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Very important person, better known as a VIP. The label conjures up images of the rich and famous being gifted special privilege due to their social standing. However it isn’t like the special world of a VIP is a closed off place that the common man cannot dip their toes into for a duration. Anybody can be a VIP, for the right price.

Joe was a huge fan of the so called Pop Punk Princess, Anya Steel, the lead singer of the rock band Monochrome.

She was an absolute beauty; a youthful blonde with cute features and a kick ass body that made her an idol among young music fans everywhere.

Her and her band’s popularity had really blown up over the last year but he’d been a fan of hers back when she was just starting out; before she made it big time.

When he heard the news about her new tour he knew there was no way he could miss it, he just had to go, especially as the first show would be in his city.

Just like any other concert he made sure he was ready at the day and time the tickets were released and rushed in to buy one before they were all sold out. He steeled himself with a determination that he would be willing to pay anything for a ticket and that was what took him down the road of being a VIP.

Along with the standard tickets there were also those special VIP tickets which offered up a spot right at the front of the crowd, the best seats in the house. Not only that they also acted as a backstage pass for the show. There was going to be an aftershow party with Anya and the rest of the band and if he had one of those passes then he was invited. He’d have the chance to party with Anya!

When he saw all that being offered he knew he had to snap one up, no matter if it cost extra, a lot extra. He was going to the show and for the first time in his life he was going to be a VIP.


The show was amazing, Joe was complete buzzing from it. The front row seats were absolutely amazing. He felt so close at times he was convinced he could have reached over to touch Anya in person as she sung and danced her heart out.

Anya seemed to just get better and better with every performance, he was convinced it was her best work yet.

Usually, after a gig, once the music ended it was time to start the long trek home with goosebumps still standing on end but not for Joe. With his VIP pass on hand the show wasn’t quite over, he was going to go backstage to meet the whole band and, more importantly, Anya.

Along with the rest of the VIPs Joe filed into the backstage area and was led through the arena and towards the location of the aftershow party. That was when Joe noticed something strange. Everybody else had a black and white pass hanging around their necks. Joe’s was gold and black. Why was his different to everybody elses?

He didn’t get a lot of time to wonder as it didn’t take long for them to reach their destination. The room was already kitted out to keep the good times rolling and soon all those waiting customers were joined by the members of the band. Out came the drummer, the bass player and the guitar player. There was only one person missing, the leading lady herself.

“Sadly Anya is feeling a little under the weather after the show,” the lead guitarist said to the packed room, “but don’t let that ruin your buzz. We’re still here to celebrate a packed out show! Now let’s party!”

Obviously there was a lot of disappointment around the room that the star herself wouldn’t be appearing but it was drowned out by the screams of the women who had bought their way backstage for the male members of the band.

Slowly even those who had came for Anya started to get into the party atmosphere, but not Joe. He wasn’t bothered about the aftershow bash, he just wanted to meet the star of the band. She wasn’t sick was she? There was no way she’d just leave her fans hanging. Something had to be wrong.

While everyone else was busying drinking and dancing, Joe instead tried to see if he could possible find Anya anywhere. He wasn’t the only one who had thought of that plan though. When he arrived at the entry point further into the arena he found a pair going back and forth with security.

“Look come on man just let me through. I’m a VIP, I paid to see Anya. Come on, be a pal.”

“What part of no didn’t you get?”

“Come on, I’ll make it worth your while,” one of the men said, trying to push a bribe into the bouncer’s hand.

“Are you gonna back off or am I gonna make you back off?” the large, muscular, man growled, finally scaring off the drunken teenagers.

Joe knew that if they weren’t getting through then he wasn’t going to get through either but he couldn’t help but give it a go.

“Hey is Anya doing okay?” he asked the security guard, “I couldn’t go and check on her, could I?”

“Yeah just go right ahead.”

“...huh?”

The huge man opened the door for Joe, “Go, hurry on through before anymore of these vultures try and get in.”

He wasn’t exactly sure what had just happened. He didn’t know if he was being tricked or not but he took the chance and went into the next hallway, the door closing behind him. He could faintly hear a fuss building up from behind, on the other side of that now closed door, as it sounded like those teens had returned to argue. Why was he allowed through and they weren’t? Ultimately it didn’t matter. What mattered the most was he could go and see his beloved Anya.

If he could find her anyway.


With nobody to guide him, and without any real understanding of the layout of an arena, it took Joe quite a lot of wondering to finally stumble upon the place he was looking for; Anya’s dressing room.

The door was protected by another security guard. Somehow Joe had managed to bypass one but he wasn’t sure how he was expected to get past another.

“Hey,” he said on approach.

“Who are you? What are you doing here?”

“I was just coming to check on Anya.”

“Oh, good right ahead then.”

It had happened again. Security stepped aside and offered him the chance to go inside, a chance which he quickly snapped up without trying to put too much thought into why the security were allowing him to do whatever he wanted.

Joe snuck his way into Anya’s changing room and as soon as he did so he could hear a female voice coming from the other side of the room. It was Anya, she was on the phone.

“Yeah I’ll be heading out shortly… no they’re all still stuck at that aftershow party… no I just told them I was sick. Like I wanted to hang around with some sweaty fans after a show.”

As she laughed to herself Joe felt his blood boiling. So she wasn’t sick after all? She was just pretending so she didn’t have to do the party? She was taking the fans money and running? She was taking his money and running?

“Well the tickets didn’t promise I would be there did they? It’s their own faults for being so desperate to see me. Talk about thirsty,” she snickered, “Well I’m hanging up. Gonna finish changing. See you laters. Bye.”

Joe’s entire body was trembling. What had happened to that up and comer who adored her fans and would do anything for them? Had the money and success gone to her head and turned her into another egotistical star? He’d came to see how she was feeling but after discovering her deceit he simply couldn’t say nothing.

“Hey!” he called out as he stepped out of the entryway and into the changing room.

“What? Who the fuck are you? What are you doing in here!?” she squealed, covering herself up as she was only dressed in her bra and panties.

“I came here to see how you were feeling… but it turns out you’ve just turned into a money grabbing witch!”

“Security, where the fuck are you!?” she screamed out and then at Joe, “Get the fuck out of here!”

“What happened to you? You used to be such a good girl. Now you’ve become toxic.”

She snarled as she jumped onto her feet and went marching across the room towards the entrance, “Security! Get in here and get rid of this psycho stalker!”

“Stop right there,” he said to her as she was making her escape and, surprisingly, she stopped. However her mouth didn’t.

“Security!”

Finally the security guard who had let him into the changing room returned, barging his way in to see what all of the fuss was about.

“Miss. Steel? What’s going on.”

She pointed to Joe and snarled, “Get this stalker out of here, now!”

“No stop,” Joe said again and the approaching security guard did as he was told.

“What are you doing!?” the Pop Punk Princess hissed.

“You let me in here, remember? I’m allowed in here.”

“Yeah dude, sorry for the mixup,” the security guard said to Joe and then he actually went and left. He was so shocked at what had just happened he hadn’t noticed that the screaming which had almost left him deaf in one ear had dropped dramatically in volume as well.

“Oh you’re allowed in here?” Anya asked, “Why didn’t you just say so. You made me freak out for nothing.”

Casually she returned back to where she’d been to continue getting herself ready to leave.

“Hey… what?”

“Can you avert your eyes for a bit while I get changed though?” she asked, “I don’t wanna be seen wearing just this. Turn around.”

“No, wait for a moment,” Joe begged, his mind racing, “What’s happening here?”

“I’m getting changed?”

“No, not that. Why are you… why are you and the security guards being so nice to me? Why are you letting me do what I want?”

She looked almost as confused as he did, but for a different reason. His confusion was about what was going on. Hers was about why he was asking such a stupid, obvious, question.

“Duh, because you’re a VIP?” she told him simply, pointing at the golden pass hanging around his neck.

Was it really that simple because it was just so stupid. There were hundreds of other people with passes, the only difference was his was a different color to everyone else's but it wasn’t like he’d done anything special. All Joe had done was order it online through the official channels but for some reason his was gold when everyone else’s was black.

Still, even if he did accidentally get sent some extra perks backstage pass, that wouldn’t explain why Anya herself was okay with him being in her changing room. The security guards could at least make sense. She, who had been openly loathing her fans, did not.

“So because of this you’re listening to what I’m saying?” he checked, wiggling the pass around his neck.

“Yeah that’s right.”

“Anything?”

She rolled her eyes and sighed, “Yes, what part of this don’t you understand?”

“Fine then. No I’m not going to turn around,” he said with a new confidence, “I’m going to watch you change.”

“Whatever then,” she sighed again as she continued going through the motions and that was it. No fight, no struggle, she just listened to him and agreed. She seemed a completely different person to the one spitting venom on the phone, the one who had shunned her own loyal supporters.

“Actually no,” he said again, changing his mind, “you shouldn’t get dressed at all. You should get undressed.”

He wasn’t sure what he was thinking coming out with some a weird, perverted, comment but Anya just shrugged her shoulders and reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting the material tumble down her front. Joe was even able to see her nipples reflected back at him in the mirror.

She rose from her seat and grasped the waistline of her panties and began to strip down again, bending forwards slightly while wiggling her hips, slowly working the silky fabric down her legs to the floor, stripping completely naked.

Joe’s jaw almost hit the floor. He’d always thought Anya was beautiful, because she was, and had dreamed of seeing her naked but never thought it was a possibility. Yet there she was, standing in front of him in nothing but a birthday suit.

“So what am I supposed to do now?”

Those words snapped Joe out of his trance as he refocused on Anya, “Huh?”

“Well I can’t go home dressed like this,” Anya running her hands down her naked body, the one she had turned to show Joe, “I’m not a pervert.”

There was no doubt about it. Anya, and everybody else, were doing exactly what he told them to do. It was like they had to obey him, like he had total control over them and for some reason it seemed to be connected to his place as a VIP.

“Actually, you are a pervert.”

“I am?”

“Yeah, a major pervert,” he told her, “You’re a pervert who gets horny from showing off her naked body to strangers.”

After he said those words she began to pant heavily. Her cheeks began to gather color and her nipples grew erect. She wasn’t seriously getting horny, was she?

She stumbled back and leaned back against her makeup desk, breathing deeply as she averted her eyes from him, nibbling on her bottom lip.

“Ah… do you have to stare at me so much?” she moaned out softly. She was getting horny after all. She was completely under his control.

If he could do anything he wanted them there was no reason to hold back. He marched over to where she was sitting and grabbed a hold of her thighs, dragging them apart so he could get a clear view of her pussy. She was absolutely soaked down there and his eyes staring at her was only making her wetter.

Her legs tried to twitch their way shut but he didn’t allow her to do that, he kept a firm hold of her thighs and continued to watch the way her body squirmed; he continued to make her body descend into lust.

“No… please… stop looking at me. I can’t take it anymore,” she panted, tongue hanging from her lips as her thighs glistened in excitement. She was practically in heat.

“I’ll stop looking, on one condition,” Joe said as he peeked up at her face.

“W-what?”

“In return I want you to help me. I want you on your knees. I want you to suck my cock.”

He knew he didn’t have to coax her into it. If his hunch was right she would do anything he asked anyway and she nodded sharply.

“Yes! I’ll do it, I’ll do it. Just stop staring so much!”

Finally he freed her and let her close her legs, those thighs coming together with a wet squelch of her pussy juices splashing together within and the soft slap of skin meeting skin.

Joe rose from his position and strolled across the room, unbuckling his belt and allowing his pants to tumble down around his ankles, his boxers following.

With his lower half exposed he dropped down onto a chair with his arms folded and his erect manhood freed. He didn’t have any perverse conditioning like her did but it was impossible not to be aroused by staring into the needy pussy of the one he adored so much.

“Suck,” he commanded, feeling the power of self confidence circulating through his veins. Just like he said she came crawling.

The beautiful blonde got into position between his spread legs and quickly got to work, parting her lips and wrapping them around the bulbous head of his thick slab of hard dick.

A satisfied groan tumbled from Joe as his erection was nursed in her lips. It was a mouth that was best known for singing but he was making her use it to satisfy his lustful desires.

She bobbed her head up and down the length of his shaft, using her saliva to lube him up, making it easier for her to pump her lips for his satisfaction, the taste of his pre tickling her tongue's taste receptors.

He looked down upon her as she was sucking him off and combed his fingers through her locks, but his eyes remaining hooked onto her was of the most importance. He wanted to build her excitement. He wanted to make her an lustful, squirming, dripping, mess.

Anya wiggled her lower half more the longer his sight remained locked down onto her and it only got worse when her eyes opened and met his stare. Her excitement levels were soaring and she couldn’t tell him to look away again. Her lips were already being occupied by something else.

It wasn’t just her who was building up in enjoyment. Her talented mouth was making his emotions surge. The way she suckled on his manhood was bringing him to orgasm.

“Oh, that’s it,” he grunted out in satisfaction, “come on, go a little deeper. I’m about to cum and I want you to swallow every drop.”

She couldn’t go against him, something about him was impossible to resist. When he commanded she followed. Anya pushed her head further down into his lap, her lips down his shaft, his cock into her tight throat.

Wrapped up in that vice like embrace Joe couldn’t hold back any longer. He filled the air with moans as his manhood surged, his orgasm erupting, hot ropes of cum spraying into her mouth.

Anya tensed her body as her insides were painted in the hot white cream which was unloading from his throbbing dick, her body being filled up with his jizz. It was so thick and hot and it just seemed to keep coming and coming. He was having a dream realized after all, it was no wonder he was cumming with such intensity.

Once his orgasm finally came to an end she was freed from his crotch and allowed back up to finally gasp mouth fulls of air, a slobbering mess swinging down to decorate her lips and chin in saliva.

“That was incredible,” Joe groaned in satisfaction, “How was it for you? You loved it didn’t you? After all you love drinking my cum.”

His words resonated with her. It was like he’d managed to press some buttons in her brain as she looked up at him, moaning as she swayed her hips from side to side.

“I loved it so much,” Anya moaned hotly, “but what about me?”

“What about you? Go on, tell me.”

“I’m so horny. I need help.”

“And what help is that, hmm?” he said, pushing her verbally, “What is it you need from me? You want to have sex with me now, don’t you? It’s okay, you can say it.”

How could she not? “Yes, please have sex with me!”

Anya was in heat, she couldn’t control herself, however he could. Whatever power he had over her meant that she was like a puppet and he had a hold of her strings.

“Oh we can have sex,” he purred with a grin, “but on one condition…”


She looked perfect wearing it, absolutely perfect. It was no surprise after all, there was nobody in the world capable of wearing the outfit better than her.

Joe commanded Anya to dress back into her stage outfit, the one that she had been wearing for the show.

Black and white stockings went down into thick, black, boots and went up towards a frilly, black and white skirt. For her upper half it was a crop top leather jacket zipped down at the front to show off plenty of cleavage. The only changes Joe had made to the outfit was to forbid her from wearing underwear.

“Is this good enough?” she asked, begging for his attention, her legs shaking as her pussy gushed, burning up in lustful need.

He inspected her closely, taking his time to drag his eyes over every inch of her body, making her heat that much greate;, her need that much stronger.

Anya could hardly stay still as he slowly let his glance wander over every curve of her body. She looked close to fainting.

“Hmm perfect,” he finally complimented, “You did good Anya. Now I want you to bend over that desk for me.”

She didn’t waste time throwing herself onto her makeup desk, making all the contents on the surface spill everywhere as she lifted her behind and wiggled it in the air, showing off her dripping, wet, pinkness under her skirt.

“Please do it, please do it now. I’m so horny I can’t take it anymore!”

Joe pushed her skirt up and grasped her hips, dragging her slightly closer as he rubbed his cock against her soft wetness. He rubbed up and down, flossing his manhood against her juicy mound but refused to push it inside, making her whimper.

“Hmm, I changed my mind.”

“Y-you did?”

“Yeah, it isn’t good enough just to do this,” he told her, “I’m unhappy with how you’ve turned out, the way you’re treating your fans now so if you want me to fuck you you will become the girl you used to be, you will become that grounded girl who thanks those who made her so big.”

“I’ll do it! I’ll adore all my fans I swear! Just give it to me!”

He had managed to do it, he had managed to bring back the Anya he adored. She would no longer be some pampered princess, she would return to being the true Pop Punk Princess.

To celebrate he thrusted forwards and filled her needy body with his hard dick.

She squealed out a loud, high pitched, slutty moan as his cock filled her body, Joe burying himself to the hilt. He packed her so she was nice and full, so that her mound was resting against his lap, so every inch of his manhood was stretching her insides open.

“I can’t believe I get to do this,” he said to himself, “I saved my idol and now I get to fuck her too. This is the best day ever!”

He couldn’t stop himself from ravishing her body. He began to thrust himself in sharply, fucking her with every he had. He was having an experience he would never be able to forget and he was working to make sure she would never forget it either.

“Wait if you thrust so fast I’m going to go crazy!” she squealed out, her slutty expressions being reflected back at herself in the mirror. She could see her own sanity being eroded away by his hammering hips. It simply felt too good.

Joe refused to stop, however. He used all of his strength, all of his power, all of his energy to thrust sharply into her pussy with every he could, milking the lust from her body and driving himself towards another climax.

His vigorous thrusts made her juices gush out. She was driven to orgasmic highs by his piston pounds that made her tremble and shiver all over. She couldn’t even say another word, all she could release from her lips were panting moans.

Every orgasm she was pushed to by his primal assault on her loins made her tight insides twitch and tense, squeezing and massaging his hammering length. It was going to milk him, he couldn’t resist her tightness.

“I can’t take it anymore,” he growled down to her, “I’m going to cum. I’m going to fill you up with my seed. I’m gonna knock up my favorite star.”

There was no protection, he was inside of her raw and he was about to release a raw orgasm into her juicy pussy. Once he felt himself being pushed over the edge by her succulent body that was it, he was cumming.

Joe threw his head back and gritted his teeth as pleasure burst from his loins and unleashed deep into her womb, filling it with his molten seed, flooding her body with his cum, making her tremble all over.

The two remained locked together in the heights of pleasure for as long as it took for him to drain the orgasm from his body, into hers, Anya still climaxing blissfully herself the entire time.

Finally he pulled back from her body, allowing a trickle of white to escape from her loins and to dribble down her shivering inner thighs. It was still hard for him to believe he’d done it. He’d had sex with Anya Steel.

It was the best day of his life.


Once the day had came to an end something weird happened. That golden pass which had allowed him to do whatever he wanted with his favorite singer was gone. Well the entire pass hadn’t gone, it had simply turned black and white just like all the others he had seen. It was like it had reverted to normal, it was like the evidence was gone.

Joe had no idea what had happened and how he’d ended up in possession of such a magical gift but he knew if he had the chance to get another VIP pass like that then he’d snap it up with both hands.

That was when he noticed an email in his inbox, from the company who he’d bought the ticket from.

“We hope you enjoyed your recent purchase,” the email said, “Here are some other experiences we think you might be interested in.”

Joe looked through the list of appearances and performances with VIP passes available for each. There was no way lightning could strike twice, was there?

There was only one way for him to find out.
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