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Chapter 1

She was truly a global megastar, not just famous in a couple of countries, but known everywhere. If she were an actor, any movie she appeared in would be nominated for an Oscar, a BAFTA and every other major award. She would be up for Best Actress every time, and she would always win. If she were a recording artist, every song she released would shoot to number one in at least fifty countries. Her albums wouldn’t just earn gold and platinum discs. They would go diamond within days of going on sale. You get the idea.

And she loved sex. She knew she could approach pretty much any man, and a lot of women, on the planet and they wouldn’t turn her down. But she didn’t want that. It was too risky. There was always the chance that someone would sell their story to the papers, and before she knew it, she would be on the front page of the Daily Mail.

She decided to do something extravagant. She was going to have sex for 24 hours solid, and she was going to do it with 1,440 men, that’s one per minute. No breaks apart from changeover time, just continual sex. And every single one of them was going to come.

To see if this could be done, she hired a porn star and a few hundred horny students as a trial. You may have read about it in the papers, they reported it as a general success but that’s how the porn star had been told to report it. It wasn’t a success, it was a failure. It was all done wrong, there was no real control of the students. Most couldn’t come in the time allocated, some refused to leave when their time was up and had to be dragged away. It was a disaster, an utter disaster.


Chapter 2

Even though she’s a global megastar, there’s still a chance you’ve not heard of her so this is the woman at the centre of it all.

She’s in her early thirties and carries an effortlessly elegant presence. Petite but not tiny, she stands at a graceful height of around 5 feet 2 inches (157 cm), which adds to her delicate charm. Her legs are slender and toned, with calves that curve gently from ankle to knee and thighs that taper slightly. Stylish dresses and high heels often highlight her poised, statuesque silhouette.

Her figure is a natural, slim hourglass at 33-24-35, with an undeniable allure that draws the eye to her shapely behind. It is part of what gives her that subtle, confident sensuality that turns heads without trying.

Her hair is a glossy golden blonde, typically worn in soft waves or sleek straight locks that frame her face and catch the light perfectly. This complements her fair, radiant skin. Her sparkling blue eyes are clear and bright, filled with warmth that blends playfulness and sophistication. Together, these features create a beauty that is timeless and fresh, effortlessly glamorous but with a hint of girl-next-door charm.

She is entirely natural, no tattoos or surgery. She’s not perfect, with small scars on her arms and legs that hint at childhood tumbles, scraped knees and elbows from school playground adventures. At her core, she is still the ordinary girl who became a global megastar. She knows she will probably need a little surgery in future, like removing the small mark on her face that is endearing now but will one day become a distraction.


Chapter 3

Based on what she learned from the trial, she knew the whole event had to be organised so everything ran like clockwork. She understood she couldn’t have an orgasm that lasted 24 hours, nor could she allow everyone to come inside her unprotected. But she wanted to be sure there were 1,440 male orgasms that day and needed to know it was her body, her pussy or her mouth that caused them. She wanted total control.

The trial also demonstrated that her original plan to do this without breaks was crazy, it wouldn’t be possible. She’d need to schedule in some breaks throughout the event. This would extend the time, but it wouldn’t make any difference to the amount of men she wanted, she was still going to experience 1,440 male orgasms.

There was only one way to guarantee this: hire the best fluffers in the porn industry. Still, she had to be sure. As part of the selection process, she planned to send these fluffers out to each man to spend time with them and make sure they could deliver what was needed. They would have to edge each man multiple times so that when she finally took them inside her, they would come within just a few thrusts.

It dawned on her that organising all of this was going to take a very long time.


Chapter 4

Now she had to find partners. She hired agents specifically for that task and had them contact the biggest names on the planet. Oscar winners, top recording artists, Olympic medallists or even royalty. Anyone at the peak of their field. They had to be known in multiple countries, names the general public would recognise without hesitation. Only true A-listers, not the kind of people who might appear on Strictly or I’m a Celebrity, but real stars.

If any of them showed interest, they were given a watertight contract before being told anything further. A contract so strict that if broken, it would end their careers and bind them with gagging orders so tight they would never be able to reveal a single detail. She needed 1,500 of these stars and had to search the entire world to find them.

It took almost a year to get them signed up. Some needed persuading, and that was no easy task without revealing any details. Others were hooked the moment they saw the contract. The mystery of it all drew them in, and they agreed without hesitation, blind to what they were getting into. The biggest obstacle was the money. She had plenty but there wasn’t any for the performers. No fee, no expenses, not a penny. All they were told was this: they had to reach a secret location, unseen by anyone, and they had to do it alone. What they didn’t know was that this would be the largest gathering of global stars in history. But they would never realise that. Not one of them would be aware of the others.


Chapter 5

With the initial contracts signed, it was time to share a little more. They were told they would have to properly orgasm on camera, and that in the lead up to the day itself, they would receive explicit instruction and training. That alone was enough to make three of them walk away. No discussions, no arguments. Just a quiet reminder of the privacy clauses they had already agreed to, and they were gone.

The rest stayed. One thousand, four hundred and ninety-seven. Hundreds of fluffers were sent out, travelling across the globe, spending a week with each one in turn. It was a test as much as it was preparation. The goal was simple but demanding. Each man had to be edged again and again, held right on the brink until they could control it, until they could come the instant they were told to and not a moment before.

Most managed it. But ten could not. Some were hopeless, they came the moment they were touched, unable to hold back. Others couldn’t resist finishing themselves off when the fluffers stopped. They were weak, untrainable. And when they failed, they were reminded of the privacy clauses in the strongest terms. A warning was given: they would be watched for the rest of their lives, their every word and action checked for the slightest hint of betrayal. Not that they really knew anything. Even now, they were still in the dark.

There was an unexpected side effect to this. The porn studios around the world suddenly lost their fluffers. Actors were coming onto the sets with semi-erect cocks and had to be brought to life by their co-stars. Some of those women weren’t up to it, no matter how much they tried, they couldn’t get their stunt cocks hard. Some were laid off, they just weren’t good enough at their jobs.


Chapter 6

While all this was happening, she built her bedroom. She took out a five year lease on an old hangar at a disused RAF base somewhere in England and set about turning it into her fuck house. The bedroom was built in the centre of the hanger and on the surface, it looked like a normal luxury bedroom, but the bed was different. The bottom had a cutout so she could lie legs apart without anything underneath her crotch, an open space where any fluids could fall through. She wasn’t going to spend a day lying in a mess. It had to be comfortable but easy to clean. The rest of the room looked normal, and hidden cameras covered every angle and every direction, all in glorious 8K.

There was a second bed too. It was reserved for the few lucky men who would have her in cowgirl or reverse cowgirl. When in use, the man would be led in and laid on one of the beds while she was behind a divider. Then, at the moment of reveal, she would literally step in and impale herself on him.
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