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Matthew lives a life full of masks. Shaped by family expectations and his own fears, he doesn't dare to follow his heart and the true feelings lurking within. When the quiet yet impressive Elijah enters his life, everything seems possible for a brief moment. But a bold kiss, stolen under the prom sky, becomes the turning point in their young lives that changes everything. Instead of bringing them closer together, it tears open a painful chasm - of fear, misunderstanding and the walls they have both built around themselves.
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The tragedy of that evening haunts Matthew for years. The unspoken pain and longing for a different ending keep him trapped in the past. But fate brings them together again one day, in an unexpected place, far away from the shadows of their youth. Will they find the courage this time to heal the wounds of the past? Or are they doomed to continue to lose themselves in the dichotomy between longing and fear?
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An erotic gay romance with explicit scenes. 
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"You live your life and believe you are complete, as if you have found all the parts of your being. But then, without warning, someone enters your life and suddenly you realise the painful truth: until then you were only a fragment, a shadow of what you could be. Half a person, lost in the illusion of wholeness. And the world? It makes fun of this search. 'Has anyone seen my better half?' they joke, as if it's just a whim of life. But then - in a single moment - you meet this person and something inside you awakens. A certainty, as clear as a ray of sunshine after a long, grey winter: Only with her are you whole. But this realisation does not bring peace, but a question that burns like an unspoken truth. Will it ever end well?"

––––––––
[image: ]


His eyes, deep as a still lake in the moonlight, rested on me. There was an expression in them that said so much more than words ever could - a silent plea, a hope clinging tentatively to the world. He lay next to me, his body turned slightly to one side, the sheet thrown loosely over him as if to only half conceal his beauty. This face, delicate and flawless like an unfinished sculpture, seemed to glow, almost ethereal in the warm light of the room. His fawn-coloured eyes shone like liquid amber, sparkling as if they held the answers to all the secrets of the world.
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For a moment I was overwhelmed - not just by its beauty, but by the painful sweetness of the moment. It seemed like a vision from another time, a dream that Michelangelo might have dreamt of while creating his immortal works. As if his hands had been created to capture this perfection in stone.
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I smiled gently, almost sadly, and stroked a single strand of hair from his forehead, which felt like silk between my fingers. His skin was warm, alive, and yet there was a vulnerability in it that clutched at my heart.

"What will end well?" I asked softly in return, my voice a whisper that stretched between us like a delicate thread. Because perhaps we both knew that there were no easy answers - only the hope that held us together in the midst of a world that so often breaks what it touches.
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"Love." His voice was little more than a whisper, but it pierced the silence with an intensity that struck me deeply. Elijah looked at me, his eyes full of thoughts and feelings that hovered unspoken between us. I knew that night was more than just a moment for him, more than just a fond memory. It meant everything to him. And before I could say anything, he kept talking, as if he was afraid of losing the moment if he paused.
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"First it makes you strong, love, gives you wings you never knew you had. But then..." He paused for a moment, his voice breaking, "then it breaks you. And no matter how much you fight it, no matter how much you wish it could be different - in the end, one half always loses the other."
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His gaze was unbearably tender, but at the same time it was filled with a sadness that made my heart heavy. I could feel the pain in his words, the fear of the inevitable. "It's okay," I breathed back, my voice soft and fragile at the same time. My fingers slid over his hair, which felt as soft as silk, a tender comfort, so insignificant in the face of his fears.
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But Elijah just shook his head slightly, as if he couldn't believe my words. "No," he said with a clarity that made me shiver. "No, it isn't. You know... it's strange. All my life I've dreamed of being happy. Really, completely happy. I've imagined what it would be like to experience this feeling that I have with you now. Right here, in this moment. And now that I have it, I want nothing more than for this moment to never end."
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His words were like a song, a melody of longing and fear, and I felt my own breathing grow heavier. "But as soon as I think about it," he continued, his voice softer now, almost fragile, "I have this fear. This paralysing fear that it will end. That what we have, what we feel now, will just... disappear. This fear, it comes so suddenly, like a shadow that covers everything. And I think it destroys this perfect feeling."
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I could feel his hand sliding tenderly over my body under the blanket, his fingers warm and careful, as if he needed to make sure I was still there, still real. It was a touch that wasn't just physical, but a desperate attempt to hold on to the moment, to hold on to us. My own hand lay over his, my fingers intertwined with his, and for a moment I said nothing. Because what do you say when words can't do justice to the beauty and fragility of what you share?
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"But then... just don't think. Just feel." My voice was quiet, almost pleading, as I spoke the words that seemed a little absurd to myself. "Enjoy this moment and let go of all the thoughts that take away what you're feeling right now." But as I spoke, I felt unsure, almost childish in my response. What could I say to him? What could I give him other than a hope that was as fleeting as a breath in the cold winter air? We were both young - he was just 22, I was only a year older - and yet everything we said felt so heavy, so adult. Where was the light-heartedness we were said to have? Where was the carefree laughter that was supposed to fill our years? Instead, we sat here, our words as heavy as stones that we could barely carry.
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Elijah looked at me, and there was something in his gaze that touched me deeply - a kind of vulnerability that you rarely see because it's so raw and honest. He shook his head slowly, a sad smile on his lips that didn't reach his eyes. "You say that so easily: don't think, just enjoy. But..." he faltered, his voice breaking, "when you spend your whole life dreaming of finding that happiness, imagining over and over again what it might be like when it finally comes true... and then it really happens, it all catches up with you."

His hands rested on the blanket, but his fingers tensed as if they were holding on to something invisible. "You remember all the nights you spent alone. Of all the endless hours you lay awake wondering if life could ever be more. Those haunting thoughts, that hope that feels like a flickering light that could go out at any time. And then... then it comes, just at the moment when you think you've found everything - that fear."
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His voice became brittle and I saw him take a deep breath to hold back the tears that were gathering in his eyes. "This fear that you'll lose it again. That you'll fall back into that emptiness you know so well. It's always there, a shadow that hangs over the light."
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I saw his teeth dig into his lower lip, a desperate attempt to control the rising emotions. But I felt his words hit me like a soft blow, as if they were mine too. In that moment, I realised that we were not only connected in joy, but also in fear. It was this shared vulnerability that held us together and at the same time made us so fragile.
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I wanted to say something to him, to comfort him, but I couldn't find the right words. So instead, I took his hand in mine and intertwined our fingers to at least show him that: That I was there. That I wouldn't let him go - not now, not at this moment.
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My fingers gently stroked Elijah's cheek, his skin soft and warm under my touch, and in that moment I would have given anything to banish the pain in his eyes. But I knew all too well what he was talking about, what he was feeling. It was familiar to me, as if it were my own heart carrying the same fears. Because sometimes, in the moment of greatest happiness, that memory creeps in - the memory of all the days and nights you were alone, of the long, rocky road you had to walk to get here in the first place. And then... before you know it, there it is, this feeling that plagues you, first quietly and then louder and louder: fear.
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The fear that this happiness, as pure and perfect as it seems, could come to an end. That you'll be thrown back to the point you started from - or worse, to a place that feels even darker and emptier because you've already tasted what it's like to be truly happy. It was like tasting the sweetness of a fruit, only to never find anything like it again.
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"Elijah," I finally said, my voice soft but with a firmness I wanted for both of us, "don't worry about it. Let's enjoy this moment, really live it. Let's not ruin it - not with thoughts we shouldn't be thinking."
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As I spoke, I wondered whether these words were really meant for him - or rather for myself. Perhaps it was my own desperate attempt to soothe the darkness inside me, which lay like a shadow over the light of our togetherness. But no sooner had I spoken the words than something happened. A small, tender smile appeared on Elijah's face, like a ray of sunshine breaking through a thick blanket of clouds. His eyes, which a few moments ago had been filled with a deep melancholy, now sparkled again - not much, but just enough to remind me why I had fallen in love with him.
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That look... it was the same look that had met me the day I saw Elijah for the first time. So innocent, so full of warmth and a kind of silent magic that had instantly mesmerised me. There was something in his gaze that seemed like a promise - a promise of love, of beauty, of everything that made life worth living. And although I knew that this moment wouldn't last forever either, I was determined to hold on to it, to savour it while we had it.
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I smiled back and ran my fingers through his hair as we lay next to each other in silence. In that moment, it was enough. We were enough. And for now, that was all that mattered.
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"Yeah, maybe you're right," Elijah said quietly, his voice sounding brittle, as if he was trying to calm an inner storm. "I think that's always been my problem - that I think too much. That I build my thoughts around me like walls, so high and so solid that they end up destroying everything that could make me happy. Maybe... maybe I had just been hiding in my dreams for too long. In these ideas of how things could be. They became a kind of refuge, you know? A place where I felt safe because I never had to risk anything going wrong. And at some point I started telling myself that I shouldn't even try to find happiness... because it doesn't exist anyway."
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His words hung between us like a heavy veil and I could see how much they weighed on him. His eyes, which so often shone with a warm light, now seemed to be filled with shadows that could not be dispelled. But I couldn't let him get lost in these thoughts - not now, not here, where we had finally found something that felt so infinitely precious.
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"Elijah," I
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