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"The power of the first touch" - a moving and erotic love story about the unexpected power of a fleeting encounter...
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When Michael gives his best friend a simple spa voucher, nobody suspects that this inconspicuous moment will turn the protagonist's life completely upside down. What begins as a funny birthday prank quickly unfolds into a deep journey of self-discovery, love and acceptance.
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At the wellness hotel, he meets Adrian, a young masseur whose first touch not only touches his body, but also his heart. In Adrian's gentle hands, an unexpected attraction begins to develop that confronts him not only with his own identity, but also with deep feelings. 
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But the path to love is full of doubts, fears and difficult decisions. As he feels more and more attracted to Adrian, he has to summon up the courage to open up to his best friend Michael and tell him about the change in his life.

"The Power of the First Touch" is a story about the courage to accept one's own feelings and about the unexpected ways in which happiness finds us. It is a story about friendship, self-discovery and the touching beauty of love.

An erotic gay romance with explicit scenes.
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"Listen, I'm not one of those people who are always talking about their chakras or dealing with magical energy flows!" I replied energetically as Michael handed me the envelope. 
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My words reflected exactly how I felt about this type of gift, and to be honest, I was anything but thrilled. I mean, who gives a voucher for a spa treatment and a feel-good massage to a nineteen-year-old? That doesn't fit in at all. But well, it was Michael - my best friend for what felt like an eternity - and I probably shouldn't have expected anything else from him. 
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It was probably another typical Michael prank. It was probably also his subtle way of getting revenge for the birthday present I gave him a few weeks ago. Survival training in the mountains. I still remember the day I gave him the voucher. His eyes widened when I told him that he would be spending the weekend outdoors, without much equipment, using only what he could find or improvise. 
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He had called me immediately after the trip to tell me that I would soon get my "surprise" back. "You'll see," he had said, "you'll get it back twice and three times over! Eating roots, filtering water from a stream that's probably full of critters - that wasn't my dream weekend!"

So now I was standing there with a wellness voucher in my hand, slowly realising what Michael was getting at.

"Come on, you'll love it!" he said with a big grin on his face, as if he had just savoured the punch line of his joke. I could see exactly what was going on in his head: he sincerely hoped that I would look just as awkward and out of place during the spa treatment as he did during his survival training. And to be honest, the thought that I might feel just as weird was obviously a lot of fun for him.

"Wellness? What's that supposed to be? Am I supposed to lie in a mud bath and prepare myself for my future stay in the grave?" I teased back, trying to make light of the whole situation. "That's complete rubbish! And then there's the massage... What's the point?"
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Michael didn't let me finish, but just grinned even wider: "Who knows, maybe it's an attractive young woman who massages your back and makes sure you can really switch off," he said with a wink. The suggestion was so crude and obvious that I immediately felt hot. I could feel the blood rushing to my face and I was sure my head was now bright red. The thing was: Michael and I had been best friends for years, but we had never talked about love or even sex. And now, of all times, he was making a comment like that?

"Oh, shut up!" I countered half-heartedly and hoped fervently that the subject was off the table. Because if there was one thing Michael didn't know about, it was my preference for men. I'd been figuring it out for myself for a while, but had never plucked up the courage to tell him. Our friendship was strong, that was clear, but I was always afraid that this truth could create an insurmountable rift between us. What if he then started to interpret my every gesture, my every word differently? Would he think that I had secretly idolised him the whole time? Sure, he was attractive - there was no denying that. But that didn't mean I automatically fancied him. Not that I hadn't thought about it before. Thoughts like that just pop into your head when you start to understand your own sexuality. You play through scenarios, maybe even dream a little. And yes, I had already imagined a few times what it would be like to have more than just a friendship with him. But I was sure that I would never risk it. Not until I was sure that he might feel the same way.

"Wellness is still better than that crazy survival camp you gave me. I went through with it, so now you can redeem this voucher too!" said Michael with a sarcastic smile.

"Okay, okay, you win," I finally said, admitting defeat. "I'll call you tomorrow and make an appointment. Will that make you feel better?" I knew I no longer had any real argument against his suggestion and maybe, just maybe, there was some point to it that I couldn't yet see.

"Do you see? It wasn't that hard!" Michael said triumphantly, looking at me as if he had just won the biggest battle of his life. And as I smiled back, I had a strange feeling that he was up to something else that I had no idea about...
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By the following day, I had already erased the voucher from my mind. After all, it wasn't a ticket to a dream world that I ever wanted to enter. The idea of being pampered in a wellness spa was so far from my mind that I didn't even begin to think about it. It wasn't until that evening, when I had just returned to my small, new flat - which I had been living in since moving closer to the university - that the thought of the voucher came back with a vengeance. The trigger was, of course, Michael, who called me on time as usual. Without any greeting, he started straight away with his question: "So, have you made an appointment for your spa day and massage yet?" His voice sounded full of expectation, as if the whole thing was a huge event for him.

"Oh man," I groaned in annoyance as I dropped into my small, worn armchair, which seemed like a haven of peace after a long day. "Are you seriously just going to get on my nerves all day with that damn voucher? Dude, I had a bloody important presentation today and all I had to think about was that. No time to call that voucher number." I emphasised the word 'voucher' like it was a disease I was trying to avoid.

Michael just laughed mockingly on the other side of the line. "Oh, is the little one afraid of a bit of relaxation? How cute..." he continued to tease, obviously enjoying my reaction.
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"Stop it now," I grumbled. "I'm already calling. Give me a second. I'll do it right now. There must be someone else there at this time, right?"

––––––––
[image: ]


"I'm sure they are! They're just waiting for you!" he replied sarcastically, before adding: "Call me when you have an appointment!" His voice suddenly sounded somehow conspiratorial, as if he knew something I didn't. But I didn't feel like thinking about it, so he hung up before I could poke at his words any further.
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As soon as Michael had hung up, I got up, somewhat reluctantly, and set about fishing the voucher out of the drawer into which I had carelessly thrown it the day before. I stared at it for a while, as if I could use it to delay the inevitable phone call. But finally, annoyed by Michael's teasing, I typed in the number and waited until a voice answered on the other end of the line.
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The phone call I had been avoiding for so long ended up taking less than a minute. Before I really realised it, I had actually made an appointment for the coming Saturday. I deliberately limited the offers included in the voucher to the essentials: a simple massage. That seemed to me to be the only sensible thing in the whole package. Mud baths or face masks? I couldn't be bothered with them! I looked good, felt good in my skin and had no need for such superfluous treatments. As promised, I called Michael back immediately afterwards to inform him of the agreed appointment, but I cleverly concealed from him that I had reduced the package to the minimum. After all, he had paid for it and I saw no reason to give him every detail. Who knows if he had really done everything on the programme during his survival training.
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To my astonishment, Michael initially doubted that I had actually already made the appointment - the call had been made so quickly. But I convinced him that I really had no reason to lie. In the end, he wished me a good time, although I could clearly hear that he secretly hoped I wouldn't enjoy the day any more than he had enjoyed his survival weekend. But that was typical of us. We often teased each other and played pranks on each other, sometimes at each other's expense, without really meaning any offence.
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The days leading up to the Saturday passed surprisingly quickly, and Michael reminded me of my upcoming appointment at least once a day. Each time I repeated with feigned enthusiasm that I was looking forward to it and would certainly not forget it. When Saturday finally came, I
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