
Behind the hard shell: The beginning of us

––––––––

Two gay romances in one volume


Table of Contents

Title Page

Behind the hard shell: The beginning of us - 2 Gay Romances in one Volume

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Jonas Kerber

Copyright notice

––––––––
[image: ]


THIS BOOK IS PROTECTED by copyright. It may only be used in the form intended. Any distribution, reproduction or use beyond this purpose is prohibited.

––––––––
[image: ]


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED by the author/publisher

About the book

––––––––
[image: ]


ANDREAS IS 22 YEARS old and still secretly dreams of finally experiencing his first time. But he could have had it long ago: He is attractive, self-confident and knows that girls have been looking for him since his school days. But one fact is holding him back - Andreas is gay. He lives in an environment in which he is certain that coming out would destroy the world view of some of his most important caregivers. He constantly suppresses his true feelings, but secretly vows to leave one day and start a new life - a life in which he can be free to live the way he has always dreamed of.

At a moment when Andreas believes he can hardly bear the inner pressure, he meets Martin. Martin, of all people, sees Andreas as someone who seems unattainable and has put up a wall around himself. But the question remains: Will Andreas find the courage to open up for the first time in his life?

In addition to this story, the book offers a second gay romance that is equally full of intense emotions and takes the reader into a world of passion and inner conflict. Both stories contain explicit scenes.

Two gay romances with emotional intensity and explicit moments.
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Jonas Kerber

IT GOT WORSE FOR ME with every year, unbearably worse. This endless up and down of emotions, a merciless back and forth that brought me to the edge of my strength. It felt as if I had been squeezed into the front carriage of an endless rollercoaster that had not only decided never to stop, but instead was relentlessly and mercilessly going round and round in circles. Slowly, so agonisingly slowly, it went uphill at first - a phase in which I briefly felt a hint of calm, only to be suddenly, without any warning, surprised by a rapid, bottomless fall. My stomach turned, the world blurred and I plummeted, deeper and deeper. Every time I thought I had hit rock bottom, this damn rollercoaster dragged me down even further, until the feeling of euphoria sank into an even blacker, more merciless hole of despair. I could no longer breathe. This up and down was eating me up, tearing me apart inside, and after my twenty-second birthday I was convinced that I would sink into this maelstrom for good. There was no escape. No light, no salvation. But maybe I should start all over again...

My name is Andreas. I grew up in a rural, quiet, seemingly perfect environment. From the outside, there was nothing to complain about for a long time. Life was quiet, stable, almost idyllic. But deep inside me, the older I got, the more intense my unease became. A dull, gnawing feeling that became clearer with each passing year, literally consuming me. It was as if there was something wrong with me, a deep-seated, inexplicable unease that began to eat away at me from the inside out. It started around my fifteenth birthday, barely noticeable at first. Occasionally, this strange, nagging feeling would stir inside me - an unease that I couldn't put my finger on, but which wouldn't let go. But with every year that passed, it became stronger, clearer, more inescapable. It was as if a puzzle was being put together inside me, piece by piece, and I had an inkling of what the picture would show, but I lacked the courage to say it out loud. Although I had friends on the outside, people who were close to me, it was impossible to tell them what was raging inside me. The moment I realised what was burning inside me, what was forcing its way to the surface, felt like a hammer blow from fate. I realised with brutal clarity that I was attracted to boys and men. And this realisation - rather than being a liberation - weighed heavily on me. It only intensified the feeling that I was trapped in this eternal rollercoaster with no prospect of release.
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WELL, YOU MIGHT THINK that this is nothing out of the ordinary in this day and age. After all, the world is constantly being lauded as cosmopolitan, tolerant and progressive - as a place where everyone has the right to seek and find their own happiness, regardless of who or what they love. There is constant talk that we live in a modern society where differences are accepted and diversity is celebrated. But those who preach such idealistic messages have probably never set foot in the small, remote villages or sleepy little towns in rural areas, where time seems to pass more slowly and different rules prevail. Where life is rigidly based on old traditions and these supposedly progressive slogans are just empty words that have no meaning in practice. Other laws apply in these areas. There was no room for open dialogue, no tolerance for what was different. The people there clung to what they knew - and anything that deviated from this traditional image was viewed with suspicion or even condemned. Every time homosexuality was mentioned in the news, it was followed by cynical remarks, snide comments or patronising laughter - as if it was all just a joke that had nothing to do with "real life".

I can only imagine what it would have been like if I had revealed to my father that I was gay. It wouldn't just have been a disappointment for him, it would have been like the world as he knew it collapsing in on itself. It would be as if the apocalypse itself was descending upon us. Our family name, our honour, everything that defined us would have suddenly been soiled and destroyed. And my friends? The guys I hung out with every day? If I had told one of them in confidence what was going on inside me, I'm sure my social life would have ceased to exist at that moment. They would have seen me as an outsider, as someone who no longer belonged. The little jokes and comments that might have been harmless before would have turned into poisonous darts that would hit me every day. No, very quickly I realised that I had to bury this secret deep inside me. If I didn't want to be the outsider who upsets the social fabric, then I had to pretend. I wasn't allowed to show anyone who I really was - and it was precisely this awareness that really set my personal rollercoaster ride of emotions in motion. It turned this ride into an endless, merciless ordeal.

In the beginning, I tried to fight it. I told myself that it was all just a phase that everyone my age went through. I fought it with all my might and tried to convince myself that I would eventually become 'normal'. That it was only a matter of time before I stopped having these feelings. I even made an effort to find girls in my class attractive, literally forcing myself to recognise their charms and imagine scenarios in which I was with them. I tried to imagine what it would be like to be physically intimate with one of them, desperately searching for a spark of excitement. But as hard as I tried, it just didn't work.

When I secretly watched porn on the computer, I didn't get aroused at the sight of naked women, but automatically stared mesmerised at the men's bodies and immediately got hard. But even at this stage, I tried to convince myself that this was just a temporary phase that would soon pass. So I continued to flirt with the girls in my class. After all, I was good-looking, I knew that, and so my attempts met with a positive response from the girls. They laughed at my jokes, wanted to be close to me and it was easy for me to get their attention. But as soon as I actually arranged a date and it finally took place, what was bubbling inside me began to show itself all the more clearly. Even during the date, before it had really started, I could feel a deep aversion building up inside me. It was as if the whole situation was gradually disgusting me more and more. The conversations, the innocent touches, the smiles - it all felt wrong, like I was an actor in a play that I didn't even begin to understand. I tried to force myself to enjoy it, but with every passing moment I realised that I simply couldn't.
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IT WAS AS IF THERE was an invisible barrier between me and them, a gulf that was insurmountable. I could be a good friend to these girls, yes, definitely. I was funny, charming and I could talk to them about almost anything. But more than that? That's all I could do, and I knew that deep down. Every time there was a chance that it could go beyond friendship, I felt trapped, as if I was being forced into a role that didn't suit me. And then, when it came to saying goodbye and we kissed - which was perhaps the highlight of the evening for her - I felt nothing but pure relief. No butterflies in my stomach, no nervous palpitations, nothing. Just the relieving realisation that it was finally over and I could escape from this situation. The kiss itself, which was supposed to mean so much to me, was just the end of an ordeal that I wanted to put behind me as quickly as possible. There was no trace of excitement or romance, just a feeling of liberation that I could now retreat back into the safety of my mask.

––––––––
[image: ]


OF COURSE, I DIDN'T tell my circle of friends about my true feelings. Every time the conversation turned to the 'first time' or experiences with girls, I had to wriggle out of it again, as if I was fighting an invisible battle. I kept telling myself that I wanted to take my time until I found 'the one'. I wasn't even the only one of us boys who hadn't experienced our first time yet. Maurice, one of my closest friends, was also silent for a long time during these conversations. Every time he didn't say anything, a small, desperate hope sprouted in me. Maybe he was like me? Maybe he wasn't attracted to girls either, but - like me - to boys? I literally began to wait for him to give me some kind of sign, a silent look, a small hint, a gesture that I could interpret. It was as if I was grasping at a saving straw, desperately clutching at it in the hope that I wouldn't sink completely into my own insecurity. I longed for this sign so much that I almost convinced myself of it. But this straw finally broke when Maurice burst into our clique one day with a beaming smile and proudly announced that he too had now experienced his 'first time' - with a girl. His eyes sparkled as he recounted what it had been like in the most dazzling colours, painting every detail with relish as if it were the best thing that had ever happened to him.

I sat there, listened like everyone else and even managed a smile. But this smile was nothing but a mask, a role I had trained myself to play over the years. It was the façade I kept up to protect myself, so that no one would realise what was really going on inside me. Inside, my heart tightened as I tried not to feel the shock that hit me with full force. I smiled, but a storm
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