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I leaned back in my chair, my lips curving into a sly smile as I twirled a strand of hair between my fingers. “Come on,” I purred, my voice dropping into that tone you could never seem to resist. “Just try it. What’s the worst that could happen?”

You shifted uneasily on the couch, your hands gripping your phone like it was a lifeline. “Erin, I’m *straight*,” you said, your brow furrowing.  

“And?” I asked, arching an eyebrow as I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees. The neckline of my shirt dipped slightly, and I didn’t bother to adjust it. Your eyes flicked down for the briefest second before you looked away, a faint flush creeping up your neck.  

“This is insane,” you muttered, your voice faltering.  

I tilted my head, giving you that look—the one that always made you cave, even when you swore you wouldn’t. “You’re always saying you’d do anything for me. Were you lying?” My voice was soft now, almost a whisper, but laced with just enough challenge to make your shoulders tense.  

You swallowed hard. “I wasn’t lying. But this—”  

I cut you off, leaning closer, so close you could feel my breath on your cheek. “Then prove it,” I said, my lips curling into a mischievous smile. “Come on, it’s just an app. What are you so scared of?”  I leaned in and softly kissed your cheek, the closest I had ever came to you. Your body erupted in goose bumps and butterflies.

Your jaw tightened, and I could see the battle playing out behind your dark eyes. You hated when I pushed your buttons like this, but I also knew you’d never let yourself say no to me outright.  

“Fine,” you said at last, exhaling sharply. “But if this blows up in my face, it’s on you.”  

“Deal,” I said, sitting back with a triumphant grin. “Now, give me your phone. Let’s pick your photos.”  

Reluctantly, you handed it over, your fingers brushing mine. I caught the flicker of hesitation in your expression and smiled softly, letting my hand linger a second longer than necessary. “Relax,” I murmured, my voice teasing. “I promise, I’ll be gentle.”  

You rolled your eyes but didn’t pull away, watching as I started scrolling through your camera roll.  

“Hmm,” I said, pausing on a photo of you in a suit from a wedding. “This one is perfect.”  

You groaned. “I look ridiculous in that.”  

“No, you look hot,” I corrected, glancing up at you. I let the word “hot” hang in the air, watching as your cheeks flushed slightly.  

“And this one,” I added, selecting a more casual picture of you in a hoodie. “Trust me. Guys will love it.”

“Erin, this is ridiculous,” you muttered, though the corner of your mouth twitched like you were fighting back a reluctant smile.  

I leaned closer again, my voice dropping as I smirked “Come on, you know you’re handsome. Why are you acting so shy?” My fingers brushed lightly over your arm, and I felt the tension ripple under your skin.  

You cleared your throat, glancing away. “I just don’t see why you want me to do this.”  

“Because I want to see how far you’ll go for me,” I said, my tone playful but with an edge of truth. “And because it’s fun. Trust me, you might even enjoy it.”  

“On *Grindr*?” you asked incredulously.  

“Yes, on Grindr,” I said, seriously. “Now, let’s write your bio.” I started typing, glancing up at you every so often to gauge your reaction. “Curious and open-minded, looking to meet cool people.”  

You groaned. “That makes me sound... I don’t know. Too eager.”  

I leaned back, crossing my legs deliberately, and tilted my head. “You are eager. For me, anyway. Right?”  

You hesitated, your gaze darting to mine before dropping to the floor. “This is crazy,” you muttered, but there was no heat in your words.  

“Crazy and fun,” I corrected with a wink. “Now let’s start swiping.”  

I opened the app, and the screen filled with profiles. Faces, torsos, and more provocative poses than you were probably ready for.  

“Wait,” you said, suddenly sitting up straighter. “What if someone I know sees me on here?” You grabbed the phone out of my hands.  

I let out a laugh, low and musical. “Isn’t that part of the fun?” I asked, tilting my head.  

“No!” you said, your voice climbing an octave. “That’s mortifying, Erin. What if they think I’m... you know?”  

“Think you’re what?” I teased, leaning in closer. My hand slid to your knee, resting there as I leaned into your space, my voice dropping to a whisper. “Adventurous? Willing to take risks? That’s not so bad, is it?”  

You swallowed, your muscles tensing under my touch. “This is going to haunt me, I swear.”  

“Oh, come on,” I said, shifting closer so that my shoulder brushed against yours. I nudged you lightly, my fingers curling on your knee. “You’re overthinking it. The odds of someone you know being on here are slim.” My lips quirked into a playful smirk. “And if they are? Well, now you’ve got something in common. That’s kind of sexy, don’t you think?”  

You froze, your breath hitching as my words sank in. I could feel your body reacting to the closeness, the tension between us thickening with each passing second. I leaned even closer, laying my hand higher up your thigh, feeling the muscles beneath your jeans tense.

You groaned, dragging a hand over your face. “You’re impossible.”  

I laughed softly, my hand sliding up your arm, my fingers barely grazing your skin. “And yet, here you are. Doing exactly what I want.” My voice was teasing, but the edge of satisfaction was impossible to miss.  

Your shoulders slumped, and I could see you resign to give in. You hated this idea, but you hated disappointing me even more.  

“Fine,” you muttered, though your voice was heavy with apprehension.  

“That’s my boy,” I teased, letting the tension hang in the air. “Now, let’s find you a match.”  I said, settling into the couch closer than necessary, our knees just barely brushing. Your expression was a mix of reluctance and resignation as I took the phone back and started scrolling through profiles.  

Your stiff posture and nervous glances were impossible to miss, but they only made me smirk harder.

I paused on one particular profile and let out a low, amused hum. “Oh, this guy’s... confident,” I said, tilting the screen just enough to block your view.

You leaned forward suspiciously. “What does ‘confident’ mean?”

I turned the phone so you could see the profile I’d paused on. The guy in question had skipped the pleasantries of a face shot, opting instead for a shirtless mirror selfie. His abs were toned and hairy, and the hem of his boxer shorts rode dangerously low. His shape was unmistakably outlined, and he was clearly packing an erection. The tight, dark fabric stretching over his cock, the material clinging to every contour. The bio underneath read: *No Timewasters.*  

Your eyes widened, and a faint flush spread across your cheeks. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” you muttered, dragging a hand over your face.  

I couldn’t hold back a laugh, low and teasing. My fingers brushing your arm as I tilted my head toward you. “What? I bet he knows what he wants. Isn’t that what we’re looking for?”

“We?” you said, incredulous. “I think you’re looking for this. I’m just... an unwilling participant.” Your voice strained as your gaze flicked to the screen again, almost against your will. “He looks like he’s... expecting something. I don’t even know how to talk to a guy like that.”  

“Good thing you’ve got me,” I said, my grin widening.  I tapped the screen, sending a message before you could protest. *Hey there, you seem direct. What are you looking for?*  

Your jaw dropped, and you grabbed the phone from my hands. “What did you—Erin!” you hissed, staring at the sent message in horror.  

“Oh, come on,” I teased, my lips curving into a mischievous smile. “You’re curious. Admit it.” 

Your mouth opened in silent protest as I drew the phone again back into my own hands.

“Relax,” I said, nudging you playfully, my voice dropping to that seductive tone I knew you could never resist. I leaned in, close enough that my lips brushed against your ear as I whispered “He’s on here for a reason. And you’re here because you’re brave enough to try something new. Remember?”  

I whispered, my voice hushed but firm. “Look, it’s just a message. You can always say no, but let’s see what he
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