now. “That’s my good girl. Take every inch for the camera. You are so fucking pretty with your throat full.” His balls slapped my chin with each push, wet and heavy. More saliva poured out, thick and stringy, coating my tits until they shone under the lights.

I reached down and rubbed my clit through the thong, moaning louder. The crew murmured approval. One camera zoomed in on the throat bulge. Another on my messy face. I loved it. I pulled off again, gasping, “Fuck my throat harder, Kai. Use your little fluffer whore.” The words came out so natural now, my voice husky and dripping with need.

He did. He held my head and thrust deep, holding it there while my throat spasmed. Cum was not even in me yet but I felt close to cumming just from this. Thick spit bubbled from my nose a little when he pulled back. I coughed, laughed, then sucked him right back in, hollowing my cheeks, worshipping every vein.

After long minutes of sloppy face fucking, Kai pulled me up. “Bed, baby. Time to show them how wet you get for me.”

He laid me on the silk sheets, the fabric cool against my overheated skin. The cameras circled us. He peeled the soaked bra off, sucking one puffy nipple into his mouth while pinching the other. I arched, moaning loud. “Oh god, yes.” His fingers slid the thong aside and plunged two thick digits into my dripping pussy. The wet squelch was obscene, loud enough for the mics to catch. He curled them, hitting my spot while his thumb rubbed my clit.

I came fast, my first on camera orgasm ripping through me. My thighs shook, pussy gushing around his fingers. “Kai! I’m cumming!” I screamed, eyes locked on the camera. The crew clapped softly. My face burned with that last bit of shame, but my body sang with pride.

Kai licked his fingers clean, then buried his face between my legs. His tongue was magic, lapping my swollen lips, sucking my clit, diving inside me. He moaned into my pussy like he could not get enough. “Taste so good, my sweet slut.” I grabbed his hair, grinding against his face while the cameras captured every lick, every tremble of my juicy bubble butt.

I came again, squirting a little across his chin. “Yes, drink me!” The shame was gone now. There was only heat. Only need.

Kai climbed up, lining his thick cock at my entrance. “You ready for me to fuck you on camera, Chloe?”

I nodded, spreading my legs wide. “Fuck me, Kai. Make me your whore.”

He pushed in slow, inch by inch, stretching my tight pussy until he bottomed out. The fullness was insane. I felt every vein, every pulse. We locked eyes, the romance still there under all the filth. “I love you,” he whispered so only I could hear, then louder for the mics, “Gonna fuck this pretty pussy so good.”

He started thrusting, deep and steady. My tits bounced with every stroke. The sound of skin slapping skin mixed with my wet moans. “Harder,” I begged. He gave it, pounding me in missionary while choking me lightly, just enough to make my eyes roll. I came again, walls clamping around him, screaming his name.

He flipped me to doggy. My fat ass rippled as he slammed in from behind. Balls slapped my clit with every thrust. He spanked me hard, leaving red handprints. “Look at that ass take my cock. Tell the camera what you are.”

“I’m your studio whore!” I cried, pushing back to meet him. “Fuck me like you own me!” The cameras caught the perfect angle, his thick shaft disappearing into my creamy pussy, my juices coating his balls.

He pulled my hair, arching my back, fucking me faster. I came again, squirting onto the sheets. My mind was gone, only pleasure. Only Kai.

I climbed on top for cowgirl. I sank down on his cock, grinding my clit against him. My tits bounced wildly as I rode him hard, hands on his chest. I looked right at the cameras and smiled like the slut I had become. “Watch me ride this big dick. This is what I was made for.” Kai gripped my hips, thrusting up to meet me. “Good girl. Use that pussy to milk me.”

I switched to reverse cowgirl, giving the cameras my ass. It clapped loud as I bounced, cheeks jiggling. He reached around to rub my clit. Another orgasm hit me, my whole body shaking.

We moved to standing. He lifted me like I weighed nothing, impaling me on his cock while my legs wrapped around him. The crew moved cameras close. He bounced me up and down, gravity helping him hit deep. Spit dripped from my mouth onto my tits as I moaned incoherently.

Finally he laid me on my back again, prone bone style, his weight pressing me into the mattress. His cock hammered my pussy from behind at this angle, hitting my g spot perfectly. “Cum for me one more time, baby. Cum on camera while I fill you.”

I exploded. Harder than ever. My vision whited out. “Kai! Fuck, I’m cumming so hard!” My pussy spasmed around him, milking every inch. He roared and thrust deep, flooding me with hot thick cum. Rope after rope pumped into me until it leaked out around his cock.

He pulled out slowly, the cream-pie dripping from my wrecked pussy. But he was not done. He stroked the last spurts onto my face and open mouth. Thick white cum painted my tongue, my cheeks, my lashes. I scooped it with my fingers and swallowed every drop, looking straight into the camera. Thick saliva ropes mixed with his load as I licked my lips clean.

With ten people watching, Kai buried his cock balls deep in my throat one last time and I looked straight into the camera and moaned like the slut I had become. “I’m your fluffer… and your whore.”

The director yelled cut. The crew erupted in cheers and applause. My body buzzed, covered in sweat and cum and spit, pussy still twitching. Kai pulled me into his arms right there on the bed, kissing me soft despite the mess. “You were perfect, my love. So proud of you.”

I buried my face in his chest, heart full. The shame was gone completely. I loved being watched. I loved the filth. I loved being their little cum slut on camera. But most of all I loved him. “I want more of this,” I whispered. “But only with you. Let’s quit this place after today and start our own thing. Just us. Ethical. Real.”

He smiled against my hair. “Anything for you, baby. This is just the beginning.”

I closed my eyes, floating in afterglow, already dreaming of our future. The best fluffer in the valley had finally found her home, right here in his arms, on camera and off.


EPILOGUE


Iwoke up with Kai’s thick cock still half-hard against my ass, his big hand cupping my left tit like it belonged there forever. Sunlight poured through the blinds of our new bedroom and I smiled so wide my cheeks hurt. Six months ago I was a broke art-history grad shaking in Marcus’s office, whispering “I can’t believe I’m doing this” while Riley taught me how to deep-throat. Now I was Chloe Vale, proudest little cum slut in the Valley, engaged (almost) to the only man who ever saw the real me behind the mascara tears and throat slime.

I wiggled back against him and he stirred, kissing my neck. “Morning, my good girl.”

“Morning, future husband,” I whispered, and my pussy gave a happy little throb just saying it.

We showered together, slow and sweet, then drove to Velvet Dreams one last time. Marcus was in his office, feet on the desk, when we walked in holding hands.

“Kids! My star fluffer and her gentle giant. What’s up?”

Kai squeezed my fingers. “We’re done, Marcus. Quitting. Effective immediately.”

Marcus laughed until he realised we weren’t joking. He offered double pay, a new contract, even top billing for me on camera. I just shook my head, chest full of proud heat.

“No thanks. We’re starting our own thing. Ethical. Just us. Real love, real filth, real consent. Fans who want to watch a couple who actually adore each other.”

He called us crazy. Riley burst in right then, platinum hair bouncing, pierced tongue flashing as she grinned.

“My baby slut’s flying the nest!” She yanked me into a hug that smashed my face between her huge tits. “I’m so fucking proud of you, Chloe. You went from gagging on your first inch to swallowing Jax’s monster like a pro. Now go be the queen of your own castle.”

Lexi hovered in the doorway, arms crossed, but even she muttered “good luck” like it physically hurt. Jax gave me a respectful nod from the set. Zane fist-bumped Kai. Raven blew me a kiss with black lips. I waved goodbye to the glory-hole trailer, the fluffer lounge, the whole crazy world that had broken me open and put me back together better.

Kai and I climbed into his truck and drove away without looking back. My hand stayed on his thigh the whole ride to our new house in the quiet hills north of the Valley. A cute three-bedroom with a big backyard and, most important, a dedicated studio room we’d spent the last two weeks soundproofing and wiring.

I unlocked the front door and we stepped inside. The living room still had boxes, but the studio was finished. Soft LED panels on dimmers, three 4K cameras on tripods, a king-size bed with black silk sheets, floor-to-ceiling mirrors, and a padded bench for every angle we could dream up. A small fridge stocked with water and lube. My throat got tight with happy tears.

“No more schedules,” I said, turning in a slow circle. “No more Lexi sabotage or Marcus pushing me past my limits. Just you and me, Kai. Our channel. ‘Chloe and Kai’s Raw Love’ or something. We film when we want, post what we want, and every penny stays with us. Real couple porn. Fans will see how much I love being your personal whore.”

He pulled me against his chest. “Perfect name, baby. Raw Love. Because that’s what this is.”

We spent the afternoon unpacking, laughing, stealing kisses. By sunset the bed was made, lights tested, and the first camera battery charged. I was in nothing but one of Kai’s big t-shirts when he took my hand and led me into the studio.

“Chloe,” he said, voice low and serious. He clicked on the soft ring light so the room glowed warm gold. Then he dropped to one knee right there on the black rug.

My hands flew to my mouth.

He pulled a small velvet box from his pocket. Inside sat a simple white-gold band with a sparkling round diamond. Not huge, but perfect. Us.

“From the second you walked onto my set all nervous and freckled, I knew you were different. You looked at me like I was a person, not just a cock. You let me see every shy, scared, dripping-wet part of you, and you trusted me with it. I want to spend every day protecting that trust, worshipping that body, and loving that huge heart. Marry me, Chloe Vale. Be my wife, my co-star, my forever good girl.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks. I was laughing and crying at the same time. “Yes. God, yes, Kai. A thousand times yes.”

He slid the ring onto my finger. It fit perfectly. I dropped to my knees too and kissed him so hard our teeth clicked. His hands roamed under the t-shirt, squeezing my ass, and I moaned into his mouth.

“Should we… celebrate on camera?” I whispered, already soaked. “First video of the new channel. Engagement special.”

His smile turned filthy and tender all at once. “Lights, camera, and my future wife’s throat. Let’s do it.”

We flipped every switch. Three red record lights blinked on. I pulled the t-shirt over my head and stood there naked, 32D tits out, puffy pink nipples hard, long chestnut hair wavy down my back. Kai stripped slow, revealing every tattooed inch and that gorgeous 9.5-inch thick veiny cock already leaking for me.

I sank to my knees on the soft rug. “Film this, baby. Film your little cum slut fiancee worshipping her man.”

He groaned and threaded his fingers through my hair. I opened wide, tongue out, and took the fat head between my plump lips. Thick spit immediately flooded my mouth. I bobbed slow at first, letting the camera see my cheeks hollow, then pushed deeper. The bulge appeared in my throat, stretching the skin visibly. I held it there, eyes watering, until saliva ropes poured from the corners of my lips and dripped in long shiny strands onto my tits.

“Fuck, look at that throat,” Kai praised, voice rough. “My perfect little whore. Taking every inch like you were born for it.”

I hummed around him and the vibration made his balls tighten. I popped off just long enough to gasp, “I was. I’m your cum-addicted wife now,” then dove back down until my nose pressed his abs and my chin slapped his heavy sack. Wet, filthy gluck-gluck-gluck sounds filled the studio. Mascara ran in black streaks down my freckled cheeks. I cupped his balls, massaged them, then licked down to suck one into my mouth while stroking the slick shaft with both hands.

Kai’s grip tightened. “That’s my good girl. Such a nasty little fiancee. Gonna fill that pretty face and watch you swallow every drop for our fans.”

I moaned louder. My pussy was dripping down my thighs. I reached between my legs and rubbed my swollen clit while I deep-throated him again, faster, sloppier. Thick throat slime coated his entire length, strings connecting my lips to his cock every time I pulled back. Balls slapped my chin rhythmically. I gagged happily, eyes locked on the nearest camera lens so the viewers would see exactly how much I loved it.

He pulled me off suddenly, strings of spit connecting us like filthy jewellery. “Bed. Now.”

I crawled onto the silk sheets on all fours, ass up, back arched. Kai mounted me from behind, slapped my juicy bubble butt hard enough to leave a handprint, then slammed home in one thrust. I screamed in pure bliss. He fucked me deep and steady, hips slapping my ass, cock kissing my cervix every stroke.

“Tell the camera how much you love it, baby.”

“I love it,” I panted, voice hoarse. “Love being your little studio whore. Love your big cock ruining my tight pussy. I’m gonna cum so hard for you.”

He reached around and rubbed my clit. I exploded, squirting all over his balls and the sheets, body shaking. He didn’t stop. He flipped me onto my back, hooked my knees over his shoulders, and pounded harder. My tits bounced wildly. Mascara tears flew. I came again, walls pulsing around him.

“Gonna give you the first load of our new life,” he growled.

“On my face,” I begged. “Mark your future wife.”

He pulled out, stroked twice, and erupted. Thick ropes of hot cum painted my forehead, my cheeks, my open mouth. Some shot straight into my throat. The rest dripped down my chin in heavy globs. I scooped it with my fingers, licked them clean, then sucked the head again to milk the last drops. Cum bubbled from my nose as I swallowed noisily, showing the camera my empty mouth.

But Kai wasn’t done. He flipped me onto my stomach, lifted my hips, and slid back into my soaked pussy. Round two. I pushed back to meet every thrust, moaning like a bitch in heat. He reached forward, grabbed my hair, and used it like reins while he railed me. My third orgasm hit so hard my vision whited out.

When he finally pulled out again I spun around on my knees instantly. “One more, baby. Down my throat this time.”

I took him to the root in one greedy swallow. He face-fucked me with long, powerful strokes while I looked up at him with pure love and lust. Saliva poured down my chin onto my cum-covered tits. My throat bulged obscenely on every thrust. Balls slapped my chin wetly. I rubbed my clit frantically and came again just from the pure degradation and praise mixing in my ears.

“Such a good little cum-dump for your man. My beautiful, filthy, perfect wife.”

I felt him swell. He buried himself deep and unloaded straight into my stomach. I swallowed every pulse, humming happily, until he finally softened and slipped free. A final thick rope of spit and cum connected my bottom lip to his cock head before it broke and splattered my tits.

We collapsed together on the bed, cameras still rolling. Kai pulled me into his arms, wiped the mess from my face with gentle thumbs, and kissed me slow and deep, tasting himself on my tongue.

“Cut,” he murmured against my lips, reaching for the remotes. The red lights blinked off.

I snuggled closer, ring sparkling on my finger, body buzzing. “Our first video. Raw, real, and so fucking filthy. I can’t wait for the world to see how happy I am being yours.”

He stroked my hair. “Wedding next month. Then weekly drops. You and me against the world, baby. My proud little slut forever.”

I smiled, heart so full it hurt. “Forever. And I’m never going back to being shy again. I was made for this cock, this life, this love.”

We lay there watching the raw footage on the monitor, laughing at the nastiest parts, rewinding the proposal, already planning thumbnails and titles. Outside, the Valley lights twinkled. Inside, our new home studio glowed warm and ready for every dirty, loving scene still to come.
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