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Content Warning / Reader Advisory

This story contains explicit sexual content intended for mature audiences only. It features themes of consensual erotic coercion, psychological manipulation, and forced-bi exploration between adults. All acts are depicted as consensual within a fantasy context.

Reader discretion is advised, particularly for those sensitive to themes involving power imbalance, humiliation, or identity exploration under pressure. This book is a work of erotic fiction and is not intended to depict or encourage non-consensual behavior in real life.

Please read responsibly.


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?”  
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