
The Sexting Dick 

Decide what pain you can tolerate from that relationship

I was fired up and ready to face the enchanted pond with self-assured determination feeling 
stronger than I ever had before in terms of not settling for less than what I truly wanted. En route  
Little Katie refreshes me with tips and advice on being clear about what it was I desired. So I 
practice by envisioning the course I hoped my next adventure would take with me in the driver’s 
seat this time. Yet, as old patterns tend to repeat themselves, I quickly become distracted by a 
noise I heard coming from the pond which naturally piqued my interest. Making my way near, I 
could hear the click of a camera flashing. Little Katie is quick to sense my attention span begin 
to disintegrate as I veer away from the focus of my vision toward the focus of the clicking 
camera. It’s not that I didn't want to listen to her, but I just had to check out what all that flashing 
going on was about. 

 I arrive at the pond where I scope out a toadd whose face is obscured by an iPhone held 
up in front of him. He was taking pictures with it but I couldn't figure out what he was taking 
pictures of. I move closer to him and presume they’re pictures of himself. Okay, cool, my first 
thought is this toadd doesn't look too harmful. But as my view of him comes into focus, I notice 
he’s actually snapping pictures of me! That’s so sweet of him to want to photograph me, I think, 
but why I ask him. The toadd leaps into my arms and replies as you would expect a prince toadd 
charming to reply, “Because, you are so beautiful.” 

 “Oh crap,” Little Katie’s voice interjects. “That phrase always draws you in. Buyer 
beware, he is not the merchandise you’re looking for.” 

 “How do you know that?  He happens to be tall, dark and handsome which are all 
qualities on my list,” I assure her. 

 “It’s not his looks, it's the smartphone that is sending out the red flares,” Little Katie 
cautions. 

 “But smartphones are so useful for not only communicating but also connecting socially 
nowadays. Let’s just give him a chance,” I plead. 

 Little Katie just shakes her head side to side. A tall dark and handsome toadd who is a 
smartphone aficionado! She had a hunch something was terribly wrong with this picture. 

*** 
 I met Sexting Dick on Facebook. You know, Facebook, the social app of the century 
created by the Zuckerberg college kid! I truly only joined Facebook to keep in touch with family 



and friends. Never once did it ever occur to me it could be used as a dating scheme. That is until 
Sexting Dick came into the picture.

 “Dear lord, Kate, you can’t be serious,” Little Katie said with distaste. “Why would you 
friend this guy in the first place?” 

“Well, he popped up on my wall as a mutual friend, so I added him. There's nothing to 
worry about. I would never date anyone on Facebook,” I said hesitantly. I tried swaying Little 
Katie into believing that I had no physical interest in getting to know him beyond Facebook. 

 “Is that so? Then why do you sound hesitant?” Little Katie asked presumptuously as if 
she knew I would be going for it. 

 I didn’t actually pay too much attention to Sexting Dick until he started commenting on 
my posts and liking everything I shared.  

 “He is a voyeur! Don’t you see it’s how he prowls women by scouring Facebook and 
making unsolicited comments.  He is going after you!  Men like this are only after one thing.  
Sex!” Little Katie slammed back. 
   

I wasn't about to take this guy serious. I could see right through him. But I was sort of 
enjoying the online attention I was getting from him even though I had to admit it did sound 
kinda creepy. I braced myself for what Little Katie was going to say next.  

 “Kate, please, I urge you to stop and think about what you're considering doing. You don't 
really want to engage with this ogler on Facebook. Ask yourself just when is it appropriate to 
date a Sexting Dick?” 

 “That's the million dollar question? You never know until we find out. Let's see where 
this goes. Everything happens for a reason.” I was trying to be optimistic and think positively.  

 “Well this most definitely is happening for a reason, but not for the reason you might be 
thinking. I suppose I’ll have to sit back and watch this Adventure unfold the way I know it’s 
going to. Don’t think I'm going to sit quietly, though,” Little Katie condemned. 

 It was not the blessing I was hoping for from Little Katie as I signed on to my next 
Adventure. 
  

*** 

One day I received a private message from Sexting Dick:  



“Hi Amy…Just wanna say that you are Gorgeous…U look great in all the pics 
you post. Hope u accept the compliment.”

 I didn't respond initially. I was used to getting creeps messaging me all the time.  This 
one was no different.  He continued to like and comment on my posts on Facebook and then 
finally a few days later one of his messages intrigued me:    

“Amy, you are seriously an unbelievably Gorgeous Lady…with the most beautiful 
smile ever…hope you accept the compliment.  How is your week going?” 

 His words kept drumming through my mind. Hmmm... something about him feels 
different. He is saying the right things to pique my interest. I decide to have a look-see into his 
Facebook page and do a little investigating on him. As I scroll through his page I conclude he 
looks fairly unoffending, and moreover he is smoking hot. No further encouragement needed to 
reply to him.  

“Thank you! You are so sweet to comment all the time. My week is good so far. 
How about you?” 

 He wrote back almost immediately.  

“Well, I find it hard not to every time I see your pics and you’re welcome…mine 
is going well so far too but really busy as I’m opening a new vape shop in town.” 

“So what’s a vape shop?” 

“A vape shop is an e-cigarette shop and liquid tobacco. I’m sure you never tried it 
before. I can tell it is not your thing and its better for you that you don’t. I don't 
like it that much either but it’s a good business that’s why I got in it.” 

 Little Katie shrieks. “Ewww!! That sounds disgusting. A real winner, Kate,” she adds 
sarcastically. 

 I choose to ignore her because after all why wouldn't I want to get to know this person 
who is relentlessly messaging me with showers of beautiful thoughts about me. Little Katie on 
the other hand isn't done with me. She wasn't kidding when she said she wasn't going to sit back 
quietly. 

 “Kate, you would think by now you would’ve learned that these empty comments lead 
down a path of pain and destruction for you. It’s pretty plain these men only want one thing from 
you and so they’ll stop at nothing to say whatever it takes to get it from you. This guy is no 
different.” 



 “And what is it that they want Little Katie, because I’m still figuring out this thing called 
love?” I reply irritable. 

 “Sex, not love, and nothing more. They might fancy more down the line, but ultimately 
they will be the ones to decide if they choose more or not.  So I'm just saying, don’t be too quick 
to give into sex. This guy is trolling you and if you’re not careful you will get hurt again.”  

 Deep down I know Little Katie shares a good point about not jumping into sex with this 
one. And while it was an unusual way to meet a guy on Facebook I was lured in by an air of 
mystery surrounding him as he drew me in with his sweet comments and compliments. Maybe 
he will turn out to be different. One date would be harmless I convinced myself. 
  
  Little Katie on the other hand is convinced Sexting Dick is not right for me, but she was 
fully aware that, like every other Adventure, I needed to find this out for myself. 

 Sexting Dick’s messaging jumped into the next phase.  

“I would love to invite you out for a drink one day.” 

 Even though this is what I’d hoped and wanted, I was really shocked he actually asked. I 
had to clear something up with him before I accepted.   

“Well, I am really flattered but I am quite a bit older than you are.”  

I’d seen his Facebook page publish that he’d just had his 41st birthday recently. 

“Kate, I swear I’m not just saying this but I’ve had you as a friend on Facebook  
for a long time and every time I see a pic of you, I say wow…you get more 
beautiful every time and you don’t look a day over 35. So how old are you?”  

 I hesitated for a moment unsure of whether my true age might turn him off, but honesty 
prevailed. 

“48,” I typed. 

There was a momentary pause from his end. Just when I was thinking uh-oh, he’s turned 
off, his lengthy reply popped up on my screen. 

“Oh wow, you must be doing a great job of taking care of yourself because like I 
told you, you look like you are in your 30’s. You definitely get more beautiful as  
you age.  Since you said you were flattered, I still stand with my invitation to buy 
you a drink.  I’d be honored to be with a Gorgeous Elegant Lady like you.” 



 I was sooo flattered. 

 “I just might take you up on your offer.” 

 Little Katie could not take it anymore and spoke up. “Kate does the phrase ‘flattery will 
get you nowhere’ run through your mind?  C’mon, admit it, he's excessive with it and it is 
apparent that he knows what he wants and will stop at nothing to get it from you using nothing 
but flattery.” 

 “Well, he knows how to work it because I totally want to meet him in person,” I tell Little 
Katie with certainty as I sense her disapproval.  

*** 
For our first date, as a precaution, I chose to meet Sexting Dick at a local restaurant my 

friends and I frequented in case the evening took a dive and I would want to make a break for it. 
It's always smart to meet someone for the first time in a public place; and some of the employees 
that worked there knew me well, so it felt safe. I wasn't sure whether he'd turn out to be a creeper 
like Little Katie warned he was, so I wanted to keep him at arms length until I had a chance to 
feel him out personally. 

 I arrived before he did. Could be a red flag, I thought. Not to panic, though. I wasn’t 
thinking he would be a no show and even if he was, I could quickly delete him off of Facebook. 
No skin off of my nose. Just when I was considering several scenarios, he texted me that he was 
close by and apologized for being late. There were butterflies in my stomach as I read the text 
and let out a nervous sigh. Yes, I was a little nervous because the ‘what if’s’ started to cross my 
mind. What if he doesn't like what he see? Or worse, what if I don’t like what I see? 

 I sat waiting in the lobby of the restaurant fiddling with the strap from my clutch. I 
watched as people walked in and out of the restaurant then turned to look out the lobby’s window 
when I caught sight of him in the distance. He was rushing over to the restaurant from across the 
parking lot. The closer he got I could see he was a very good looking guy in person.  He really 
was tall, dark and handsome. Check, I thought to myself.   

He walked in the door, looked around the lobby and saw me sitting there. He recognized 
me right away from my pictures on Facebook and approached me. “You are even more beautiful 
in person,” he leaned over and whispered into my ear. I was mesmerized by his handsome looks 
and the lingering aromatic scent of his cologne. As he straightened back up gazing into my eyes 
with a gleaming smile I could almost feel Cupid’s arrow go straight through my heart. 

 “Damn it,” Little Katie said. I guess you are going to fall for that.” 

 “I sure am, Little Katie,” I said entranced in the moment. 



 Sexting Dick and I sat down across each other at the candlelit table. It felt like it was 
taking the server forever to bring our drinks and I start to feel a bit uncomfortable because he 
wouldn't stop staring at me. I need to break the ice. Not really knowing what else to say I decide 
to confront him.  

“Why are you staring at me?” I asked wishing for a drink to help quell my throbbing 
nerves among other parts. I told myself I didn't want to have sex with him… yet, anyways. 
Discerning from past Adventures, I knew it didn’t bode well to start off with sex on the first date. 
Although I couldn't deny the chemistry between us was heating up.  

“I can't keep my eyes off your angelic face,” he wooed gently sliding his hand onto the 
table taking mine in his and caressing it with his long thickset fingers. 

I melted like butter on a hot steamy roll as I giggled at his comment. He was good. 

We started talking about his business first then eventually moved onto his divorce when 
he dropped a doozy on me. He still lived with his ex-wife – but in a separate bedroom – a living 
arrangement they settled on for their kids’ sake. But the idea of it was strange. It seemed a 
peculiar thing to do at that time. It would be years before Gwyneth Paltrow introduced 
“conscious un-coupling” or Ben Affleck and Jennifer Garner would exemplify separated-but-
still-living-together. No, this didn't sound right to me, so I continue to press.  

“So, why aren't you really moving out of the house?”   

“Well, it’s not really convenient for me,” he answered nonchalantly. 

 “Oh, I see,” I said with a raised eyebrow. Then he added that he also stays at his uncle’s 
house occasionally as if to assuage my wariness.  

 By this time I wasn't the only one raising eyebrows. “Very suspicious, don't you think?” 
Little Katie challenged. 

 Yes it was suspect, but I wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt. While I was leery of 
his home situation, I justified it because I was still interested in getting to know more about him. 
Maybe he was just going through a hard time financially and maybe it was hard for him to part 
with his kids, I tried to convince Little Katie as well as myself. 

 We talked for a while longer about all sorts. I was keeping it as casual as possible trying 
not to steer in the direction I really wanted to head into – intimacy, kissing and much more than 
that.   

 “Good call Kate, I am proud of you,” Little Katie cheered me on. 



 We came to the end of our dinner and started winding the conversation down to the 
typical niceties that come at the conclusion of a first date. Sexting Dick offered to walk me to my 
car. I saw it as a nice gesture so I took him up on it. We walked in silence most of the way every 
so often commenting on the meal or about the restaurant. When we arrived at my car I leaned in 
closely to give him a hug as I thanked him for the dinner. 

Get in the car, get in the car I tell myself. But a whiff of his cologne again and the 
throbbing begins.  

I felt his warm breath on my neck as he reached over to kiss me. My mind was still 
playing the tune of “get in the car” when I quickly pulled away from him and turned to open the 
driver side door. Accurately sensing I wasn't going to take it any further, he remarked, “Hope we 
could do it again soon.” He turned and slowly walked away. 

As I awkwardly got into my car ready to drive off I immediately hear a ping from my 
phone. He texted me. 

“I really wanted to kiss you.”  

I was thrown back not just by how quick his text came in but mostly about his desire to 
kiss me. I drove off not replying and feeling proud of myself that I got away from him without 
the ‘kiss and much more than that.’ 

 The next day he sent me another text about how he was so bummed that I got away 
without so much as a kiss. I thought it was really cute that he wanted to kiss me so badly. 

 Little Katie on the other hand didn't find it so cute.  “He wants more Kate. Are you 
willing to go there?” 

 “Unfortunately, I want more also, but… not yet. I want to get to know him better first. I 
want to see him again to see if there really is any potential for a relationship with him,” I 
thoughtfully reply to Little Katie to which she affirms, “Good idea!” She quickly adds a warning, 
“Because he too wants more than just a kiss.” 

*** 

 We decided to go on a second date about a week later. This time I let him pick me up at 
my place. We went out for dinner again and our conversation revolved around the texts that had 
been exchanged. His sultry brown eyes were fixated on me gazing deeply at me across the table. 
I’ve seen that look before from other men –  a look of piercing desire that sent shivers crawling 
through my body. However, I was no longer caught off guard by what I felt. I was more aware as 
I paid attention to every word he said to me. It was more intense this time, leaving no room for 
small talk just sweet talk. 



He commented on how sexy I looked and reminding me of how much he wanted that 
kiss. He kept going on with comments about how gorgeous I looked in my dress, a vision of 
beauty, and how attracted he was to me. Feeling rather uncomfortable, I managed to somehow 
maintain my end of the conversation as light as possible though I, too, really wanted that kiss. 
Temptation was made for resisting and the throbbing feeling from the sparks he ignited in me 
with his voice and his looks made it that more difficult for me.  

Little Katie, sensing my uneasiness scoots in to dissuade me, “Remember, be clear on 
what you want.” 

 “Oh I know what I want and I know what he wants. I’m certain it's the same thing,” I sigh 
with thirsty desire. 

 Sexting Dick, must have picked up on my body language because he lightened up on the 
flattery redirecting to normal conversation. I’m relieved as the tension between us dissipates and 
we resume to small talk.  

Dinner is over, we exit the restaurant and walk over to his car. No sooner did we enter the 
car when he all of a sudden pressed his lips to mine and kissed me. It was so unexpected and 
awkward, the kiss overall was short on passion. He apologized for kissing me so boldly, but 
admitted that he had been dreaming about it for a long time. I on the other hand looked on the 
bright side that I wasn't aroused by it – no temptation to resist. 

The drive home was the subject of small talk while my head raced with thoughts of what 
I should do next. He is taking me home after all. I could easily invite him into my house for 
another drink, I consider. 

 “Which would be a disaster Kate. Seriously, think about the consequences.  He only 
wants one thing,” Little Katie reminds me. 

 “Yes, I believe you stand correct,” I reply sheepishly as I pull my thoughts back to the 
present moment. 

 When we arrived at my house, Sexting Dick placed the car in park with the motor still 
running. At first I was relieved because it was a sign that he wasn't simply assuming I would 
invite him in. Then he went into action again, seducing me with those piercing eyes; a look I’m 
all too familiar with.  He leaned over to kiss me and I caved yearning for a kiss better than the 
first one. Damn it, it was!  

The mood in the car heated up. I was becoming more aroused as we kissed harder and 
deeper. I could feel him gently grasp my hair with his fingers pulling me closer to him. Our lips 
adhered parting only to taste one another with our tongues. The passion intensified as the 



pleasure increased with each kiss. Just when I was about to reach the point of no return, I felt tap, 
tap, tap on my shoulder. Little Katie was summoning me to stop and go in the house.  

While it felt good to keep making out, I realized this was exactly what I wanted to avoid. 
Stopping myself, I gradually pulled away gracefully with a smile on my face. He asked if he 
could come in with me. I cocked my head to the side and gave him one more kiss, said goodnight 
and got out of the car. Trying to compose myself,  I walked up the sidewalk towards the front 
door using every ounce of willpower not to look back. I would have given in had I turned back to 
look at him. 

Safely inside the house I locked the door behind me and leaned against it. Narrowly 
escaping the inevitable power of his seduction, I cried out into the darkness, “Fuck!  Yes, babe I 
want to fuck you, too.”  

 Little Katie praised, “Good job getting away. Now don’t you feel better that you 
controlled yourself?  When your head is clear, I want you to think about whether or not this 
relationship could really work.  So far he has been a gentleman, but there is something a bit off 
and I want you to start recognizing the signs.” 

 She was right about something being off because that night the sexting began. My phone 
lit up with his message: 

“I really enjoyed kissing you and I can’t wait to touch your body.  Please send me 
a picture of you naked.” 

 Little Katie was confused about what sexting meant.  

 Laughingly I told Little Katie, “Well it is in the dictionary.” 

 “When did sexting become a word in the dictionary?” Little Katie cried out.   

 I explained, “It means sending sexually explicit photos, images, text messages via a 
smartphone.” 

 “Oh my gosh and you are going to do this?” she asked bewildered.  

 “I am just as uncomfortable with doing it as you are imagining it,” I stated. 

 Sexting Dick insisted on knowing what I was wearing and asked if I would be willing to 
send him a picture of me in my pajamas. I wasn’t feeling very sexy; all I wanted to do was get 
into bed and go to sleep. I paced the bedroom floor as I undressed to get get ready for bed. His 
sexting became really arousing. He was explicit in his sexual requests and I was fired up by the 



attention. Intrigued, I wondered where this might lead if I did what he wanted. I decided to snap 
a picture and send him one.  

 “You just gave in and now he knows that he has you,” Little Katie said with 
disappointment. 
  
 Me sending that photo led to him sending more lusty photo requests and sexting. 

“I would love to be doing some things to you! Wish I could show you my hard 
cock.  Can I send you a picture of it? I am putting myself out there saying I want 
to FUCK YOU!” 

  
 By this point I was a willing participant of his sex game. I played along for quite a bit 
until he remarked he was tired and ready to go to bed. Before signing off he suggested we get 
together again. I was still feeling a bit too hot and bothered to wind down for bed so I did the 
unthinkable and suggested he come over so we could fulfill our sexting fantasy.  

 “Kate, no don’t do it, Little Katie scolded. 

Too late, I had already asked, but Sexting Dick declined although quickly assured me that 
we would get together soon. He proposed that next time he’d come over to my house with wine 
and dinner. It was a romantic gesture, I thought.  

“See, Little Katie, he is into me.” 

“He lured you in with his sexting,” Little Katie declared pointing out his strategic yet 
irresistible move to suggest another date but at my home this time. “He saw you get away at 
dinner without scoring with you and now that he knows he aroused you with sexting. He now has 
a better chance of having sex with you if he gets into your house. Your bedroom will be much 
closer to him.”  

 “Surely, he’s not that manipulative,” I said with surprise. 

 “Oh yes, he is. You will see.” 

***


