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Fluffer

WANTED

Work in the movie industry!

Fluffer needed. Good pay, no experience needed.

Contact Chris at

www. bjstudios.com

That advertisement
would change Jenny’s life. She was tiring of her job. Staging
houses for sale by placing furniture in empty homes to make them
look presentable for buyers. The agents had no sense of style and
fought with her. After all, she had majored in interior design at
Community College. She had won awards, which she displayed on the
mantle of her small one-bedroom apartment. Of course, living in an
apartment, she didn’t have a fireplace. Merely a shelf against one
wall with an electric fireplace that flickered with fake
flames.

She met lots of
guys when she went out with her friends for a few drinks and dance.
Not the prettiest or the thinnest of her friends, she was flirty
and vivacious. Her auburn hair was long and gold flecks sprinkled
her hazel eyes. Full lips and an upturned nose gave her face a
sensual look when she smiled, showing white teeth. At twenty-four,
her exuberant personality shone after a few mojitos. Guys seemed to
like that about her. Whenever a guy paid attention or flirted,
Jenny felt on top of the world. If asked, her to go home with them,
she accepted the invitation. Sex was her way of making
acquaintances. She enjoyed the intimacy and always hoped that it
lead to something more.

As much as she
liked sex, most guys wanted a blow job. It was something she didn’t
mind doing. In fact, she enjoyed sucking their cocks and swallowing
their cum. She could make quick work of sucking them off. They
weren’t willing to go down on her They told her what a great cock
sucker she was. Some guys, those that stayed around until they got
hard again, fucked her. She always ended up on her knees, ass in
the air, and unceremoniously shoved their cock in her pussy and
humped her. It felt good, but not satisfying. After getting their
dicks wet from her pussy, some shoved them up her ass. After the
first shock of the invasion, Jenny relaxed and let them finish.

Unfortunately, it
ended being a one-night stand. Sometimes the guy fell asleep from
exhaustion and then wake upon the morning with an erection. He
insisted on a blow job and then, after unloading in her mouth, tell
her what a great cock sucker she was, get dressed and leave. It
didn’t stop her from hoping the next one would hang around
longer.

The real estate
market always cooled in the summer months. Vacations by both
purchasers and realtors meant Jenny only worked one day a week, and
sometimes not at all. Well, it just meant she could go out with her
girlfriends more often.

Jenny was on her
second mojito when Debby cleared her throat.

“Um–Jen, we were
in the Fantasy Club the other night and overheard some guys
talking.”

“What about?”
Jenny asked.

“You.”

“Me?”

Karen, the
carefree redhead of the group, sipped her mojito and said, “You
know how the guys seem to hang around you? It’s not because you’re
a talented dancer.”

“I realize I’m not
a brilliant dancer. I just enjoy having a good time.”

“Honey, they just
want to fuck you. They tell their buddies you’re an easy lay.”

Debby came in
with, “Yeah. They said that you give great blowjobs and you like
fucking. That you’d fuck any guy who pays attention to you. They
said you’re just a fat slut who likes to suck cock and get fucked.
And you’ll fuck anyone.”

“That’s not true.
I don’t fuck just anyone.” This wasn’t true, was it? Yeah, she had
sex with different guys two or three times a week. But they were
nice guys. They paid attention to her, laughed at her jokes,
flirted and told her things she liked to hear. How was a girl
supposed to meet the right guy but by putting herself out
there?

“We know, Jen. But
that’s what we heard.”

“Look,” Debby
said, “we love you and we’re not saying this to hurt you. You have
a beautiful face. You’re fucking gorgeous. A couple of guys said
that if you lost weight, you’d be one of the hottest chicks around.
We thought you should know. That real estate guy you were with a
few nights ago was one of them. He told everyone that if they want
the best blowjob, to hook up with you. He also said that you have a
fat ass.”

“I thought they
liked me.” Thinking back, no one complained when their cock was
pounding into her “fat ass.”

Maybe her friends
were right. But she enjoyed sex. There’s nothing wrong with that.
So it wasn’t her, it was the guys. They were taking advantage of
her willingness to express her sexuality. None of them appreciated
her. They only wanted to fuck her. She enjoyed sucking them off,
swallowing their cum, getting banged in her cunt or ass. Why
couldn’t they understand she did it for her as well as for
them?

“They talked about
what a great cock sucker you are. That they could give a shit about
anything else. They even have your name on a stall in the men’s
restroom,” Karen said.

The realization
her friends were being honest with her made her sit up straighter.
She held back the burning behind her eyes.

“You are a
fantastic designer. You’ve done a fantastic job with Debby’s and my
place. Why not go out on your own? Maybe work for one of the big
interior design companies. You could even work for one of the movie
studios designing their sets. You could make a lot more money.”

“I saw an ad in
the paper for a movie studio. Maybe I’ll get an interview.”

“That’d be
amazing!” Karen said. “Maybe you’d even get an Academy Award. Now
that’d be an impressive addition to the other design awards you
have.”

When she got home,
she found the ad for BJ Studios. She emailed a cover letter, a
photo of herself, and a resume that she used for her real estate
clients.

As she
contemplated what her friends told her, she saw a pattern. Most of
the men she hooked up with never got to know her. They never asked
her out for dinner or a movie. They didn’t have conversations with
her or try to get to know her better. If they said anything, it was
to tell her how much they liked the way she sucked their cock, or
enjoyed fucking her. Those who spent a few days or a weekend with
her laid around nude and watched sports on her big-screen tv and
eat the meals she prepared. If they got a hard-on, it was her duty
to service them in whatever way they wished. She was always willing
to accommodate because she enjoyed sex. Her friends, who enjoyed
sex as much as she, were more discriminating. She might be an easy
lay, but thought she should be more.

The next day, she
got a reply on her iPhone. BJ Studios asked her to come in for an
interview on Monday. She assumed a fluffer to be someone who
fluffed up a movie set with furniture and other articles to create
a set for filming.

On Monday, she
looked forward to her appointment with Chris at BJ Studios.
Squeezing into a knee-length plaid skirt and a blue blouse, she
headed downtown to her appointment.

The GPS on her
phone, which wasn’t always accurate, she found herself in the
warehouse district. Double checking the address, she wondered if
there were two streets with the same name. She got out of her car
and approached the door. The numbers they had given her were
correct. There was a small sign under the numbers: BJ Studios.
Trying the doorknob, it opened. Inside, a grey-haired older lady
sat at a desk behind a small counter.

“Excuse me,” Jenny
said, “is this BJ Studios?”

Looking up from
the computer screen, her thick glasses resting on the tip of her
nose, the woman took in Jenny’s plump figure.

“Yes, it is. May I
help you?”

“Unh, my name is
Jenny Carmichael. I have an appointment with Chris.”

“Oh, yes. He’s
expecting you. Have a seat and I’ll let him know you’re here.” She
nodded to the chair across from the counter. The older lady got up
and moved to a door down a short hallway. Knocking once, she
entered. “Chris, your fluffer is here.”

“I’ll be right
out,” came a friendly male voice. “Thanks, Mom.”

Mom? His mom is
the receptionist?

The woman returned
to her desk and began typing on the computer.

A moment later, a
young man, his biceps ready to split the sleeves of his polo shirt,
shaggy, curly hair touching the top of his collar, walked through
the door. Jenny’s breath caught for a moment; he was one of the
most handsome guys she had ever seen. He walked over to her with
his hand out. She lifted hers to shake his hand, and he grasped it
and pulled her to her feet.

“Thanks for coming
in, Jenny. Why don’t we go into my office and talk?”

“Huh! Oh, sure.
Okay.” She let out the breath she didn’t realize she had been
holding and followed him into his office. He led her to a chair in
front of his desk and invited her to have a seat. Moving a few
items from the corner of the desk, he propped a leg up and set his
right buttock on the polished oak desk.

“Tell me about
yourself. What do you do?”

She told him of
her real estate job. How she can fluff up a house for sale.

He laughed,
showing straight white teeth. Placing his clasped hands on his lap,
he said, “Oh. This position differs from that one. Have you ever
watched porn, Jenny?”

“Well, I’ve
watched movies sometimes. You know, to get ideas.”

“Okay. When you
watch, the guy comes into the room with a hard-on, right?”

“Yes.”

“How do you think
he gets an erection?”

“I assume he plays
with himself.”

“Yes and no. What
happens before he comes into the room is another girl will suck his
cock until he gets an erection. Then he goes on set, ready for
action. They call the girl who gets him stiff a fluffer.”

“Oh! So that is
what this job is about? You want me to suck a guy so he can fuck
someone else?”

“That’s right. Do
you think you can handle that?”

This was not what
she was expecting. Nervously, she moved to the edge of the chair.
“I don’t know. I thought a fluffer was someone who dressed the set
for a movie.”

Chris laughed.
“That’s a set designer. This business only has a few things on the
set. A bed, chairs, or a couch, and that’s all. The movies only
last 15 or 20 minutes and it’s just about fucking and sucking. We
don’t need someone to do anything to the set.”

“Oh. I guess I
misunderstood. Maybe I should go.”

“Look, you’re a
lovely young lady, and I’m in a pinch. Is it possible to work one
day? What are your sexual proclivities? Do you give head?”

Remembering what
her friends said about the guys at the bar, that she’s only popular
for fucking and sucking cock, maybe they were right. Knowing how
most guys she met thought about her, Jenny realized nothing
meaningful would come from the lifestyle she had been living. Why
not get paid for something she enjoyed with no expectations? “I’ve
been told I give a good blowjob, but to blow a guy and not get him
off seems pointless.”

“How so?”

“Well, I love the
taste of cum. And if he doesn’t cum in my mouth, I want him to cum
in my pussy or ass.”

“I see. So you
enjoy anal sex then?”

“Very much.” Jenny
noticed that Chris’ cock twitched at her answer.

“We work with some
of the best guys in the business and they are well-endowed. Do you
have any problem with that?”

In almost all the
porn Jenny had watched, the guys had big cocks. Most guys she knew
were no better-than-average size.

“I can see you’re
thinking about it,” Chris said. “We make about five movies a day
using anywhere from five to fifteen guys. We pay twenty dollars for
each fluff. Could you handle that many?”

She could make
anywhere from a hundred to over a four hundred dollars a day, she
thought. Much better than moving furniture around for realtors.
This was not the job she thought it to be. Sure, she relished
giving head, but sucking off a bunch of guys so they could have sex
with someone else was not what she was used to. However, she could
make a lot more money than her regular job.

Chris could see
her hesitate. “We make fifteen to twenty movies a week. You’d work
with anywhere from fifteen to thirty guys a week, sometimes more.
We test all of our actors for
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