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Joe had been waiting for his order to arrive. Every day, when he awoke, he rushed to check his mail, hoping to find an envelope filled with his ticket waiting on the floor. Nada.

The day after he’d first sampled the delights of the golden VIP pass which had allowed him to command and sleep with the woman of his dreams, he’d ordered another VIP experience from that same website, hoping that the freak occurrence would happen again and he would be gifted another license to do anything he felt like.

It felt like forever since he’d ordered the ticket. In actual fact it had only been a few weeks. It just felt like longer when he spent most of his time obsessing over whether lightning would strike twice and he would be able to get his hands on another of those gold passes.

Again another morning arrived which meant Joe rushing off to check his mail, hoping to find an envelope from the ticket company. Finally there was one waiting for him.

Joe didn’t even bother to check if he had anything else. He just grabbed the letter and dashed back in so he could open it up and see what the pass inside looked like. When he peeled the thin, paper, flap open he couldn’t help but begin giggling with excitement. The ticket inside, the VIP pass, it was gold.

For all he knew all the passes for the event could have been that color but he didn’t think so. He knew, he knew in his heart, the pass that he had in his hands was just like the one he’d had around his neck in the arena on that incredible day. It was a VIP pass which would allow him to do anything he wanted. It was a VIP pass which went beyond all access.

A giggle turned more into a joy filled laugh. He couldn’t believe it was happening again. Dreams really did come true.

The event itself wasn’t far away either. The event was also nothing like the music gig he’d been to last time. It was actually harder to get any further away. The pass he had purchased was one to a book signing and Q&A session with a top author.

With his golden ticket finally in his possession he went from waiting down the seconds for his order to arrive to counting down the days before he could put the pass into action.

Once again he was going to be the most important person in the building.


Joe didn’t know that they sold tickets to author events, he didn’t know that there were any authors big enough to command such a thing but if there was one it definitely would be her.

Gwen McIntyre was the world’s most popular author. She had sprung to fame thanks to her series about a school for superheroes. The books were adored by all ages and had been made into Hollywood movies. There wasn’t a bigger author anywhere.

The entire arena was packed with people hoping to see her, speak to her and get their books signed by her. Then there was Joe who didn’t have interest in getting a signature. What he wanted was a personal VIP experience.

While her writing ability was the thing that everyone loved about her, Joe couldn’t help but appreciate was a beautiful person she was.

Behind a pair of thick glasses were adorably cute features, settled between flowing locks of blonde hair. Her body was scrumptious as well, a curvy shape with a thick rear and large breasts. If she wasn’t a gifted writer he was convinced she could have became a model.

When he arrived at the center the line to go and see her was already extending around the block with hundreds queuing for their chance to meet her. That was where the beauty of a VIP pass came into play.

Having a VIP pass meant there was no need to wait in line with everybody else who had just shown up with a book in hand ready to get it signed. Paying a little bit more meant that Joe could jump straight to the front of the line.

Sitting behind a table there she was, the world’s most popular author. It was time for him to meet the star of the written world.

“Thank you for the kind words but I’m nothing special,” Gwen said to a young girl, “if you put your heart into it I bet you can write books even better than mine. Now who’s next?”

With his pass the next person was Joe. He could feel daggers from the jealous coming at him from behind but it was their own faults. If they wanted his power they should have paid to be VIPs themselves. Plus they had no idea how jealous they really should have been.

“Hello there,” Joe said as he approached with a smile on his face.

“Hi there. What’s your name.”

“Joe.”

“Well hi Joe, always nice to see a fan. What can I do for you?”

He hadn’t brought anything for her to sign, he hadn’t brought a camera for a picture and he had bigger things planned for her than simply wanting to shake her hand.

Joe leaned in close so that his voice didn’t manage to meet the ears of anybody but her. He didn’t want to let anybody else in on his plan.

“In five minutes time you’re going to take a fifteen minute break,” he informed her, “then you’re going to come and find me in your changing room.”

There was no hesitation in his voice, he spoke with total confidence and that was because he was completely confident that his golden ticket wouldn’t let him down. His VIP power would be as strong as ever and would give him everything he wanted.

“Sure thing,” she said cheerfully, “anything for a fan. Well it was lovely meeting you. Who’s next?”

As the next person in the line came up to meet her Joe left grinning from ear to ear. Just like he had thought his new pass was just as effective as the old one. Again he had gotten himself a ticket that meant all of his desires could come true.

It was time to find her changing room. In five minutes he would be living another fantasy.


With confidence on his side, and a backstage pass that transcended all others, it didn’t take long for Joe to be able to talk his way into Gwen’s empty changing room. It was pretty much just one line of, “I’m going in here.”

He made himself comfortable and played the waiting game. If she did exactly what she was told, as she should have, she would arrive around five minutes after him.

Five minutes later the door creaked open. The leading lady had arrived.

She exhaled a loud breath as she marched into the room, “Hmm these events are so tiring. I really need this break.”

“Sadly Gwen you aren’t going to be getting much of a break.”

“Huh?” she muttered in confusion as he crooked a finger and called her over.

“I may be a VIP but I’m not a monster,” he explained, “I know a lot of people are waiting on you which means that we don’t have a lot of time to enjoy ourselves so there isn’t any more time to waste.”

Joe removed the towel he had been resting on his lap to expose the fact that he’d already removed his pants and was waiting for her with his hard manhood ready.

“Hey, what’s the meaning of this!?” she began to protest but he clicked her fingers as he wafted the golden pass he had hanging around his neck.

“Come and use that pretty mouth to lube up my cock.”

It was a ridiculous thing to come out with all of a sudden but Gwen approached him and dropped down between his thighs and began to stroke her fingers along his erection.

She admired his size with her touch, exploring the length of his shaft before finally wrapping her hand around the base. She opened her mouth up and curled out her tongue and began to lick it across the tip, glossing the head in saliva.

Joe didn’t know if his pass gave the girls extra talents or it was just their own experience and abilities showing through but Gwen really knew how to work his shaft. Each brush across his glans forced another moan to trickle from his lips. It was heavenly.

“Don’t just keep licking it,” he moaned down at her as she edged his pleasure upwards, “You need to please me more. Use that mouth. Heck, use those tits of yours.”

Gwen couldn’t resist. She reached down and unbuttoned her blouse, exposing her large tits, still contained in her bra. A few clips and that tumbled down her front as well, letting him see her entire bust.

She pushed herself closer to him and compressed her squishy breasts together around the hardness of his cock, sandwiching it in the plump mounds. As he cooed out in pleasure from the soft squeeze her mouth returned to licking and lapping at his cockhead before finally those lips pressed and began to swallow up his girth.

There was no way she should have known how to perform such a lewd act, it had to be the VIP pass which was guiding her. There was no way that top author Gwen McIntyre knew how to pleasure a cock with her tits.

A hand squeezed in from both sides of that bust, jiggling her chest softly as she jerked up and down Joe’s hard meat pole, wetly slurping and slobbering on the head, trickles of drool running down, painting his shaft with wetness.

The added touch of her pumping breasts and the tight embrace of those sucking lips was an added dose of pleasure that really made Joe groan. He could feel his insides throbbing, his loins tingling. She was going to make him cum with her titjob and blowjob double attack.

He hooked his fingers into her hair as he groaned, “I can’t take it anymore. You’re about to make me cum.”

Because of what he said she got the impression that he wanted her to stop. She slowly peeled her wet lips from his dick with a messy pop and looked up to him.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to--”

Before she could finish her sentence he pushed his hand down and forced her open mouth back down around his girth, forcing her lips down so she was basically making out with her own cleavage.

“No I didn’t mean stop! I was so close! Keep going, keep going, I’m about to cum!”

There was no confusion about that. With his rough assistance she clamped her lips back down around his shaft and compressed those tits together. Gwen helped to take him over the edge.

Joe’s body tensed as he felt his orgasm bubble to the surface. He groaned out and bucked his hips up and began to unload, spraying the inside of her mouth with his hot seed.

His body twitched and bucked, the seat creaking below as he let rope after rope of cum enter her body and trickle down her throat, Gwen obediently drinking down every drop as her lips remained hugging his hardness tight in her soft embrace.

Only once he had finished cumming did he release that firm, claw like, grip he had secured of her head, allowing her to free herself, allowing her to drag her head back up his hardness.

She gasped and took a large breath of air as glistening ropes of drool dangled from her panting lips, releasing her cleavage lock on his dick.

“I’m glad I could help a fan,” she said to him, licking her lips clean, “but I can’t hang around. I need to get back to the signing.”

“Now now no need to be like that,” he assured her, “we still have another ten minutes until you need to go back there. That’s plenty of time to do more.”

“More?” she asked.

“Yeah, more. You know, more. The kind of more that a man and a woman can do together.”

“Oh, you mean sex. You aren’t satisfied yet?”

He probably should have been but it was just like when he slept with singer extraordinaire, Anya Steel. When he was staring fantasy in the face and getting a once in a lifetime chance to sleep with a beautiful celebrity his body couldn’t help but to remain excited and ready for more.

“Does this look satisfied?” he asked back, pointing to his cock which was still standing tall and hard between his thighs.

“I guess not…”

“Right? I’m not just any fan you know,” Joe wafting the pass he had dangling around his neck, “I’m a VIP, I need special treatment and you’re going to give it to me. You’re going to use this break to make me soft and this time I want you to use that soft pussy of yours.”

It wasn’t that he needed special treatment. It was just with that golden pass in his possession he automatically seemed to receive special treatment. That was why when he demanded a service like sex from the star of the show she diligently nodded.

“Of course. How could I not for a VIP?”

She hooked her fingers into her jeans and slowly managed to wiggle them down, using the added sway of her hips as assistance to send that bulky material down around her ankles. Once those were out of the way the thing that came next was naturally her panties.

Gwen quickly stripped her lower half down so there was nothing left. Apart from her stockings and an open blouse she was completely naked; nothing sexual was hidden.

He rolled his eyes over her exposed body and grinned in satisfaction. The actual sight somehow managed to be even sexier than the fantasy. He always thought she was a hot woman but he didn’t know her figure was seriously that good.

“That’s what I’m talking about,” he growled as he reached a hand out, grabbing at her ass to drag her closer, “Now get over here.”

She stumbled closer and landed on his body, landing on his exposed lap with that hardness still standing tall like a meat tower, waiting to be pleased.

“So, should I just do it like this?” she asked him as she regained some composure, holding her hands onto his shoulders as she began to straddle him, grinding his hard meat against her exposed pussy.

That was the way he wanted her. He nodded his head in satisfaction and groaned, “Just like that. I want you to ride me like a naughty cowgirl.”

His wish was her command. With his order still ringing in her ears she moved from just grinding against him and teasing his hardness with that puffy entrance to rolling her body up and then back down, slowly spreading her tightness open around his erect dick.

Down her weight dropped and up his spire went, the inches vanishing from the open air into the tight, silky, hug of her wet folds. It milked a groan from his lip and a quivering moan from hers as they came together as man and woman.

Before everything, however, they were star and fan; star and VIP. He wasn’t there to please her, she was there to please him so once she had lowered herself down around his hardness she began to rock up and down, bouncing her tightness upon his lap.

Joe slung his head backwards as he growled out in pleasure, his hands holding onto her wide hips, helping to support her as she bucked up and down, round ass wobbling with a slight jiggle from every sharp movement. She was very good at what she was doing. Who would have thought a star author was so good at sex?

At first he allowed her to take the lead, her fingers gripping his shoulders tightly as her hips bucked but soon he began to want more. He wanted her to move faster, rub harder, grind quicker.

While she bounced he slapped a hand against her booty, leaving a small, red, stinging glow on her backside.

“Come on, faster, faster. You’ll never make me cum like this,” he grunted, “Do you want to disappoint your fans?”

“Of course not,” she panted, her face red and her breathing heavy.

“Then faster, really work those hips,” he demanded, giving her ass another slap.

The slaps were unnecessary when she was so deeply under his spell but that didn’t mean he couldn’t enjoy the sweet sound of flesh slapping together.

That pleasant noise began to grow louder thanks to Gwen’s actions as she followed his instructions quickly and began to move her body at a faster pace. She was really working those hips quickly, swinging her body up and then dropping her ass back down with a thud on his lap, making her buns slap down as she devoured his throbbing hotness in her delicate folds.

Joe could feel himself getting close, getting close thanks to the way she followed his instructions and used her body. Her tight folds were pumping his erect manhood so delightfully, the male body wasn’t meant to withstand such sensations.

“Almost there,” he grunted out, “just a bit more, just a bit more.”

She delivered him that more by refusing to stop, following his desires and still working herself up and down his hardness, up and down his throbbing length until almost there became arrived at his destination.

He squeezed those fingers into her behind tightly, gripping on with a knuckle diluting intensity as he pinned her down onto her meaty seat, his pulsing manhood, and began to thank her for her service.

His hissing noise filled the air as his orgasm filled her body, his hips bucking below as he unloaded shot after shot of his hot, dripping, seed into her womb, flooding her body with every single rope of cum that was begging to be released from his turgid shaft.

Joe didn’t release her, he kept her moaning and shivering on his lap until he drained every drop of that bubbling orgasm from his loins and spilled it all in her warm tightness.

The air was filled with deep, heavy, breathing as finally that climax diluted down to a nothing, Gwen able to feel the warmth in her core.

“Hmm that was amazing,” she groaned out, “it’s just a shame I can’t hang around. I need to go and wash up now before I get back to the signing.”

She twisted around and began to lift herself up from his lap but before she finished the job he latched a hand down around her wrist and dragged her back down in place.

“Hold on a minute, you can’t go yet. You didn’t even cum.”

He had already reached his climax twice and yet she hadn’t even finished once. He couldn’t allow that to happen, he wanted to see her squirm. He wanted to know what kind of noise she meant when she was pushed over the edge. That was why he kept her arms gripped, pulled back, as he began to thrust into her mound again.

Gwen’s body jiggled up and down as she was swiftly drilled from below, her cum filled pussy being forced into another round by the brute.

“Just please hurry,” she moaned out, “I don’t have long left. Please make it fast.”

She only had fifteen minutes for the break and she’d already milked two orgasms out of him. She couldn’t have had long left. She didn’t.

While she was busy bouncing on his lap, getting her ass slapped into from below there was a knock on her changing room door.

“Miss. McIntyre!?” the voice of the stage manager called out to her.

“Y-yes!?”

“Two more minutes!”

“I’ll be out shortly!” she hissed as Joe didn’t ease up on her pounding himself into her wetness for even a moment. Instead he chuckled at her.

“Hmm you got tighter when he called out to you. Does getting caught doing something like this turn you on?”

She would have wanted to deny something so embarrassing but being asked by a VIP like him meant that there was no way she could say anything but the absolute truth.

“Yes! I admit it! Being caught fucking like this, it makes me so hot.”

Joe smirked as he rose from his seat, keeping a grip of her arms and keeping their bodies connected as man and woman. He began to force her to step forward awkwardly on shaky legs as he continued to rail her sharply from behind, marching her over to the changing room door. Once there he smothered her face into the wood and continued to go to town on her dripping hotness.

“So you’re telling me that you, the famous Gwen McIntyre, would squeal with delight and shame if I took you out there and showed this sight to each and every one of your fans?”

Her pussy practically clamped down like a sexual vice as he drilled such a humiliating image into her head. All of those people who had came to the building to see her watching her getting her pussy pounded by a thick, meaty, cock.

“Yes! Yes! Everything yes!” she cried out. Anybody close enough to the room was sure to hear her as well.

“Better keep your voice down,” he said to her with a growl, “or they might actually hear you.”

Had she been caught? Did all of her fans hear her slutty moans? That was enough to push her deeper down the rabbit hole and really make her insides go crazy, enough to really make them spasm around his hardness.

She muffled her voice down somehow, unable to deny him, but still cried out a soft moan of, “I-I’m gonna cum. Gonna cum.”

The way her insides began to clench and twitch weren’t just good for her and her bliss, they were good for him as the unique sensations also drove him back towards his own male delight.

“Oh me too, me too. Let’s cum together. Here I cum Gwen. I’m gonna fill you up.”

He thrust forward and completely compressed her to the door, trapping her between a rock and a hard place as he erupted his hot orgasm into her pussy again, filling her with a second helping of cum as she squeezed down on him in a possessive clamp and began to gush out her slutty pussy juices.

The wooden surface and the floor below were soaked with an explosive burst of pleasure, the scent of sex being released into the air, staining the room with a mark of pleasure; just like her pussy.

With both of them climaxing they remained locked together for as long as their bodies needed, for as long as it took them to ride the waves of euphoria over the finish line. Only then could they part ways.

Joe pulled himself out of her cum dripping mound as she slowly slid down to the floor, panting hotly as she wheezed for air, making a white puddle on the floor.

The VIP pass, his golden ticket, it was truly amazing to think he just did what he just did. Who else but him would be able to see a celebrity in such a state?

Nobody, that’s who. Nobody else was more valuable than him.


Joe watched on from a short distance as Gwen returned to signing her books after a short delay. Not too short though, just a minute or two for her to be able to change back into her outfit. Certainly not long enough for her to wash. In fact he commanded that she didn’t.

The reason he remained around was to see if she did it, even though deep down he knew she had to.

Gwen returned to signing the books but with an added surprise. In her panties she dripped his fresh cum and filled the air with the scent of his domination. He could smell it from where he was, the smell of male conquest.

“And w-who am I making it out to?” she asked her next fan, her voice still shaky as her cheeks remained blushed. She had been such an excellent toy. It was a shame to see her go.

As he departed from the scene Joe played around with the golden pass that hung around his neck. If he’d been able to get his hands on a second then surely getting a third wouldn’t be out of the question.

The real question was, who would he be visiting next?
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