


IRRESISTIBLE 

 

By 

 

Oz Carter 

 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

This ebook and any part thereof may not be reproduced electronically or in print without 
permission, except as provided by United States of America copyright law. 

All rights reserved. 

This ebook is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely used for 
fiction purposes. Any similarity to actual persons, organizations, and/or event is purely 

coincidental. 

Copyright © 2014 by Oz Carter. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

“So whadaya think?” Lucy the administrative assistant asked, holding up her miniskirt to 
show Stuart the tattoo of a butterfly on her thigh. She was also showing him her panties and the 
outline of her pussy, but she didn’t care. 

He leaned forward in his chair for a closer inspection. “Nice,” he said, “but why’d you put it 
where nobody can see it?” 

“They’ll see it when I go to the beach.” 

“Can I touch it?” 

“Sure.” 

 

 
 

 

He pressed his fingers against the image and rubbed it, as if to make sure the tattoo was 
permanent. He let his hand linger on her thigh, but she didn’t mind. 

“I had a hard time deciding between a butterfly and a hummingbird,” she said. 

“You made the right choice,” he replied. 



 

“I’m thinkin’ about gettin’ a stud for my navel.” She dropped her skirt and lifted her top, all 
the way up to her braless tits. “Ya think I should?” 

Inside his pants, his dick was painfully hard. “Nah, I wouldn’t do that.” 

“Yeah, you’re probably right.” She lowered her top, sat on his desk, and playfully stretched 
her long legs. “How about a nose stud?” 

“Not in the office.” 

Stuart and Lucy were best buddies at work. Because he was a good listener and she was a 
compulsive talker, they’d developed a relationship in which she’d tell him all the details of her 
personal life, including when she’d fucked a guy, the size of his dick, and whether or not the guy 
knew how to use it. Stuart would listen and pretend to be interested, while wishing she were 
talking about him instead of to him. She was currently between boyfriends, and she kept him 
apprised of all the ups and downs in her hunt for a new one. 

This wasn’t the first time Stuart had seen what was under Lucy’s clothes. There was the time 
she had a rash on her hip, and she wanted his opinion on whether she should see a dermatologist. 
She was wearing skinny jeans that day and pushed them down to her knees. And there was the 
time she was leaving directly from work for a vacation. She’d stopped by his office for a last 
chat. As they talked, she casually opened her shirt and applied deodorant to her armpits. As 
usual, she wasn’t wearing a bra. 

They’d go out to lunch on occasion, but after the workday, it was as if he ceased to exist. 
He’d invited her for a beer after work a few times, but she always had places to go and things to 
do. Despite her self-centeredness, whenever she needed help, he was eager to lend a hand. Like 
the time she wanted to move out of the Washington Heights apartment she shared with three 
other girls. He scoured online real estate listings every night until he found a studio she could 
afford in Brooklyn. He helped her pack at her old place and unpack at her new place. He hadn’t 
been invited back to her place since then. 

“Got big plans for the weekend?” he asked. 

“I’m goin’ to the Hamptons with some friends,” she replied, brushing her fingers through her 
lush hair and shaking it, the way she habitually did, which Stuart loved. 

He knew that including him among those friends never crossed her mind. He said, “That 
sounds like fun.” 

“We’re stayin’ at a hotel in Montauk, near the beach. They only have one room available, but 
we’ll squeeze in.” 

“Well, you won’t be spending a lot of time in your room, anyway. You’ll be too busy 
scoping out the guys.” 

Lucy grinned guiltily. “Yeah.” 

“Maybe you’ll get lucky.” 



 

“I’m gonna try.” She hopped off his desk. “Better get back to work.” 

Stuart stared at Lucy’s glorious thighs as she left his office, wishing he could get between 
them. He turned back to his computer to continue the work on the PowerPoint slide deck her visit 
had interrupted. Even though he didn’t stand a chance with her—she didn’t date guys who were 
less than six-feet tall—he looked forward to seeing her every day. His willingness to listen to her 
ramblings at least allowed him to spend time with her. 

That’s the way it had always been with Stuart. He’d get a serious crush on some leggy, busty 
woman like Lucy, and she’d only be interested in tall, muscular, pretty boys. Stuart was five-
eight and on the thin side—and “cute,” as in “You’re cute, but….” It didn’t matter that he treated 
women much better than the men they were pursuing. They just didn’t feel any “sparks” with 
him. 

The irony was Stuart could’ve done more for Lucy than any of those self-absorbed pretty 
boys. When he was a kid and not getting any, he was reading about it—books, women’s 
magazines, porn—so he could make his buddies think he was scoring like they were. He became 
an expert on fucking without even having smelled pussy. And when he finally got a crack at a 
real live woman, a horny divorcée he met at a street fair, his carnal knowledge, combined with 
his plus-size dick, enabled him to take her to places she never even knew existed. The sex was 
good, but the timing was bad. She had accepted a job in Chicago and moved away. There had 
been a couple of other women—a grad student he met on a stalled subway train, whose 
neglectful boyfriend then proposed when she told him she’d met someone else and she accepted, 
and a nurse he met in the produce section of the supermarket, who could only see him during the 
day because she worked a nightshift. 

 

At five o’clock, Lucy stopped at Stuart’s door long enough to wish him a nice weekend, then 
she dashed off to Penn Station to catch the train to the Hamptons. At least he’d get to hear all 
about her escapades on Monday and about whether the guy she hooked up with was cool or a 
jerk. 

As for his weekend, maybe he’d hang out at a bar and watch the hot women pair off with the 
hot guys. Or maybe he’d spare himself the misery and just stay home and watch movies on 
Netflix. 

The heavy rain that had fallen most of the afternoon had cleared out, so Stuart could walk 
along Second Avenue to his apartment in the East Village, like he usually did. He was at 19th 
Street when a car on Second Avenue plowed through a large puddle that had formed at the 
intersection, splashing him with dirty water. 

“Fuck!” he shouted. 

The car pulled over to the curb and stopped. He could see the female driver through the rear 
window looking back at him, maybe checking to see if she’d done any real damage. He expected 
her to drive on. Instead, she got out of the car. 



 

She seemed to be moving in slow motion as she approached him. The stylish cut of her short 
red hair accentuated her elegantly beautiful face. Her sumptuous bosom swayed under the fabric 
of her blouse. Her tight, short skirt showed off her exquisite legs. And even in flat sandals, she 
was nearly six feet tall. 

 

 
 
 

Clearly distressed, she said with a foreign accent, “I have ruined your shirt.” 

“Uh —It’s—uh—okay,” he stammered. 

“It is not okay,” she replied. “I ruined it. I should replace it.” 

“No. You don’t have to. Really.” 

“Come.” 



 

She took his arm and led him to her car. He was too awestruck to resist. She unlocked and 
opened the passenger-side door and moved a travel bag from the front seat to the back seat. “Get 
in,” she said, more an order than a request. 

He obeyed, and she went around and got into the driver’s seat. “Tell me where there is a 
men’s shop,” she said. 

“Around here?” he replied. “I don’t know.” 

“Then we will find one.” She held up her smartphone and said into it, “Find men’s shop.” 
Seconds later a list appeared on the display screen. “Good. There is one near my hotel.” She 
started the car and waited for an opening in the flowing traffic. 

Stuart’s eyes went from her face, down body, to her feet. She was the most beautiful woman 
he’d ever seen in the flesh. 

“I am Alexa,” she said. “What is your name?” 

“Stuart.” 

“I am pleased to meet you, Stuart.” 

Her pleasant demeanor put him at ease. “Are you from New York?” he asked, for lack of 
anything better to say. 

“No. I am here on business.” 

Alexa moved the car away from the curb and continued down Second Avenue. Stuart wanted 
to know more about her but didn’t want to be nosey, so he didn’t question her any further. He 
tried not to be obvious about staring at her. 

She turned onto 17th Street and parked across from a hotel between Second and Third 
avenues. She said to Stuart, “If you do not mind, I will check into my room, and then we will get 
your new shirt.” 

“Fine with me,” he replied, still too awestruck to disagree. 

“Hand me my bag please.” 

Stuart lifted the travel bag with one hand. “You travel light.” 

“I will not be staying long.” 

Stuart was surprised to see how modest the interior of the hotel was. Alexa seemed out of 
place there. But when the desk clerk saw her, he smiled and said, “Welcome back. It’s nice to see 
you again.” 

She replied, “It is nice to be here again.” 

“How was your flight?” 

“Weather delays. Fortunately, my client was willing to push back our meeting.” 



 

Alexa swiped her credit card through a card reader and signed on the display screen. The 
clerk handed her an electronic key card. “Enjoy your stay.” 

“Thank you.” 

Alexa turned to Stuart and said, “Please wait here for me while I go to my room and freshen 
up.” 

“Yeah. Sure.” 

He sat down on a lobby bench and watched Alexa’s ass sway as she walked to the elevator. 
Who was she? What kind of business was she in? Fashion? Club promotion? Whatever it was, he 
had no doubt it was something people like him could only read about in the style sections of 
newspapers. But he’d have a story to tell at work on Monday. 

Alexa returned nearly an hour later wearing a little curve-hugging dress, fresh makeup, and a 
very nice fragrance. She was carrying a small clutch purse.  She said to Stuart, “I am sorry I 
made you wait so long. I just had to wash off all that travel grime.” 

 

 
 

Stuart swallowed a lump in his throat. “No problem.” 

“We can go now.” 



 

Outside, a man was waiting at the car. He was tall and ruggedly handsome—the kind of man 
one would expect Alexa to be seen with. Surprised, she said, “Bruno!” 

 

 

 

Alexa and Bruno conversed in a language that was totally unintelligible to Stuart, but he 
could tell from the tone of Alexa’s voice and her expression that something was amiss. Bruno 
looked at him. He smiled, but Bruno sneered.  

Alexa said to Bruno, “Eredj! Eredj!” 

With a final scowl at Alexa, Bruno walked to a nearby car with two other men inside. He got 
into the front passenger seat, and the driver started the car and pulled away. 

“Who was that?” Stuart asked, and then realized he might be sticking his nose where it didn’t 
belong. “If you don’t mind me asking.” 

“A friend,” Alexa replied, still annoyed. “We were supposed to get together later, but he is so 
impatient.” Her face suddenly brightened. “But never mind him. We will get your new shirt.” 

 



 

She took him to a fancy men’s shop on 17th Street near Fifth Avenue. “He needs a shirt,” she 
announced to the store personnel. “And a suit.” 

“A suit?” Stuart said, taken aback. “You don’t have to buy me a suit.” 

“Shush.” Alexa commanded. “No argument.”  

A new suit for an old shirt? Was she so rich she could afford to be that extravagant? 
Especially with a complete stranger? 

Stuart knew that he would’ve been treated with disdain in that shop if he’d come in alone. It 
was obvious from the way he dressed that the prices were far beyond his means. But because of 
Alexa, the shopkeepers were eager to be helpful. 

Alexa got Stuart new shoes to match the suit she picked out for him. When he checked 
himself out in the mirror, he was astonished by the makeover. He was hot—sort of.  

As Alexa was inspecting him, she received a phone call. She answered the phone in English. 
“Yes?. . . I can meet you at the restaurant. You made a reservation for me? Good. I will see you 
there.” 

 

 



 

First the guy at the car. Now a cryptic phone conversation. Stuart’s curiosity was aroused, but 
he was reluctant to inquire. Whatever Alexa was doing was none of his business.  

Outside the shop, he thought they’d go their separate ways. He said to her, “I really 
appreciate all this.” 

“Would you like to go to dinner?” she asked. 

“Dinner?” 

“I am meeting someone at a restaurant. We will not be dining together, though, and I do not 
like to eat alone in restaurants.” 

“Uh—okay.” What now? A mysterious rendezvous? 

 

The restaurant she took him to was the kind of place where a man had to be wearing a jacket 
to be seated. Even among that ritzy crowd, people stared at them as they were taken to their table 
by the maître d’. Stuart knew the attention was for Alexa and not for him, but he didn’t mind 
basking in her reflected glory. 

Most of the patrons went back to their meals and conversations after Stuart and Alexa were 
seated, but a good-looking, middle-aged man at a window table didn’t take his eyes off them. 
Stuart assumed he was trying to figure out why Alexa was with someone who was so obviously 
beneath her. It felt good to be the object of envy for a change. 

 

 



 

Alexa glanced casually at the man, and then turned her attention to the menu that had been 
handed to her by a waiter. 

The menus were in Italian. Stuart recognized the language but couldn’t read it. Trying to hide 
the fact that he had no idea what the dishes on the menu were, he said, “Everything looks so 
good. I’m not sure—” 

Alexa interjected, “Excuse me. I have to go to the ladies’ room.” 

Taking her clutch, she left the table and disappeared into the restroom area. The man at the 
window table got up and followed her. 

Shit! Stuart thought. That son of a bitch is going to put the moves on her, and they’re going 
to hook up. But what should he have expected? He wasn’t really Alexa’s date. He was just there 
to fill a seat because she didn’t want to eat along. He imagined them having sex in the ladies’ 
room. That was not something he’d ever done, but he’d heard about it from someone who had—
Lucy. 

To his surprise, Alexa came back to the table a few minutes later. She asked, “Have you 
decided what you want?” 

“I thought I’d let you order for both of us,” he replied, trying not to let his relief show. 

“If you wish.” 

The man who’d followed Alexa returned to his table. He finished the wine in his glass and, 
leaving his meal unfinished, summoned the waiter for his check. Alexa really did have a 
mysterious rendezvous. No one at the office was going to believe this. It was like being in a 
movie. 

Alexa spoke Italian to the waiter who took their order, a dish called chicken saltimbuca, 
served with a wine called Fiano di Avellino. 

“What business are you in?” Stuart found the courage to ask. 

“I import things,” Alexa replied. 

“What kind of things?” 

“Things my clients want.” 

He wasn’t going to get any information by questioning her directly, so he tried a different 
tact. “I’m a brand manager for an ad agency,” he told her, hoping that opening up about himself 
would prompt her to do the same. 

“Do you find your work fulfilling?” she asked. 

“I suppose I do.” 

“It is good to have work that you enjoy.” 



 

Through dinner he told her things about himself, but she didn’t reciprocate. She expressed 
interest in what he was telling her, but he suspected she was just being polite. 

 

As she drove him home, he asked, “Why’d you do all this for me?” 

“I did not do anything special,” she replied. “I ruined your shirt. And I was going to the 
restaurant anyway.” 

“You could’ve just given me twenty bucks for my cleaning bill.” 

“All right. I admit I would not have done this for just anyone. When I saw you standing there 
all wet, like an adorable little puppy—” 

“A little puppy!” He didn’t mind being called a puppy, but little? He should’ve known she’d 
mention his height. Women always did. Now she’d say something lame to try and sooth his hurt 
feelings. 

“I think you are cute,” she said. 

“But?” he added, expecting the usual line. 

“No but. You are an attractive man.” 

“You think I’m attractive?” 

“Yes.” 

He was stunned.  

She asked, “Do you think I am attractive?” 

He was amazed that she felt the need to ask that. “Of course! How could I not think you’re 
attractive? You’re incredible!” 

At a stoplight, she took his hand and placed it on her thigh. His heart quickened and his dick 
stiffened.  

 

He trembled as they climbed the stairs to the second floor of the shabby little four-story 
walkup on Avenue A. He was afraid Alexa would take one look at his dingy, haphazardly 
furnished two-room apartment, turn around, and leave. But after he opened the door and ushered 
her in, she looked around approvingly and said, “Interesting.” 

She went to the window and peered out. “My car, is it okay there?” she asked. 

“Should be okay,” he answered, wondering why she didn’t ask that before they came up. 

“Good.” She turned to him with a suggestive grin. 



 

“You want a beer or something?” he asked, trying to be hospitable even though his dick felt 
like it would break off and start without him if he didn’t fuck soon. 

“I am not thirsty,” she replied and sashayed into the bedroom, unzipping her dress as she 
went. 

Alexa reclined naked on the bed, watching as Stuart took his clothes off. She was waiting to 
see his package. Sizewise, he had nothing to be embarrassed about, but he was beginning to feel 
performance anxiety. His theoretical knowledge had gotten him by with women who didn’t have 
much experience themselves. But Alexa was obviously no novice. 

 

 
 

The box of condoms in the nightstand drawer was more than a year old but unopened. After 
Stuart managed to extract one from the box, his hands were so sweaty that he couldn’t get a good 
grip on the wrapper. As he fumbled with it, his stomach knotted up and his dick went soft. He 
felt panic. 

Instead of laughing at his sudden ineptitude, Alexa said, “Let me help.” She moved to the 
edge of the bed and took the condom from him. “The first time can be difficult.” 

“I’m not a virgin!” he blurted. 



 

Patiently she replied, “I meant the first time with a new person.” 

She ripped open the wrapper and took the condom out. Stuart’s dick was still soft, but she 
had a solution. She kissed it until it swelled into a thick, vein-engorged limb. Then she skillfully 
unrolled to condom onto it and lay down. 

He didn’t just dive in and start banging like he wanted to. Alexa deserved better than that. 
Recalling a foreplay technique he’d read about years ago, he tenderly kissed her face, and then 
nibbled her lips. Her tongue came out and he suckled it. 

His lips caressed her neck and the soft flesh of her shoulders. Her chest rose as she became 
increasingly aroused. He took each breast into his mouth and rubbed his tongue over her nipples. 
He slowly kissed his way down the center of her body. She squirmed and giggled as his tongue 
probed her navel. 

He lapped at her pussy with his tongue. 

 

 
 
 

She shuddered. “Ooooh.” Her feet flew up, and she held her thighs apart as his tongue probed 
into her pussy. 

Alexa grunted, and then shook as if she were being electrocuted. She forcibly pulled Stuart 
between her thighs and shouted, “Baszd be a picsádat!” which he assumed meant, “Fuck me!” 



 

And he did, but not with the slam-bam action that most guys would’ve used. He rubbed the 
head of his dick slowly and rhythmically along the wall of her vagina. Her mouth opened, her 
eyes rolled back, and she shrieked so loud he was sure his neighbors would call 911. 

 

 

 

When he was about to come, he switched to a deep, plunging motion that sent Alexa into a 
frenzy. She clamped her legs around him and shook him as he unloaded. 

Exhausted, she let her arms and legs fall to the bed. He pulled his semisoft dick out of her, 
took off the full condom and tossed it to the floor, and lay down beside her. She gave him the 
same look he’d gotten from the few other women he’d fucked—amazement. She affectionately 
stroked his head and whispered something he didn’t understand. 

After a brief rest he was ready for another round. Alexa, seeing that his dick had stiffened, 
got up on her knees and elbows and presented her underside to him. This time, he had no trouble 
with the condom, and he pushed his dick into her until his balls pressed against her labia.  

“Fast,” she said. 

His gripped her waist and rapidly worked his pelvis. She grunted with every stroke, and his 
groin smacked loudly against her butt. Her head dropped to the bed, and she bit into the covers to 
stifle a scream. 

 



 

 

 

Alexa remained in the butt-up position after they had climaxed. When Stuart pulled his dick 
out of her, it was completely soft and the condom stayed inside her. He plucked it out with his 
fingers—the first time he’d ever had to do that. 

Stuart was surprised when he got it up a third time, in response to Alexa teasing his balls 
with her fingernails. She did the honors with the condom again. She straddled him and the 
blissful expression on her face told him she savored the feel of his dick pushing up inside her.  

 

 



 

She churned and shimmied with abandon, as he convulsed under her, until she had drawn the 
last bit of juice out of his balls. 

She gave him a lusty kiss on the mouth and tumbled off him, slick with sweat. They lay 
silently. For Stuart, this night made up for all the rejection by women who thought he wasn’t 
good enough for them. If he never fucked another woman as long as he lived, he’d always have 
this night. 

He got up and went into the bathroom to pee and wash his dick, after which he looked at his 
reflection in the mirror above the sink. “I just fucked an incredibly hot woman!” he said to 
himself in disbelief. “Three times!” 

He returned to the bedroom to find Alexa in her dress and putting on her shoes. “I have to 
go,” she told him. “I have a morning flight.” 

Stuart’s heart sank, but he’d known all along that this fantasy would end. Alexa’s low-rent 
tryst was over, and now she was getting back to her real life. She seemed genuinely sad about 
leaving, though. 

He escorted her to the door. “Can I see you the next time you’re in New York?” he asked, 
hoping for a miracle. 

“I am sorry,” she said. She kissed him tenderly on the cheek and left. Even though he was 
naked, he stood in the doorway watching her descend the stair. 

When he heard the building entrance door open and close, he went to the window to watch 
Alexa drive away, but the car didn’t move. Maybe she was making phone calls. She’d probably 
missed some appointments while she was with him. The thought that she would blow off 
someone in her upscale world to be with him made him smile. 

 

 



 

After a while, he gave up trying to get a last glimpse of her. He brushed his teeth, turned off 
the lights, and went to bed. With Alexa on his mind, it was a while before he fell asleep. 

 

 

 

Stuart was jolted awake by someone putting tape over his mouth. He instinctively tried to sit 
up, but he was held down by strong hands, and then rolled up in the bedcovers. He tried to cry 
out, but his voice was muffled by the tape on his mouth. What’s going on? he thought. Why is 
this happening? 

Bundled up in the bedcovers, he was carried out of the apartment, down the stairs, and out of 
the building. He couldn’t see anything, but he could hear an engine running. He was tossed 
roughly into a vehicle. A door slammed. And he was moving. 

Oh God! They’re going to kill me! Cold fear welled up inside him. What did I do? 

Stuart’s head was uncovered. He was in the back of a utility van. Two men were crouching 
over him. One of them was Bruno. He ripped the tape from Stuart’s mouth. Stuart blurted, 
“Don’t kill me! Please don’t kill me! 

Bruno menacingly demanded, “Where is Alexa?” 



 

Scared and confused, Stuart babbled, “I didn’t know she was your chick, man! I didn’t mean 
to cut in on your action! She said you were just friends!” 

“Where is she?” 

“I—I don’t know. She left.” 

Bruno talked with the other man in that strange language they spoke. Then he asked Stuart, 
“Does she have the artifact with her?” 

“The what?” 

Bruno pulled a switchblade knife from his pocket and pressed the edge of the blade to 
Stuart’s neck. Stuart gasped in terror. 

 

 
 

Bruno snarled, “If you lie, I will kill you. Where is the artifact?” 

Stuart started hyperventilating and peed on himself. “P-Please…” 

The van suddenly stopped, throwing Bruno and the other man off balance. The driver yelled, 
•RendQrség!• 

Stuart could see the flashing lights of police cars through the windshield, and he could hear 
sirens approaching from behind. 

The three abductors argued in their language, Bruno against the other two. Bruno lunged at 
Stuart with the knife but was restrained by his companion. The driver rushed back and assisted 



 

with the restraint. The two men were able to talk Bruno out of killing Stuart, but he gave Stuart a 
kick that was fortunately blunted by the bedcovers around him. 

Bruno and the others fled out the back door of the van, but they didn’t get far. They were 
quickly surrounded by gun-wielding officers and taken into custody. 

Stuart was lifted out of the truck by two emergency medical technicians, put on a gurney, and 
transferred to a waiting ambulance. The EMTs, one of whom was a woman, unwrapped the 
bedcovers and began physically examining him. He was naked and smelled like piss, but he was 
too grateful to be alive to care. The paramedics wrapped him in a clean blanket so the police 
could question him. 

The burly black detective who was in charge said to Stuart, “You’re a lucky man. Someone 
happened to witness your abduction and called 911.” 

“Who?” Stuart asked. 

“A woman. She wouldn’t give her name, but she stayed on the line with the operator and 
followed that vehicle in her car ‘til we could set up a roadblock.” 

Stuart searched the faces in the crowd that had been attracted by the police activity. “Is the 
woman here now?” 

“If she is, she won’t identify herself. We asked.” 

Stuart had no doubt that the witness was Alexa, but why had she sat outside his apartment 
building so long? 

The detective continued, “Why’d those guys take you?” 

“I was with someone they know earlier tonight. She has something they want, and they 
thought I could tell them where she is. But I couldn’t, because I don’t know where she is.” 

“What were they after?” 

“Some kind of artifact.” 

“An artifact?” 

That’s what they said.” 

The detective frowned. “You’ll have to come with us.” 

“Why?” 

“To answer some questions.” 

“But I don’t know anything.” 

 



 

Stuart sat for hours in an interrogation room at the Ninth Precinct police station wearing 
jailhouse coveralls that were two sizes too big and no shoes. He wondered what Alexa had gotten 
him into.  

Finally, a stern-faced woman came into the room. She looked as if she’d been aroused from 
sleep and wasn’t happy about it. “I’m Special Agent Kincaid of the FBI,” she announced. 

“FBI?” Stuart’s trepidation increased. 

Agent Kincaid put the tablet computer she was carrying on the table in front of Stuart. On the 
screen was a security camera video of Alexa arriving at JFK Airport. “Do you know this 
woman?” 

 

 

 

“That’s Alexa.” 

“You’re her contact?” 

“Contact? No! We met by accident. She splashed me.” 

“Splashed you?” 

“Her car hit a puddle and got my clothes wet. So she bought me some new ones.” 

Agent Kincaid stared at him, expecting more. 



 

“Then she bought me dinner,” Stuart continued. 

Agent Kincaid still stared. 

“Then we went to my place,” Stuart added, “and—you know—did it.” 

Agent Kincaid raised her eyebrows in disbelief. 

“She left, and then those three guys grabbed me,” Stuart concluded. 

Agent Kincaid sighed with frustration. “Where’d she go?” 

“She didn’t tell me.” 

“But you know where she’s staying.” 

“In a hotel on 17th Street, between Second and Third. What’s going on? What’s all this 
about?” 

“The woman you ‘did it’ with is a suspected smuggler of stolen antiquities. The three men 
who abducted you stole an ancient Magyar figurine from a museum in Budapest. They used her 
to smuggle it to a buyer in New York. The Hungarian police had her under surveillance, and she 
was searched before she boarded her flight to JFK and by Customs after she arrived, but nothing 
was found.” 

“If she’s a crook, why isn’t she in jail?” 

“No stolen artifacts have ever been found in her possession. She specializes in small, high-
value objects that are easily concealed. I believe she hides them in a body cavity.” 

“She puts them up her ass?” 

“Not that cavity.” 

“Oh.” 

“Is there anything else you can tell me?” 

“She had a meeting at the restaurant where we ate.” 

“You were at the meeting?” 

“Not exactly. She and some guy went to the restroom area. When they came back, he left. He 
didn’t even finish his meal.” 

Agent Kincaid became excited. “Did she mention the man’s name?” 

“No, but he was eating alone at a window table. The restaurant requires reservations. They 
should have his name.” 

Agent Kincaid grinned and rushed out of the room. 

 



 

Stuart was released at 4:00 a.m. and driven home in a police car. He was without his keys, so 
the police officer picked the lock at the entrance of the building to get him inside. His apartment 
door was not locked. He assumed it had been left open by Bruno and his cohorts when they 
abducted him. He stripped out of the jailhouse coveralls in the doorway and gave them to the 
officer, and he closed and locked the door. Still shaken by his harrowing experience but relieved 
to be home, he got into the shower to wash off the odor of piss and sweat. 

 

 
 

It wasn’t hard for him to figure out that Alexa had used him as a decoy after she double-
crossed her partners. She they would follow her from the hotel to the restaurant and to his place. 
She showed herself at the window so they’d know which apartment she was in. She didn’t leave 
the building after she and Stuart fucked, because she knew her partners were outside. She was 
probably hiding on the first floor, watching as they entered the building. Then she went to her car 
and waited for her cohorts to bring him out.   

After the shower, Stuart wanted only to lie down and try to recover. But his tribulations were 
not over. Alexa was sitting on the edge of the bed with a big smile. 

 



 

 

 

He stopped in his tracks. “You!” 

“I hid in your closet until I was sure you were alone,” she explained. 

“You were here the whole time the police had me?” 

“I did not think it was a good idea to go back to my hotel room.” 

“You let those guys take me. I could’ve been killed.” 

“I was confident the police would get to you in time. I am sorry for causing you distress, but 
I had to improvise after Bruno almost ruined everything. He and his associates were supposed to 
wait for me to return to Budapest. Now, because they refused to trust me, they will go to prison.” 

“So you are a thief, like that FBI woman said.” 

“I have never stolen anything.” 

“I was your cover at that restaurant where you made the drop. That’s why you gave me a 
makeover, so we’d look like a couple on a date. And all that stuff you said about being attracted 
to me were just lies to string me along.” 



 

“I am attracted to you. That is why I splashed you, so I could check you out. I intended only 
to have an amusing little diversion, but you turned out to be much more than I expected.” 

His anger melted away and he felt immensely flattered, but he kept up the facade. “You’re a 
criminal!” he shouted. 

“I am an independent contractor,” she replied calmly. 

“You belong in jail.” 

She got up and sauntered to him. “If you really feel that way, you can call the police. Or you 
can have your way with me. I am at your mercy.” 

Or, he thought, he could have his way with her, and then call the police. It would serve her 
right. 

With a fake scowl, he gripped her arm and pulled her closer. He removed her clothes as 
roughly as he could without damaging them or harming her. As they stood naked face to face, he 
looking up at her, she looking down at him, he wasn’t sure what to do next. 

She suddenly gave him a deep, penetrating kiss that left him with weak knees and a very hard 
dick.  

 

 



 

She got on the bed, and he took a condom out of the nightstand drawer. 

“I said you can have your way with me,” she told him. “I’m not afraid of catching anything 
from you. Are you afraid of catching something from me?” 

Stuart had never fucked without a condom. He’d never been in relationship with that level of 
intimacy, but he’d always wanted to do it bareback. He put the condom back in the drawer and 
joined Alexa on the bed. 

He knew from his readings that the fluid already seeping from her pussy meant that she was 
highly aroused. She had a physical desire for him even if nothing else she said was true. His dick 
slipped effortless into her pussy, and it was engulfed by warm wetness. 

 

 

 

Alexa also liked skin to skin better than rubber to skin. She purred as he made long, 
deliberately slow thrusts that took the head of his dick along the entire length of her vagina. She 
said softly, “Igen. Igen.” 

They went at it for two hours, wallowing in the messy exchange of body fluids and kissing, 
sucking, and licking other body parts between rounds of copulation. Finally, the lack of sleep the 
night before caught up with Stuart. Sweaty and exhausted, his distended dick coated with a glaze 
of their combined juices, he lay down beside Alexa and closed his eyes. 

 

The ringing extension phone on the nightstand woke him in the afternoon. Alexa wasn’t on 
the bed. 

“Alexa?” he called but got no answer. 

Letting the phone call go to voicemail, he looked for Alexa in the bathroom. She wasn’t 
there, but on the rim of the sink, he found one of his three-ounce paper cups with a little water 



 

still in it and an empty blister container for a contraceptive pill. Alexa had been prepared for 
unprotected sex. She’d used him again. 

Alexa was gone, but she didn’t have to leave. He wouldn’t have turned her in. He couldn’t 
after she’d shown him the joy of pure, unbridled lust. 

He took a half-empty container of chicken lo mein from the refrigerator in the kitchenette 
and sat on the couch in the living room to eat it cold. He wondered where Alexa had gone. The 
FBI would be watching for her at the local airports and probably at the train and bus stations, too. 

The phone on the coffee table rang. The caller ID showed that the call was from the New 
York Daily News. Stuart answered it. A reporter wanted to interview him about the part he played 
in the arrests of a gang of international antiquities smugglers and a prominent local art gallery 
owner. The art gallery owner was charged with commissioning the theft of a valuable artifact 
from a museum in Hungary. Stuart declined the interview. He wanted his involvement in the 
sordid affair to be over. 

More reporters called, but Stuart refused to answer the phone. TV new crews set up outside 
his building and reported live on the 6:00 p.m. new shows. A news clip on the channel Stuart 
was watching showed the man Alexa had met with in the restaurant being taken away in 
handcuffs from his Upper East Side townhouse. Stuart’s gut knotted. Like it or not, he was 
mixed up in something big. 

He put on pants and a T-shirt to answer a knock at his door. All the other residents of the 
building were there. They had also been watching the news reports. They wanted to know if he 
was okay and they wanted to know more about the drama he was involved in. 

He wanted them to go away. “I can’t talk about it,” he told them, “because of the 
investigation.” 

Mrs. Lattimore, the widow from the third floor who’d lived in the building longer than 
anyone, asked, “Is that foreign lady I met when I came back from buying my groceries a secret 
agent?” 

Alexa was a secret agent of sorts. “Yes, she is,” Stuart replied. 

“And you’re helping her?” 

“I really shouldn’t talk about it.” 

He closed the door, but he could hear his neighbors talking on the other side. They found the 
whole thing exciting. He went back to the couch and curled into a fetal position. Through the 
night, he followed the story on an all-news channel. He learned that the gallery owner had been 
financing museum thefts for years, and Interpol had been trying just as long to identify him. The 
artifact from the museum in Budapest, along with many others, was recovered from his 
townhouse. 

At a press conference, a spokesman for the NYPD, in response to a reporter’s question, 
acknowledged that information provided by a local resident who had infiltrated the smuggling 
operation was crucial to the arrests. However, there was nothing in the news about Alexa. 



 

Clark waited up to see if she would return. If she did return, he was determined not to allow 
her to sway him with her feminine wiles. He would call the police. He would see to it that she 
went to jail, where she belonged. 

He fell asleep waiting for her. 

Sunday morning, there were no news reporters outside the building, so Stuart went out and 
bought a copy of the New York Times. The story of the gallery owner who had been secretly 
hiring people to steal from museums in Europe was front-page news. The article identified Stuart 
as the source of information that helped the NYPD and FBI shut down the smuggling operation. 
The article went on to say that he was working with an unidentified woman believed to be a 
Hungarian police agent. The writers of the article had talked to Mrs. Lattimore. Strangely, there 
was no statement from Agent Kincaid contradicting the assertion that Alexa was a police agent. 

 

 

 

He waited while monitoring the TV news, fearful and at the same time hopeful that Alexa 
would show up again. As the hours passed, hope displaced fear. When she hadn’t returned by 
midnight, and there was nothing about her on the news, all he felt was longing. 

 



 

Monday morning, the news shows were portraying Stuart as a media-shy hero who bravely 
took it upon himself to assist the NYPD, the FBI, and the Republic of Hungary Police in shutting 
down a notorious ring of international antiquities thieves, who, because of greed, were willing to 
plunder the world’s heritage. Stuart preferred that version of events to what had really happened. 

When he got to work, he found the whole staff outside his office, waiting to hear about his 
exploits. He told them the same thing he’d told his neighbors. He couldn’t talk about it because 
of the ongoing investigation. 

Disappointed but impressed, his coworkers returned to their offices and cubicles—all accept 
Lucy. She lingered coquettishly at his door. 

“How was your weekend?” he asked her, like he always did on Monday mornings. 

“It was great,” she replied, and came into his office to talk, like she always did on Monday 
mornings. She sat on his desk with her legs apart to show him that she’d taken off her panties. 

 

 

He pretended not to notice. “What did you do?” 

She rattled off her weekend activities, like she always did, but she added, “Why don’t you 
come with me next weekend?” 

“You mean with you and your friends?” 



 

“No, just me.” 

A couple of days earlier, he would’ve jumped at the invitation, but now he said, “I’ll think 
about it.” 

“Wanna go for beers after work? There’s this great bar near my place that has live music.” 

 Even though Stuart knew that going out with Lucy now would mean having sex with her, he 
said, “Sorry, can’t.” 

  

He was over Lucy. And he no longer envied the tall, buff guys who were getting all the 
attention from women on the street as he walked home. Despite the way Alexa had used him, she 
was the only woman he wanted. He paused at the street corner where their encounter began and 
thought about how much he missed her. She was probably back in Europe, plotting her next 
crime. 

When Stuart entered his apartment, he was stunned to find Alexa lounging on the couch. Her 
knees were up and the hem of her dress had slid down to her hips. 

Flabbergasted, he said, “How—?” 

“Your building needs better locks,” she replied. “I did not want to leave without saying 
goodbye.” 

He approached the couch. “Where have you been?” 

“In my hotel room.” 

“You said you couldn’t go back there.” 

“Circumstances changed. An acquaintance in the Republic of Hungary Ministry of Justice 
informed the United States Department of Justice that I am no longer a person of interest in that 
museum theft that everyone was so upset about.” 

“What did you do? Offer him half your loot?” 

“Twenty-five percent. The artifact was recovered. Everyone comes out ahead.” 

“Except that guy you sold the thing to, and your three accomplices.” 

“They knew the risks.” 

“But I didn’t.” He jabbed a finger at her. “I could’ve been killed because of you!” 



 

 

 

 “Let me make it up to you. I will give you twenty-five percent.” 

“No! I don’t want any part of that!” 

“Suit yourself.” 

“You should be punished.” 

She sat up and started tracing circles on his crotch with her finger. “You can punish me.” 

Despite his anger, his dick stiffened. 

She slowly unzipped his pants and took his dick out. “You can make me stay here and have 
your way with me.” 

“Uh—Yeah, that might work.” 

She slipped his dick into her mouth. 

 



 

 

 

### 

 

Oz Carter’s illustrated novel Sea Girl is available at  

http://www.mylifeasbritneyyoung.com/store/p39/Sea_Girl.html 
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