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About the Author

I've been chatting with this girl, Cheska, for about two weeks now. She's nineteen, in her first year of college, and a super naïve girl. Always sharing these innocent stories about her life, like how she's saving up for this fancy new phone, the latest iPhone model with all the bells and whistles. 

She posts pics sometimes, cute selfies in her room, looking all wide-eyed and trusting. I can tell she's lonely, maybe a bit sheltered, typing with those little emojis and exclamation points everywhere. I'm in my mid-40s, married but bored, and this online thing started innocently enough. Just some random chatroom for ‘making friends.’ But I've been steering it, asking questions, getting her to open up.

Today, I figured it's time to push things further. She's been venting about money again, so I dropped the offer. Here's how it went down, message by message, over these past couple of weeks.

Week 1, Day 1:

Me: Hello, saw you in the chatroom. What's a cute girl like you doing online this late? 😊

Cheska: Hi! Just bored, my friends are all out, but I couldn't go. I'm Cheska, 19, from a small town in Alderway. You?

Me: Rick, 43, from the city. Work keeps me up late, too. Small town sounds peaceful. What do you do for fun?

Cheska: Mostly hang with friends, watch Netflix. Dreaming about getting a new phone tho! Mine's so old. What's your job?

Me: Corporate stuff, pays the bills. New phone, huh? Which one?

Cheska: The iPhone 15 Pro Max! It's like $1200, but I have zero savings. 😂

We chatted for hours that night. She told me about her part-time job at a coffee shop, how her parents are strict, and no boyfriend yet because ‘guys my age are immature.’ I played the nice guy, complimenting her pics, saying she seemed mature for her age.

Week 1, Day 3:

Me: Morning, Cheska! How's the coffee grind treating you?

Cheska: Haha, exhausting! Spilled latte on myself today. 😩 How's work?

Me: Busy meeting. Hey, been thinking about that phone. You applying for better jobs?

Cheska: Yeah, looking at retail or waitressing. But everything wants experience I don't have. 🤣

Me: That's tough. You're smart, though, from what you've told me. Bet you'd excel anywhere.

Cheska: Aww thanks Rick! You're sweet. No one's ever said that. 🥹🥹

I started sending little gifts. $5 Steam cards at first, just to test the waters. She was so grateful, calling me her ‘online buddy.’ Told her more about my ‘stressful marriage,’ how my wife doesn't understand me, to build sympathy.

Week 1, Day 7:

Me: Weekend plans?

Cheska: Just chilling, parents are on a trip. Finally some freedom! Wish I could buy that phone tho, sales are ending soon.

Me: Freedom sounds good. I've been there, young and broke. If I could help...

Cheska: Really? You'd do that? 😮

Me: Maybe. Tell me more about why you want it so bad.

Cheska: It's got the best camera for my Insta, and I need it for school apps next semester. But yeah, broke af.

She opened up about her dreams. She wanted to be an influencer or something vague. I shared ‘advice’ on jobs, but planted seeds: ‘Sometimes opportunities come from unexpected places.’

Week 2, Day 4:

Me: Hey cutie, how's the job hunt?

Cheska: No luck yet. Applied to 10 places. So frustrated! That phone is taunting me online.

Me: I hate seeing you down. Listen, I've been thinking... I could help with the money.

Cheska: Wait, what? Like a loan? 🤔

Me: Better. No strings? Nah, there'd be one thing. But it's simple, and you'd get what you want.

Cheska: Um, okay... what?

Me: Meet me. Just once. We hang out, get to know each other in person. I'll give you the full $1200 cash.

Cheska: Meet? Like... as friends?

Me: Sure, start there. You're gorgeous from your pics, and I've enjoyed our talks. Think about it. No pressure.

She went quiet for a day. I didn't push, sent a meme to keep it light. When she replied, she was hesitant but curious.

Week 2, Day 5:

Cheska: So... about the meet. What would we do?

Me: Whatever feels right. Dinner, talk like we do here. You're safe with me, Ches. I'm not some creep.

Cheska: I know, you've been nice. But my parents... and I'm kinda shy irl. 🫣

Me: That's what makes you special. No rush. But that phone won't wait forever.

Cheska: True. Idk, it's tempting.

I ramped it up subtly. I sent her a link to the phone's site, said I'd buy it myself if she agreed. Told her stories of helping ‘friends’ before, but kept it vague. She admitted she was a virgin, though I never asked, even sending blushing emojis, which made my dick throb. Naive as hell.

Week 2, Day 10:

Me: Still thinking?

Cheska: Yeah. It's just... the money sounds amazing, but meeting a stranger?

Me: Not a stranger after two weeks. I know you like rom-coms, hate spicy food, and want to travel. See? I listen.

Cheska: Wow, yeah, you do. Okay, hypothetically... what if it's more than dinner?

Me: Then it's whatever we both want. Could be fun, exciting. You'd be in control.

Cheska: More like... physical?

Me: If you're comfortable. Nothing you don't want. But honestly, I'd love to show you a good time. And you'd wake up with that phone in hand.

Silence again. Hours, then a day. I worried I'd scared her, but knew her desperation from all the venting.

Week 2, Day 12:

Cheska: Rick... I can't stop thinking about it. The phone would change everything for me.

Me: It would. And I'd make sure you're taken care of.

Cheska: What exactly do you mean by ‘a good time’?

Me: Intimate. Close. Like, me making you feel special, desired. Kissing, touching... sex, if it feels right. But gentle, since you're new to this.

Cheska: Oh god, I'm a virgin. You knew that?

Me: You mentioned it once. It's okay. I’ll be honored if you'd trust me.

Cheska: This is crazy. My heart's racing just typing it.

Me: Mine too. Imagine it: We meet, I take you somewhere nice, and we connect. You get the cash, no regrets.

She didn't reply for almost 24 hours. I sent a gentle nudge: ‘No pressure, just offering help.’ Finally:

Week 2, Day 13 (Today):

Cheska: Okay. I agree. But promise you'll be nice? And it's just once?

Me: Promise. You'll love it, Ches. When and where? I'll book a hotel, neutral ground.

Cheska: Next weekend? I'm free. Let’s meet at Bridgeton Bay. Nervous but... excited?

Me: Perfect. I'll handle everything. Pack something cute. This'll be our secret.

Cheska: 😳 Okay. Thank you, Rick.

And just like that, she's hooked. I can picture her now, biting her lip, second-guessing but too tempted. Next step: Make the meet real, turn this chat fantasy into something hot. She's mine for the taking.

I couldn't believe it was finally happening. After two weeks of those teasing chats, building her up with compliments and that irresistible offer, Cheska was actually here. I'd booked a nice hotel room downtown. Nothing too fancy, just clean sheets, dim lights, and a king bed. I paced in my bathrobe, the soft cotton brushing against my skin, my cock already throbbing from the anticipation. I'm fit enough from the gym, but I'm no young bull.

Still, I knew how to play this: gentleman first, then the pervert she didn't see coming.

A soft knock echoed through the door. I smiled. I opened it slowly, and there she was, looking every bit the naive 19-year-old I'd imagined from her selfies, but real, flesh and blood, standing in the hallway with her arms crossed like she was hugging herself for protection.

Blonde hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders, a bit messy like she'd been fidgeting in the car ride over. Her cheeks were flushed pink, those grey eyes darting everywhere but at me, wide and uncertain.

She wasn't some stick-thin model; no, she had a soft, average build, curves in the right places, maybe 5'5", with hips that filled out her plain khaki pants and a simple white button-up shirt that hugged her torso just enough to hint at the treasure underneath.

Her tits... fuck, they were perfect, just the right size, probably C-cups, pressing against the fabric without being overwhelming. She looked shy as hell, shifting her weight from one foot to the other, like a deer caught in headlights.

“Hello, Cheska,” I said softly, stepping aside with a warm smile. “Come on in. I’m glad you made it.”

She nodded, mumbling a quiet, “Hi, Rick,” as she slipped past me, her vanilla-scented shampoo hitting me like a drug. The door clicked shut, and the room felt smaller. She stood there awkwardly, hands twisting together, eyes on the carpet.

“First time in a place like this?” I asked, keeping my voice low and reassuring, like we were just old friends catching up. I gestured to the bed. “Sit down and relax. You look nervous.”

She perched on the edge of the mattress, knees together
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