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      Three „Gay For You“ erotic stories in one volume! It doesn't get any gayer than this...

      The following stories are included:

      My Lawyer Made Me Gay

      Nathan Johnson is currently embroiled in a high-stakes trial for alleged business fraud. To secure his innocence, he must maintain a composed demeanor to persuade the jury that he's done nothing wrong. His attorney, Benjamin Mitchell, recommends anti-anxiety medication to help Nathan manage the immense stress. However, when these pills have an unexpected effect, Nathan, usually sharp and in control, finds himself inexplicably consumed by repressed thoughts. He turns to Benjamin for guidance, and fortunately, Benjamin is more than willing to assist Nathan in handling these unexpected distractions.

      My Coach Made Me Gay

      Aiden's relentless dedication to securing a football scholarship drives him to give his all, yet he still faces significant challenges. In a moment of support, his trainer, Martin, suggests an experimental medication. However, when Aiden starts taking the medication, unexpected side effects emerge: an attraction towards Martin and previously unexplored desires. Fortunately, experienced and handsome Martin is there to provide guidance and assistance.

      My Training Partner Made Me Gay

      Samuel Anderson and his dedicated training partner, Ethan Williams, put in relentless effort to secure victory in the upcoming Badminton tournament. However, they both recognize the need for an extra edge to ensure their success. Ethan proposes ordering a new, performance-boosting pill online, despite the potential for unexpected side effects. Samuel concurs, and they both take the pills, ultimately leading them to triumph in the tournament. Yet, during the victory celebration, they come to a startling realization: one of the side effects will result in them sharing a room tonight.
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      Judge Hampton, a tired-looking middle-aged woman, sighs. “All right, Mr. Mitchell, I’ll grant you a fifteen-minute recess. Mr. Johnson?” She looks at Nathan, and her eyes feel like a spotlight. “Take a walk, please.”

      “Thank you, Your Honor,” his lawyer, Benjamin, says tightly. “I’ll make sure he does.”

      Nathan offers Judge Hampton his practiced, million-dollar smile. Just like every other time he’s tried it today, she seems unamused. But she bangs her gavel, and he and Ben stride out of the courtroom together. The gallery is full of reporters Ben has moved to ban half a dozen times. Judge Hampton says all of Nathan’s victims deserve to know what happened to their money, which Nathan thinks is extremely unfair. The trial is still happening—and anyway, it’s not like he stole his clients’ money. He just received a piece of advice from someone he trusted and advised them to follow it. Really, it’s his old mentor’s fault. But that son of a bitch knew it was a bum tip, so he doesn’t have a cadre of New York’s elite gunning for his throat. So now Nathan needs to keep his chin up and not quite smile for a thousand pictures.

      On the lawn outside the courthouse, Ben grabs Nathan’s arm. “What did we talk about?”

      “Seeming put together.” Nathan starts pacing, trying to shake out the energy coursing through his limbs. The courthouse should really have a gym on premises, for innocent men like him who just need to make sitting still a little easier. “And I did, so I don’t know what we’re doing out here.”

      “You did.” Ben stares at him, the coldness in his dark-brown eyes informing Nathan he very much disagrees. “That was you seeming put together.”

      “Maybe I fidgeted a little⁠—”

      “Maybe!” Ben crosses his arms tightly like it’s the only thing keeping him from smacking Nathan. “You threw a pen. At Judge Hampton.”

      “It spun out of my hands, which everyone saw. Even she doesn’t think I did it on purpose.” He rubs his hands together instead of pulling another pen from his jacket pocket to fidget with.

      “What on God’s green Earth is wrong with you, Nathan?” Ben demands.

      “I’m fucking stressed!” Nathan snaps. “Can you blame me? I’m on trial for securities fraud, and I didn’t do a damn thing wrong!”

      Ben grabs Nathan by the shoulders. “The reporters in the courtroom aren’t the only ones. You have to calm down. Just look at me and breathe.”

      Nathan takes a deep breath and stares at his high-priced attorney. Ben’s dark eyes are striking in his light-featured face. Tawny brown hair curls sharply back from his unwrinkled forehead, shiny with pomade. His sharp nose tips up at the end like a ski slope, giving him a boyish charm—that is, when he ever fucking smiles. Which he hasn’t done since the actual jury trial started.

      Which might be part of why Nathan’s so fucking stressed, come to think of it.

      Nathan’s been controlling his emotions for years. He has to—had to, in his line of work. He doesn’t need some lawyer with a few stupid tricks “This breathing crap isn’t working.”

      He yanks out of Ben’s hold.

      “Neither is what you’re doing.” Ben smoothes his designer suit. “We need to try something else.”

      “I’m open to ideas.”

      “Follow me.” Ben leads him behind a leafy oak tree and pulls a small, orange bottle from the inside pocket of his jacket.

      Nathan takes it. “Peprax?”

      “It’s like Xanax, without the drowsiness,” Ben murmurs. “A couple of my friends swear by it. Should numb you right out.”

      Nathan turns the bottle over in his palm, then eyes Ben. The lawyer came to him through a friend’s recommendation too. Can he really trust this guy?

      He glances at the courthouse over his shoulder. He can’t afford not to. Just being in trial is damaging enough. He has to win. Nathan shakes a pill out into his palm, swallows it dry, and smiles.

      “Let’s get this show on the road.”
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      By the time court adjourns for the day, not only is Nathan another Peprax evangelist, he’s come around on Ben, too. A half hour after he took the pill, like magic, all his nervous energy melted away. He didn’t need to play with his pen, tap on the table, kick his chair, nothing. He could just sit there and half-smile at the jury like he was supposed to.

      Ben obviously noticed the difference. Every little while, he shot Nathan a smile that made him glow. The lawyer really did have a nice smile, and Nathan found he wanted to see it more.

      On the way out of the courthouse that evening, he held up his hand. “High-five me! We crushed that, right?”

      “It did go rather well.” Ben rolls his eyes indulgently, then slaps Nathan’s raised hand.

      That’s the first time he’s really touched his lawyer. Ben’s palm is warm, and his skin silky soft. Nathan, caught off guard, forgets to pull back.

      Ben doesn’t. His touch disappears, and Nathan is left feeling like somebody carved a chunk out of his chest.

      Okay. He has to go home. He exchanges a quick goodbye with Ben, who tells him to take another Peprax before court reconvenes tomorrow, and hurries away. That feeling will go away after Nathan eats something, he’s sure.

      It doesn’t. Nor after a drink, a show, and a night’s sleep. After a graphic sex dream featuring Ben in the starring role, Nathan wakes up painfully hard and twenty minutes behind. He races through his morning routine, trying to ignore his cock, and bolts to the courthouse before he’s late.

      Nathan has time to take the Peprax, but not enough to jerk off, so he pulls on a jockstrap and hopes the elastic will keep him flat enough.

      By the time he arrives, he’s burning up. The pill didn’t make him this hot yesterday, he’s sure. He loosens his tie, undoes the top button of his shirt. Cameras flash all around him, but Nathan barely notices. The only thing that matters is finding Ben and figuring out how to fix this.

      Ben sits on a bench outside the courtroom like usual, his legs crossed and one loafer dangling temptingly off a toe. Not temptingly! Normally. Heterosexually.

      “What the fuck⁠—”

      Nathan grabs Ben by the wrist and drags him into the bathroom. After checking they’re alone, he locks the door. The sound shoots straight to his cock.

      “Your fucking pills,” Nathan hisses. “I need you to fix me.”

      Ben looks him up and down slowly. “I’ll say. It’s a good thing I asked the judge for a late start after you didn’t answer my morning text.”

      “Thank fuck.” Nathan grins. “So what’s the antidote?”

      “This.” Ben grabs Nathan’s tie and drags him into one of the bathroom stalls.

      Nathan stumbles over his feet and hears the door lock behind him with a heavy click.

      “We need you in control,” Ben says. “So I’m going to make you prove you can do that.”

      His head spins. What is Ben doing? How is this going to cool Nathan down? God, he’s so fucking hot.

      Ben licks his lips, and suddenly, Nathan doesn’t know which of them he was talking about. The lawyer has a plush, pillowy mouth, berry-pink lips. Nathan’s cock throbs.

      So when Ben gets on his knees on the rough tile floor, Nathan wonders whether he’s died and gone to heaven. Or if he ever actually woke up this morning. Maybe he’s still in the sex dream that started all of this.

      No, this is all too real, too detailed. The fluorescent lights turn Ben’s black hair something closer to a deep, dark red. His heart pounds in his throat. He can smell the fucking urinal cakes outside the stall. The long, thin fingers running along the waistband of his suit pants are Ben’s, really Ben’s, and this is happening.

      Ben unzips Nathan’s charcoal gray slacks and reached inside, clearly hoping for a pair of boxers he can just thread Nathan’s cock out through. When he finds the jockstrap instead, he raises an eyebrow at Nathan.

      Half-insane from the brush of Ben’s fingers through fabric, Nathan just chokes out, “Had to hide it.”

      “I’ll say,” Ben mumbles as he pulls the cup of the jock aside and Nathan’s cock springs free.

      He’s always known he had a long dick, but he never really felt it until the lawyer’s appreciative whistle from the courthouse bathroom floor.

      “Tell me when you’re close,” Ben says. Then, he wraps his lips around the tip of Nathan’s cock.

      Nathan has received some good fucking blowjobs in his life. There was a sorority girl he dated for a few months in college, his one excursion to a gloryhole, and one of his longest relationships after his MBA. Every single one sent his eyes rolling back into his head, his blood racing, and his mind white.

      The first touch of Ben’s mouth threatens to put every one of them to shame. He heard the rumors about Ben before hiring him—neat guy, chronically single, well-dressed—but now he knows they’re true. He’s an expert with a cock in his mouth, even better than he is in the courtroom. His tongue rolls over Nathan’s underside, his cheeks suction in to provide welcome pressure, and he moves with an unpredictable rhythm that keeps Nathan from ever getting bored. Nathan slides a hand into his hair, mussing the gelled perfection without a care in the world, and leans his head back against the wall of the bathroom stall. Finally, he doesn’t feel like he’s about to burn up. Ben’s mouth is like water after a run, like an oasis in the desert. Oh, Nathan’s gonna give the performance of his lifetime in court after this.

      His balls tighten, and he remembers Ben’s instruction. Well, fine, he doesn’t exactly want his lawyer striding up to the judge’s bench with come all over his tie.
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