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BIG HARD LESSON

Alex McKenna, host of the popular radio show, The Alex McKenna Experience, is about to learn a big, hard lesson after years of taking advantage of the pretty young starlets he brings onto his show, night after night.


CHAPTER I

Alex had a few perks working as a radio host on a popular satellite radio station: a nice private parking spot in the heart of downtown, six weeks of vacation per year, and a great health insurance plan. But to Alex, the best perk of his job was getting to schmooze with hot, up-and-coming starlets.

Alex’s show, The Alex McKenna Experience, which aired at 10:00 PM Eastern time every weekday night, had some of the best ratings in all of radio, with over one-million downloads per episode. The formula of each episode was roughly the same: during the first hour, Alex was joined by a big-time celebrity who was out promoting some new movie or music album; one time Alex was joined by Tom Cruise, the day before the release of Mission Impossible 4. During the second and final hour of The Alex McKenna Experience, Alex would sit down and chat with an up-and-coming star. Sometimes they would be a musician, and they would play a song or two live on the air.

Alex’s show was responsible for launching the careers of many talented artists. During daytime business hours, the phones at the studio would be constantly ringing: agents desperately wanting to book their young talent. Agents knew that getting onto Alex’s show was the equivalent of winning the lottery. As a result, Alex got even more perks. Agents would send him gifts: amazing tickets to sporting events and concerts, gift certificates to fancy restaurants, you name it. One time he had meat delivered straight to his office: the freshest, best cuts of Kobe beef money can buy. It was a strange gift, but Alex had never tasted anything better in his life. One time, an agent decided to skip the semantics of picking out a gift, and just sent Alex a cheque for a thousand dollars.

The gifts were great, but again, the real perk was the women. When up-and-coming female stars came on Alex’s show, they were so keen to make a good impression, Alex soon discovered most of them were willing to do just about anything.

Alex was a decently good-looking guy. He went to the gym every day and kept good care of himself. Most women would have probably called him handsome, but it wasn’t his looks that got him laid—it was his power, his ability to make just about anybody famous for at least a short period of time.

When he first started the gig, he did his best to respect everyone who came on the show. But after a few years, he started to realize it was pointless. If the young starlets weren’t fucking him, they were fucking his bosses, his assistants, everyone who could give them even the slightest advantage in their career. So why not get in on the pussy as well?

He would never forget the first time his power position got him some action. He had a cute nineteen year old country singer on his show: Carrie Perkins, who had just launched her debut album. It was nothing special, but she was a bombshell, with the long curly hair, the big tits, and the tiny jean shorts. During the first commercial break, she asked, “Can I sing a song for the audience?”

“I don’t know if we’ve got time for that,” Alex said as he arranged the items on his desk, something he always did out of habit during commercial breaks, making sure each pen was in its rightful place.

“If I jerk you off, will you let me sing a song?” she said with that cute country twang in her voice.

Alex’s heart stuttered. He’d gotten similar offers before, and he’d always turned them down, but that particular night he wasn’t feeling quite so strong. Carrie Perkins was damn sexy, after all. He didn’t answer. There was a lump in his throat and the taste of pennies on his tongue.

Without waiting for a response, Carrie scooched her chair up next to Alex, sliding her microphone with her. She reached down and started to rub Alex’s cock. She rubbed like she wanted it more than anything in the world, looking him in the eyes while she did it.

“I suppose we can squeeze something in at the end of the show,” Alex said, his legs trembling slightly.

She pulled away his belt and unzipped his fly. Then, they came back from the commercial break. “Alright, we’re back, sitting down with Carrie Perkins. You can hear her new album, Snowstorm, on iTunes or Spotify.” While Alex spoke, Carrie pulled his cock out and began to stroke it.

“That’s right, Alex,” she said with a smile in her voice, and her fingers firmly wrapped around Alex’s big dick.

Alex only stuttered a few times throughout the interview, straining to remain focussed on his job while Carrie pumped his throbbing erection under the desk. Surprisingly, she didn’t seem to have any issue multi-tasking, jerking a man off while being interviewed, as if she’d done it dozens of times before—and maybe she had.

“Tell me what it’s like, playing—” She made him come mid-sentence. “—Um, ah, playing, you know, in front of a big audience.” A warm shudder ran through his body as his hot load coated the underside of his desk. Carrie got to sing her song at the end of the show. She was slightly flat the whole time, but Alex could have cared less; he was still revelling in the lingering euphoria of Carrie’s expert handjob.

After that night, Alex started to give in more often, and it wasn’t long before he was the one initiating the little romps in his broadcasting booth. He would sometimes lie to give himself leverage. “Shoot, is that the time?” he would say during the commercial break. “I don’t know if we’ll have time to talk about your new book. I didn’t realize it was already that late. I’m already in trouble with my boss for going too late last night.” It didn’t take much to make girls beg, and once they were begging, the rest was easy. “If I’m going to get shit from my boss, you’ll have to seriously convince me.”

One girl, a young movie star, let Alex bend her over the desk and fuck her in the pussy mid-interview. He had to control each thrust, so she could still talk coherently. “Sorry, Alex, I suddenly have the hiccups,” she said. He had to cover her mouth to muffle her orgasm. The warm gush of fluid that came out from her damp hole ruined one of the switchboards. It was in need of replacement anyway.

Alex was absolutely convinced he had the best job in the world, until he was threatened with a lawsuit. One of the girls he slept with on air, Tina Beckley. (she even let him stick it in her butt) filed a sexual harassment lawsuit. Alex won the case, but not without a ton of media attention. Tina Beckley was one of those up-and-coming music stars who never really went anywhere. Her debut album had launched and it had flopped and there was never a follow-up album. It was obvious to Alex and everyone that she was just trying to relive her fifteen minutes of fame, and it worked. Following the lawsuit and the ensuing media storm, her episode of The Alex McKenna Experience was downloaded over thirty million times: a record.

Alex got in a little bit of trouble from his bosses, but nothing he couldn’t handle. They weren’t actually angry, after all; the show’s ratings were suddenly higher than ever.


CHAPTER II

Alex’s downfall was when he stopped caring about the content of his show, and only started caring about bringing on guests that he wanted to fuck. He would wake up every morning to dozens of e-mails from agents, all asking him to host their talent. He would usually discard all the men (he occasionally threw a guy onto the show to avoid suspicion), and then he would look up all of the girls, carefully deciding who was the hottest, and who seemed like they would put out. Occasionally he got some religious yuppie whose face would become white at the mere suggestion of a handjob, but most of the time, even they would end up putting out.

But it was rare that Alex got someone who really resisted. It always surprised him when someone looked shocked at the inquiry. “Do you want your song played at the top of the hour? Yeah? What are you willing to do for it?” He rarely even had to say the word to get what he wanted. Most girls caught on quick, and most of them were happy to put out. For most career celebrities, it was just part of the job. From what Alex understood, it wasn’t any different for male celebrities. Even they had to fuck their way through droves of cougars before they could claim their spot in the limelight.

Alex never felt guilty about convincing girls to sleep with him. He always told himself, “If not me, then it will be someone else.” He was, after all, going above and beyond to plug the starlets that came on his show. He really did go overtime so young musicians could play a tune for the millions listening, and he really didn’t have any obligation to push their tour dates and show times.

One day, he got so caught up in picking the sexiest guest from his list of options, he failed to even look up what they were looking to promote. The young woman he picked, Janet Morris, was an author who had just won a Pulitzer Prize for her debut novel, a novel which was being hailed by the feminist community as one of the greatest novels of the decade, as it dealt with many feminist issues. Had Alex taken the time to look that up, he probably wouldn’t have had her on the show, and he definitely wouldn’t have tried to get her to put out during the commercial break.

As per usual, he started the interview with casual conversation, asking her what she thought of New York City, had she even been before, which restaurants she liked, that kind of thing. He asked her about where she went to school, whether she’d been into sports or music as a child—Alex knew that people loved that kind of shit. “After the break, we’ll be back with Janet Morris to talk about what inspires this up-and-coming writer.” At least Alex had good sense enough to know that she was a writer. It was a shame he didn’t know any more than that.

“Are we going to talk about my new book?” she asked once the red light was off and the microphones were muted.

“You’ve got a new book out or something?” he asked her

She looked at him curiously. “Yeah,” she said. “I mean, that’s what you wanted to talk about, right?”

“Well…” he said, subtly biting the edge of his tongue to hide his smirk. “I usually try to avoid that kind of stuff. My audience likes it when guests just come on and shoot the shit, talk about real life. When people start plugging their work, people think that I’m just shilling. To be honest with you, no one wants to listen to that.”

“But I’ve listened to your show, and people are always plugging their new work,” she said, with a combination of confusion and worry on her face, as if she was suddenly regretting flying across the country for seemingly no reason at all.

“I mean, sometimes, sure, but those people usually give me some incentive.”

“Incentive?” It took a few seconds before the whiteness overtook her face and she realized what he was talking about.

Alex began to straighten the pens on his desk, which he hadn’t touched since the last commercial break where he also straightened them. “If I let everyone come on and advertise themselves for an hour, no one would listen to the show. It’s just a reality.” He didn’t look at her while he spoke. “I’ve had authors come on this show who had only sold a few hundred copies of their book. After they left, their books were number-one best sellers.”

Janet’s lips parted but she didn’t say anything, unable to think of anything to say. What Alex was suggesting went against every fibre of her being. She’d spent her lifetime speaking out against scum like Alex—she even wrote a Pulitzer Prize winning novel on the subject. But now, it wasn’t such an easy offer to turn down. Everyone in the country knew how powerful an Alex McKenna endorsement was, Janet included.

Alex could see the anger on her face. He’d seen anger on the faces of his guests before after slipping them the same offer, but this anger was different—though he couldn’t tell why. He couldn’t tell that she wasn’t angry with the fact that Alex was being a scumbag, but she was angry with the fact he was making her question her own set of morals. She was actually considering it, considering letting the radio host fuck her so she could get her book plugged.

How bad could it be, after all? He was a handsome man who lots of women probably fantasized about fucking. It would only last a few minutes and then, like he said, it could be enough to make her book a best-seller. Sure, the Pulitzer Prize stamp on the cover of her book helped sell a few copies, but it would have nothing on an Alex McKenna live plug.

With reluctance, she stood up and sat down on Alex’s lap, facing him. “How’s this for incentive?” she asked, bending forward and kissing him. She reached down between her legs and ran her fingers along the bulge of his cock. With each passing second, she hated herself more and more.

“What’s your new book called?” Alex asked as he reached up and squeezed her tit. She had a nice set on her.

“It’s called Dreaming in the Valley of Roses.”

“Alright. Stand up and spin around,” Alex said, and then he flicked a switch and leaned into the microphone. “And we’re back, here in the studio with Janet Morris, author. Janet, why don’t you tell us a little bit about what inspired you to write your new book, Dreaming in the Valley of Roses?”

He turned the mic towards her and let her go off while he tugged down her leggings and ran his fingers along the plump slit between her legs. She was wearing white cotton panties with a pattern of little red roses. Alex chuckled at the sight of the panties before tugging them down to her knees. Janet wasn’t going to be the first girl who plugged her work while being fucked from behind by Alex, and she wouldn’t be the last.

She’d practiced her pitch many times over, but she was struggling to remember that pitch now that she could feel the warm, throbbing tip of Alex’s cock slithering between her legs, sliding up the length of her slit. He was bigger than she’d expected, and now she was worried it was going to hurt. She’d never been with a man before, and this wasn’t exactly how she’d imagined herself losing her virginity.

She even struggled to remember the plot summary of her book, forgetting her own main character’s name as Alex penetrated her tight cunt. She took a sharp breath in. “Um…” she said, trying to remember anything at all. Alex paused so she could gather herself and remember enough to continue speaking. “Danica, sorry, her name is Danica, and, um, the story takes place after her, uh, mother is killed…”

Alex did his best to keep the smirk from his face as he sunk his cock in deep into her snatch. She wanted her plug so bad and now she was wasting her chance. No one is going to buy her book with this half-assed description, he thought, but he could have cared less. Her pussy felt too good: warm and wet and tight. Her loved the way her butt jiggled slightly as her legs trembled—and he hadn’t even started thrusting into her yet. Oh well, her loss. He started fucking her.

“The plot is kind of hard to explain,” she said. “But the book explores many big themes, like equality and diversity, and, um, that kind of stuff. It won the Pulitzer Prize, and, uh, a few other awards that are escaping me at the moment…” She grabbed the edge of the desk tightly. She had to lean away from the microphone for a moment to let out a long, soft sigh, though the microphone still picked it up.

Alex, who had been through this more times than he could count, was quick to grab the microphone and say, “Why don’t you tell us a little bit about the inspiration of the novel? Were any of the characters taken from your life?” He tilted the microphone back, but Janet was now too far gone to carry on with the interview, so he tilted the mic back towards himself and said, “We’re just having a slight technical difficulty with our switchboard. We’ll be right back with Janet Morris after these commercials.”

As soon as he flipped the switch, turning off the microphones and turning on the commercials, he started fucking her without hesitation, slapping his pelvis into her soft ass, making her moan uncontrollably as her warm pussy let out a gush of fluid. “Oh God,” she cried. “Right there. Don’t stop!” He held her hips tightly, keeping an eye on the commercial timer, which only had about sixty seconds left on it.

“Fuck, you’re so fucking tight,” he said, letting out a loud grunt. “I’m going to cum in your pussy, darling.”

She would have fallen to the ground, limp, had he not been holding her up, holding her against the studio desk. Her head was rolling from side to side. She was in a different universe, probably numb all over, save for her quivering pussy.

He came with ten seconds to spare. He pulled out, letting his creampie gush down her legs, and he grabbed the microphone. “And we’re back. Sorry about that, folks. Janet was just telling us about her inspiration for her new book, Dreaming in the Valley of Roses, which just recently won a Pulitzer Prize. Janet, take it away.”

She was slow to speak, but much more comprehendible now that she didn’t have a thick cock stuffed in her cunt. She seemed much more relaxed, lethargic almost, probably wishing she had a cigarette despite the fact she didn’t smoke. She got in a little more information about her new book before the show came to an end.

Alex shook his head as she left the studio, with a big smile on his face. He’d done it again, and it never got old.


CHAPTER III

Janet must have gone home and listened to the whole interview, because just a couple of days later, she called Alex at the studio and asked him to take the episode down. “I’ve never taken an episode down before,” Alex said, not paying full attention to Janet on the phone as he scrolled through his emails: a list of girls who wanted a crack at The Alex McKenna Experience.

“Please,” she said. She was ready to beg, but Alex wasn’t sure why. The episode wasn’t that bad, and you couldn’t tell that she was being fucked mid-interview. Alex always listened to his own episodes after airing, mostly because he liked hearing the sound of his own voice. It reminded him of his accomplishments in life, and how successful he’d been up until now. Despite what many people assumed after his sexual harassment lawsuit with Tina Beckley, Alex took pride in his work and he strived to make the best product possible. There was a reason he was the number-one talk-show on satellite radio, and the number-one most downloaded podcast on the internet.

“People can tell what was happening during the interview,” she said.

Alex laughed. “No they can’t. Trust me, darling, you’re fine. The show is going to do great things for you, I promise.”

“My own friends have been asking what happened. Please just take the interview down.”

“I can’t do that, I’m sorry. It’s not even my call. But hey, let me know when your next book is out and maybe we’ll have you on the show again.” Before Janet had a chance to raise her voice again, Alex had hung up the phone.

He continued looking through his e-mails, at the different girls he wanted to fuck, trying to judge whether or not they would put out, based on their photos. He always found it fun, even years into his job, trying to determine which girls were willing to whore themselves out for their careers. It wasn’t much of a challenge though—somehow it was easy to tell. It wasn’t the way they dressed or the way they posed for their photos, but it was a peculiar glimmer in their eyes.

The next day, he got a submission that caught his attention: a young woman named Andrea York. She was pretty but not too over the top. She wasn’t too thin (so many rising stars were so thin, it made Alex uncomfortable) and she definitely had that glimmer in her eyes. He checked to see who her agent was: some guy named Sol Peterson. Never heard of him, Alex thought. He searched his e-mail inbox to see if any Sol Peterson had ever submitted talent before, but the name came up with no other results, just the one pretty blonde: Andrea York.

He discarded the e-mail and kept searching through options. He ended up calling a little brunette who was staring in some new show for pre-teens. He booked her for later that week. She ended up sucking Alex’s cock during the commercial break, working her tongue so well, she had him coming in her mouth in less than the ninety seconds it took to run all of Alex’s sponsors.

A week later, that submission was back in Alex’s inbox. Sol Peterson, submitting Andrea York. Alex decided to quickly look her up. He saw she had a bit of a following on social media, and that was enough information for him. He was more interested in looking through her photos. She’d done some racy photo-shoots, one in which she wore nothing but a white crochet top that did next to nothing to hide her naked body. She had great tits, and her arms and legs had a nice thickness to them. It had been a long time since Alex felt nervous about booking a guest on his show. There was something about Andrea that was so intimidating. No, she wasn’t the most beautiful woman he’d ever had on his show (he’d had every Sports Illustrated cover model since 2012 in his studio, after all), and she most definitely wasn’t the most famous. But there was something about her that he couldn’t put his finger on, something that made his heart stutter.

He called Andrea’s agent, and was surprised when a woman picked up. Most agents were men (though there were plenty of women agents) and he’d assumed the name Sol was a man’s name. He was wrong. Sol had a slightly familiar voice, though Alex couldn’t place it. He’d probably met her at some fancy party or another. He was always going to parties crawling with agents and managers and casting directors. He liked the parties because he found them to be a nice change of pace. The women who threw themselves at him were agents and managers, trying to get into his good books—older women, with plenty of experience fucking their way through the business. He liked sleeping with the experienced gals from time to time. They were always more willing to experiment, and for whatever reason, they were always as horny as hell.

One agent, probably in her late fifties, stuck a small vibrator into her pussy and then told Alex to stick his cock in her. He couldn’t stop himself from coming in less than a minute, the pleasure was so intense, between the vibrator and the warm puckering of her pussy. Plus, he liked squeezing older tits. He liked it when they were a bit saggy, and they flung around violently when he rammed the kinky women senseless. And with the agents and the managers, there was never that expectation afterwards. Most of them were just happy to be considered, whereas the younger people, the talent, all wanted something for their efforts, despite the fact they enjoyed themselves just as much, if not more, than Alex.

“I’d like to book Andrea in for Friday night. Would she be available?” Alex asked.

“Let me check her schedule,” Sol, with her tediously familiar voice, asked. “Yep, she’s free.”

Alex proceeded to book her, letting Sol know the time and the place.

“Do you want to know a bit about her latest project, or any other talking points for the night?” Sol asked.

Alex laughed. “Nope, that’s okay. I know plenty. Thank you.” Alex hung up the phone. He should have let Sol tell him a bit about Andrea, though she probably wouldn’t have told him about the fact she had a cock. Had Alex gone and done a little more research, like he would have done back when he started his gig on The Alex McKenna Experience, he would have learned that Andrea was a transgender, male-to-female, actress, who had, just earlier that year, been in the spotlight when it was revealed she was born a man.

But Alex didn’t look any of that up. Instead, he sat and admired that photo of her in the crochet top, staring at her beautiful tits and those piercing eyes, trying to figure out what was so different about her. The difference wasn’t obvious, seeing as the bulge of her cock had been Photoshopped out of the photos he found himself admiring.

Or maybe he should have looked up Sol to see which agency she worked for. Maybe then he would have realized that there were no talent agents named Sol Peterson, and the phone number he’d reached her at had just been registered a few days before.


CHAPTER IV

Andrea York arrived at the studio just ten minutes before she was set to go on air with Alex. Alex was mid-interview, with Dustin Hoffman, when he saw her walk by the studio window. He was mid-sentence, and suddenly rendered speechless. “Um, sorry, what was I saying?” Alex said, once Andrea was out of sight.

“You were asking about my new movie,” Dustin said, leaning over to look out the window into the hallway, to see what Alex was suddenly flustered over.

“Right, right, about the new movie…”

Alex wondered if anyone had told Andrea that it was a radio interview, not a television interview on New Year’s Eve. She was dressed in a shiny gold dress that hardly covered the bulge of her cock (the cock Alex had no idea she had), and it hardly covered the nipples of her fake tits (which Alex was convinced were real, the way they bounced and jiggled when she walked). She had her fingernails painted white, dark eyeliner encircling her stunning eyes, her blonde hair straightened perfectly, not too flat… Alex’s mouth was even watering over her white shoes (which matched her nails), and he’d never given a damn about shoes before. In that two second sighting of her passing the window, he had a perfect mental image of her, one that refused to leave his mind.

“Are you okay?” Dustin asked as soon as the commercials began to roll.

“Me? Huh? Yeah, I’m good. Why don’t we wrap things up here,” Alex said, reaching down at his desk and straightening his pens. He noticed his hands trembling slightly.

Andrea wasn’t dressed to kill, she was dressed to fuck. He’d had young ladies show up for their segments dressed like that before, and they always wanted the cock. There were a few agents in town who were well aware that Alex liked to get his dick wet, and would happily promote anyone willing to put out, and those agents were sure to have their clients prepared appropriately.

One time, a young girl, hardly eighteen, out promoting her new pop album, showed up for her interview in a housecoat. Alex thought it was strange until the studio door was closed behind her, and she let the housecoat fall to the ground, revealing a piece of black, lacy lingerie—crotchless, of course. Her pussy was already sloppy when Alex shoved it in her, as if she’d had sex with someone else just an hour before showing up for her interview—the last guy’s cum still warm inside of her. Alex didn’t mind. That girl made it far with her career in just a few years, and she wasn’t even very talented. And isn’t that just the industry?

When Dustin Hoffman left the studio, Alex’s heart began to race. He was just minutes away from meeting the blonde vixen. He still couldn’t figure out why he found her so intoxicatingly beautiful—what was different about her. She didn’t look at all like a man; in fact, she looked more like a woman than most women that Alex passed on a daily basis, so you can’t say it was some sort of subconscious gay thing. But there was a certain invisible quality to her—a sort of aura—as if she was stronger than your average girl, not physically, and not mentally either, but with her presence.

The thought of her made Alex’s legs tremble. She had a domineering quality to her, but Alex couldn’t tell why.

One of the studio assistants brought Andrea into the studio, and Alex tensed up. He usually stayed in his seat when greeting his guests, but without even thinking about it, he sprung to his feet and threw his hand forward. “Andrea, right? Alex. Nice to meet you. How’s it going? Take a seat, take a seat. How was the flight in? Did you fly in?” Alex was a babbling mess, asking questions so fast, Andrea didn’t have any time to answer them. As soon as he realized this, he became silent, taking a deep breath. “Sorry, I think I’ve had a bit too much coffee today.”

She smiled. “I actually drove in. I live here in Manhattan,” she said. Her voice had a subtle rasp to it, and it was slightly deep, but not enough for Alex to peg her as a biological man.

Alex looked up at the commercial timer. There was only forty seconds left before they were on air, and he realized that he had no idea what Andrea York was there to promote, or what she even did for a living. Had he forgotten or did he ever even know? He remembered the photos of her on the internet—was she a model? “Was there anything in particular you wanted to talk about tonight?” Alex asked, hoping she would slip him a hint as to why she was on his radio show.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “Whatever you’d like,” she said. Her eye-contact was relentless and intimidating. That smile on her face suggested she was up to no good, but Alex was convinced that was just in his head. Besides, she was just another starlet looking to advance her career, right?

But unlike the many other starlets that came through Alex’s studio, she didn’t seem nervous. They were always nervous, without exception until now. They knew The Alex McKenna Experience was their chance to skyrocket their careers. But Andrea either didn’t know that, or she didn’t care—or she was great at hiding her nerves. She just sat there with that sly smile on her face, staring into Alex’s eyes.

Alex looked up at the timer again. Fifteen seconds. “Okay, so I take it my assistant ran you through the rules. You can swear all you want, but don’t mention any brand names, and don’t say any bad things about anyone. If you do, the liability is on you, and not The Alex McKenna Experience or any of its sponsors.” He could have recited that bit in his sleep, and he practically was, his mind a puddle of mush as he stared at the transgendered beauty.

“Yep,” she said.

The red light turned green and the intro jingle filled the room. “Alright, we’re back. In case you’re just tuning in, I just sat down with Dustin Hoffman to talk about his upcoming movie, Kung Fu Panda 3. We also talked a little bit about how he got started in the business. If you missed it, that whole interview should be up on our site within the hour. But now, I’m here with Andrea York, a, um, beautiful young woman with so much talent. Andrea, how are you doing tonight?” Alex nodded to Andrea. His cheeks were red. Usually, he told the audience who his guest was and why they should care, but even he had no idea who she was or why anyone should care.

“I’m doing good, Alex, how are you doing?” Andrea said in that voice that drove Alex crazier and crazier.

Alex had his phone subtly out under his desk. He was looking her up, to see what it was she did for a living. “Oh, I’m doing just fine. Just fine, Andrea.”

‘Andrea York is an American actress in film and television…’ Alex read on her Wikipedia page. That was enough information for him. He closed the page and looked back up. Had he just read another sentence or two, he would have read the part about her being one of the first transgendered actresses to land a leading role in a major television series. But instead, he remained oblivious to that fact.

“You’ve been in some pretty big TV shows,” Alex said. “You’ve got an impressive resume for your age.” Alex hadn’t actually seen her resume.

Andrea smiled. “Thanks, Alex,” she said with that evil smile in her voice—that smile that suggested she knew damn-well that Alex had no idea who the hell she was. Of course she noticed him scrolling through his phone under his desk, looking her up. She could his phone’ screen through the reflection of the tinted window behind him, and how could she not recognize her own Wikipedia page? “I suppose I’ve been pretty lucky in the last few years.”

“I’d say,” Alex said. His heart rate was beginning to accelerate. It wasn’t the first time he’d forgotten (or failed to look up) what his guests were famous for (or what they were hoping to become famous for), and though it was always embarrassing, he didn’t really care all that much. What was making him so nervous was that unrelenting eye-contact; it was like she was staring through his eyes, right into his soul.

“I still wake up some mornings and I can’t believe I landed that leading role on Beach Warmers,” she said, that smirk growing bigger, as if she knew she was helping Alex out in his embarrassing blunder.

Alex had never seen Beach Warmers, but he’d seen it listed on his TV guide when he scrolled through channels, many times before. “How many seasons are you up to now with Beach Warmers?” he asked.

“We just finished shooting our fourth season in July. Can you believe it? Four seasons?”

“Wow, no kidding. I feel like it was just yesterday that the first episode aired,” Alex said.

Andrea’s smirk grew bigger. She knew he was full of shit, and she was also fairly certain Alex had no idea what she was really famous for. As for the smile, she was just excited to have some fun with him, and embarrass him on national television.


CHAPTER V

Once Alex’s nerves began to subside, he started to become his usual self, planning in his head how he was going to convince Andrea to put out. He figured, seeing as she showed up dressed like a high-class escort, it wouldn’t be tough, but he still needed to find the words to make it happen. No matter how easy the girls that came through his studio were, it was still a challenge to get into their panties with only a few ninety-second commercial breaks to work with.

Alex employed one of his old, failsafe tactics after the first break. “Your mic is picking up some weird interference. We might have to share the one microphone for the rest of the interview,” he said as he adjusted his pens on his desk.

Andrea pulled her chair up next to get Alex. “Get nice and close. The mic has a very narrow spectrum,” he said, using some fancy lingo to lure Andrea in even closer, to the point where their shoulders were touching and he could smell a good amount of her mouth-watering perfume. “So do you have any new movies or shows coming out soon?” Alex asked with a few seconds before being back on the air.

“Next week,” Andrea said. “I’m in a horror movie that’s coming to theatres.”

“Well, hopefully we have time to talk about it. It’s looking like we’re running behind schedule,” he said, buttering her up the way he always did.

Usually, girls’ faces turned white when Alex suggested they might not have time to get to the promo segment of the show, but Andrea kept her cool, kept on smiling. This took Alex off-guard. He had the whole ensuing conversation memorized, because he’d run through it so many times with so many different girls, but Andrea didn’t take the bait. And now, Alex wasn’t sure what to say.

“Um, yeah, so if you want to get to that, I mean, maybe it’s possible.” Once again, he was a babbling mess.

They came back from commercial and continued their interview. Alex asked Andrea about New York, where she liked to eat out, where she liked to visit, that kind of thing. “Did you want to be an actress when you were a little girl?” he asked.

She laughed, but Alex didn’t know why. Of course, had he properly read her Wikipedia page, he would have known that she was never a little girl, that she started transitioning when she was eighteen. “I don’t think so. It wasn’t until high school that I really started to enjoy acting,” she said, her lips still curved into that post-laugh smile. Anyone listening who knew who Andrea was, or who had taken ten seconds to look her up properly, was probably at home shaking their head, face in the palms of their hands.

Alex may have been at a loss for words, but he’d been through enough of these interviews to know that, at the end of the day, words didn’t matter. He could speak volumes with his actions, so that’s what he did. As soon as they were back from the commercial break, he put his hand on Andrea’s thigh. “I’m back with Andrea York,” he said, keeping his hand on her thigh, casually rubbing (as casual as a bare-thigh rub can be), and inching his way up very, very slowly and carefully. It was an old high-school game guys used to play with girls: the guy puts his hand on the girls thigh and inches up towards her pussy, and the girl tries to ignore it for as long as she can. It was like the game, Chicken: who would puss out first? The guy or the girl? It was always the girl.

But Andrea let him slide up slowly, letting Alex’s sly hand inch its way up to her non-existent pussy. She wanted him to reach under her skirt and feel her cock and she wanted it to happen on air, so she could call him out to all of his listeners, humiliate him more than he knew possible. She even uncrossed her legs and spread them slightly, so he could get right in there and grab her big, tucked bulge.

But he paused short, the nerves getting to him. Usually a girl would have given him some sort of sign, some sort of go-ahead by this point, but Andrea was acting as if she didn’t even notice, her attention only moving between Alex’s eyes and the stationary microphone that was conducting their interview.

Was she giving him the cold-shoulder or was she playing hard to get? Alex always pushed to get laid, but he never forced himself on anyone. The last thing he wanted was another sexual harassment lawsuit. He never grabbed anyone’s pussy without at least a hint of consent, and Andrea hadn’t even given a hint of a hint.

“What are some struggles with your job that some people might not know about?” Alex asked, his eyes drifting over to the timer that still had five minutes left on it before the next commercial break. One of the biggest challenges of Alex’s job was coming up with questions to fill an entire hour-long time slot, particularly with girls who didn’t have much to say. Though Andrea’s problem wasn’t that she didn’t have much to say, it was that she was intentionally holding back on saying the important things—the topics that could easily fill many hour-long time slots. It was even harder for Alex to come up with conversation topics as his focus was almost entirely on trying to figure out how to get Andrea to put out.

“One of my biggest struggles was when I got my boob job,” she said. “I had a lot of critics say they didn’t look real, and then a few weeks later, the same critics accused me of getting a second boob job, but what they don’t realize is, it takes a few weeks for the implants to relax and the skin to stretch out a bit.” She held up her tits for Alex to see.

“Oh,” Alex said, his face turning red as he forced himself to look at her breasts. He wanted to stare at her breasts, sure, but there was something horribly awkward about being asked to look.

“They feel totally real, too. Feel them,” she said. That smirk was back on her face.

Alex reached forward slowly with one hand. Before he made contact, Andrea took his other hand and brought it up, so he could feel both at the same time. He squeezed. Was this his invite to make a move? Was this considered consent enough to avoid a lawsuit?

They did feel incredibly real, and they looked incredibly real. He couldn’t believe anyone could possibly think they looked fake by any stretch of the imagination, though he hadn’t seen them before, so what did he know?

While he squeezed her tits, she reached down and slipped her fingers over his cock. His heart started pounding and he couldn’t fight the big smile from his face. It was a clumsy start, but in the end, he’d gotten what he wanted. Or did he?

She stared into his eyes while she massaged his cock, and his hands ended up staying on her beautiful tits. He still had no idea she had only been a woman for a few years, of course. He would have never let a biological man massage his big cock, especially one that hadn’t fully transitioned yet.

“Why don’t you tell the audience about what you’re working on now?” Alex said, leaning back from the mic so she could scooch in closer, and get a better angle on his manhood. She slid in and began to do away with his belt.

“Well, next week, Death Valley is coming to theatres, and I was lucky enough to play the leading role,” she said. She continued explaining the plot of the film while she worked his cock out from his pants. Impressively, she managed not to stutter, multi-tasking expertly as she ran her fingers up and down the length of Alex’s big rod. Even Alex’s tit-fondling didn’t seem to distract her as she talked about her upcoming film.

Alex took a deep, elated breath in. She stroked cock like a damned pro. She had a firmer grip than most girls, and she knew just where to rub, where to put pressure, to get the most out of every stroke. Of course, she had plenty of first-hand experience working with her own cock, but Alex just assumed it was some inherent talent.

“How has the critical reception been so far?” Alex asked, as Andrea leaned back to spit into the palm of her hand, to make the handjob nice and sloppy. He really wanted a blowjob, but there was still three minutes left on the clock and he needed her to continue talking. He wasn’t even sure he would last three minutes.

“The reception has been stellar. And I’m not surprised. I got to see a cut of the film about a month ago, before it was fully finished, and I was blown away. Adam, the director, really had a firm grip of his vision.” As she said firm grip, she tightened her own grip, eliciting another deep, elated breath from Alex.

Every time he started to reach down to rub her cunt, she pulled his hand back up to her tits, taking his fingers and making him rub her nipples. He never thought twice about it, just assuming she was enjoying the tit fondling more than anything.

It wasn’t long before his cock was throbbing and on the verge of shooting cum all over the underside of his desk. He looked up at the clock. “It’s time to get a word from our sponsors. We’ll be right back with more of the beautiful Andrea York.”

He wanted to fuck her in the pussy during the commercial break, but Andrea had different plans. “Where’s the bathroom?” she asked, springing up before he had a chance to convince her to stay for just another minute—that was all he needed: a few pumps, at most.

“Just down the hall and on your left. It’s the open door, you can’t miss it,” Alex said, and then she left the studio. It’s fine, Alex thought, he could just fuck her during the show, like he’d done countless times before. Besides, he always got a kick out of listening to the girls trying to speak while taking it from behind.


CHAPTER VI

Andrea came back with less than ten seconds before they were back on the air. During the minute and a half she was gone, Alex wasn’t sure whether to leave his big, throbbing cock out, or to tuck it back in. He chose to leave it out, so Andrea wouldn’t get the idea that he was finished with her, but he felt awkwardly exposed as he sat there with his big, wet erection against his tummy.

When Andrea came back, he patted his lap so she would take a seat on his lap, instead of taking a seat next to him. He was ready to fuck her, and the mere sight of her return made his cock as hard as a marble pillar all over again. She took a seat on his lap. Had he not been so distracted by her perfect ass grinding his hard cock, he might have noticed the bulge of her ball sack against his thigh, but as fate would have it, he didn’t.

“We’re back again with Andrea York, star of Beach Warmers and the upcoming horror flick, Death Valley. We’re going to wrap things up in about ten minutes, but first, I want to hear a little bit more about Andrea. Andrea, tell us a bit more about your life, some things we may not know, maybe some fun facts about your upbringing.”

“My pleasure, Alex,” she said, and then she started going off about old friends and her family growing up. Alex knew audiences loved it, and it gave him plenty of time to do what he wanted to Andrea.

He motioned for her to stand up, and he stood up behind her, reaching up her panties and tugging them down. Had he been in front of her, he would have seen her erection pushing against the thin, golden fabric of her dress. He reached up and cupped her tits, giving them another firm squeeze, still unable to believe they weren’t real. The surgeon deserves an award, he thought, but he didn’t realize how much of an understatement that was.

She turned around and stepped around him, putting her chin on his shoulder so she could continue talking into the microphone. Alex didn’t stop her from stepping behind him, and he had no issues with it, especially once she reached around and started beating him off with her perfect, firm grip—though he would have preferred the pussy. He figured she must have been on her rag or something, so she was avoiding it.

“And what else can I say?” she said. “I guess lots of people don’t even realize that I was born a man.” She laughed as Alex’s whole body became tense. She released his cock, but he didn’t move. The chill running down his spine wouldn’t let him move. “You know, I’ve listened to your show for a long time, Alex, and I don’t think I’ve ever heard about your upbringing. Why don’t you tell me a little bit about yourself?” He could hear that evil smirk in her voice.

“Huh?” he said. His head was spinning. He was live on air with a lump in his throat, preventing him from saying anything.

“Tell me about your childhood, Alex. Did you grow up in New York City?”

“Did I what? I mean, um, yeah, I grew up in New York…” He said slowly. He felt her long, warm rod slide up between his butt cheeks. He tried to spin around, but Andrea quickly pinned his wrists down to his desk. She was stronger than she looked, though that was no surprise to Alex anymore. His heart was racing.

“Did you always know you wanted to be a radio host?” she asked as the tip of her cock pressed up against his puckering hole. He’d never been fucked in the ass before. He’d had a few girls stick their fingers up his butthole before, but nothing more than that—nothing nearly as big as her thick, throbbing cock which was now pushing against his asshole, trying to penetrate that initial barrier.

He probably could have fought her off, but not without making a big commotion, live on air. He still had his reputation to withhold, and he didn’t want anyone to think that he was being fucked by a tranny. He especially didn’t want to give her any reason to tell his audience that he’d let a biological man stroke him off. So what could he do, besides let it happen?

He looked back, hoping to see that it was just some big prank, that she really just had a strap-on on her pelvis that she’d gone and put on during the commercial break—but it was no strap-on, it was a big, throbbing cock, complete with bulging veins and a bulbous tip that was now pressing into his body.

“I guess I always knew,” he said with a  deep breath. “I used to play radio with my friends in elementary school, and in high-school I ran the morning radio show on the intercom.” He was still a professional, still capable of keeping things together under pressure. There were millions of people listening. Under no circumstances could he let them know what was really happening—not even a hint!

He felt her sliding in. He tried to clench to stop her, but she was determined to have her way with him. It hurt, but he didn’t let it show in his voice. “In college, I worked my way up through the college radio station. I started with the 2:00 AM slot, and every year, I got about an hour closer to the prime-slot each night.” He took another deep breath, feeling her cock pushing in deeper than anything should be pushed into an asshole. He felt like he could feel it up in his throat, about to push out through his mouth.

“Why don’t you tell the world about what you like to do in your free time, when you’re not running the radio show. Are there any ladies in your life?” Andrea asked with a subtle laugh. She started to thrust her cock in and out of him.

Alex was suddenly overwhelmed by a strange euphoria that he hated himself for feeling. It buzzed through his whole body, making his legs shake. He bent forward, planting his elbows against the desk. He had to reach up and tilt the mic down so he could continue talking. “Ladies? No ladies right now. I like to think I’m keeping my options open.”

“Well you’re certainly keeping your asshole open,” Andrea said.

Alex felt the warm blood rush into his face as his heart sunk into the pit of his gut. “I like to go hunting, and I go to the gym, sometimes twice a day,” Alex said, changing the subject, praying that no one heard or realized what Andrea had just said, live on the air.

“Do you like being fucked in the ass like this?” Andrea asked.

The lump in Alex’s throat grew even bigger. He had to strain to push words out. “I think we’re almost out of time for the night,” he said. She was pounding him so hard, his voice was hopping, as if he was setting the world record for the fastest hiccups.

“By the way, do you know my agent, Janet Morris? She sends her regards,” Andrea said, as her ball sack slapped so hard against Alex’s bum that the mic picked it up.

Suddenly, it all made sense. Janet had set it all up, upset that Alex had taken advantage of her and refused to take the episode down. It was revenge, the cruellest imaginable revenge. He’d fucked her live on air (and so many other women) and now he himself was being fucked, live on air.

“It’s okay, Alex, no one can tell you’re letting me fuck you in the ass right now,” Andrea said, for all of his listeners to hear.

But he couldn’t move, or even speak to defend himself. His body had completely surrendered to her big cock and the intense pleasure that was swirling through his body. He was red all over with humiliation, but he could do nothing about it.

“Oh my God, you’re coming!” Andrea announced. “That’s amazing!” It was true. Cum was oozing out from Alex’s cock. He couldn’t help it. It just felt too good. “Do you want me to come in your ass?” she asked.

“Yes,” Alex managed to say through the pulsing euphoria and the seemingly endless orgasm trembling inside of him.

She thrusted herself into him a few more times, and then he felt it: her warm load, filling his ass up deep. God, it felt good, despite it being the single most embarrassing thing that had ever happened to him, bar none.

After she pulled her long cock out, and let her warm creampie pour down his legs, she tilted the microphone up to her lips and said, “That’s all the time we have tonight. I hope you will all tune into The Alex McKenna Experience next time to hear Alex’s half-assed attempt at explaining what happened here tonight. If you want to see photos of Alex getting pumped, follow my Instagram. I’ve already posted a few good ones. Goodnight, everyone.” She flicked the little switch, which brought the show to an end.

Alex hadn’t even noticed Andrea snapping photos with her phone the whole time he was being mounted and pumped.

He certainly learned his lesson after that night, especially once the show broke download records by a massive margin. Most people skipped right over the Dustin Hoffman interview and went straight for the Andrea York interview.

But his show wasn’t cancelled. He tried to walk away from the show, horrified to step foot in that studio ever again, but he’d recently signed a five-year contract, and unless he wanted to be sued for all of his money, he was stuck finishing out his contract. But some good came out of it.

Instead of bringing on starlet bimbos, he started bringing on people who needed a platform to speak about human rights, feminine issues, and issues with the transgender community. He actually brought quite a few transgenders onto his show. He even brought Andrea back to speak more in-depth about the issues she faced day-to-day.

And despite the format change, the show was actually more popular than ever.

But occasionally, Alex would still scan through the options that ended up in his e-mail, and he picked the ones he wanted to have a good time with and brought them on the show. Except he had enough respect for them to wait until after the show to have a little fun, and he always made sure it was just as much fun for them, too—though it wasn’t girls he was having fun with, not in the biological sense, anyway. Because, thanks to Andrea, he’d discovered that he loved being bent over in that studio and fucked from behind by gorgeous, transgendered women.

THE END
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