
One last look back

––––––––

Gay Romance

––––––––

Jonas Kerber

Copyright notice

––––––––

This book is protected by copyright and may only be used in the form intended. Any distribution, reproduction or use beyond the intended purpose is prohibited. 

––––––––

All rights reserved by the author/publisher


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

About the book

One last look back | Gay Romance

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About the book 



[image: ]


Just hours before his eighteenth birthday, Adrian meets the mysterious Mario - an encounter that changes his life. In the shelter of solitude, the two young men find each other and share moments that make Adrian believe he is finally no longer alone with his feelings. For him, it seems to be a piece of happiness that he could only dream of for a long time.
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But the more intense their meetings become, the more Adrian realises the painful truth: Mario's feelings don't seem to be the same. Driven by his longing and his fears, Adrian allows himself to be carried away into a momentous action - a decision that destroys everything he has so desperately wanted.

––––––––
[image: ]


As the situation escalates, Adrian is faced with a choice, the implications of which he cannot fully comprehend himself. Will he find the courage to follow his heart and stand up for his freedom - or will the shadows of the past no longer allow him to escape?
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A gay romance with explicit erotic scenes. 
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Adrian didn't know if he was doing the right thing as he stood on the empty platform with trembling hands on this chilly evening. The lights of the station flickered in the humid night air, and the silence around him was broken only by the occasional clang of the loudspeakers announcing departures. The thin strip of paper he held between his thumb and forefinger felt heavier than it should. His damp hands had softened the edges, and he stared at the blurred letters as if he could find an answer in them - an answer to all the questions that were bothering him.
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What would it bring, this escape into the unknown? Was it really the way to freedom, or just another prison, without bars, but with the burden of fear in his heart? The thought of staying, of facing the danger of possibly seeing him again - the face that so often haunted his sleepless nights - made his chest feel constricted. His throat was dry, although the cold sweat was running down his forehead. What if they met? Would words be spoken? Or worse - nothing but silence, filled with unspoken truths that echoed in his mind like thunder?
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His gaze wandered down to the track, which stretched into the distance in the dim light like an endless black river of steel. Away from here. Away from everything that held him captive. But wasn't escape a form of surrender? His thoughts raced as the minutes passed like viscous syrup. Everything inside him cried out for a way out, a clear sign that would tell him what to do. But there was none. Only this ticket in his hand, the edges of which were now almost falling apart and which still seemed like a key to a door he couldn't see.

He had no choice. Staying meant danger, and danger meant seeing him again. His breathing quickened at the mere thought of it. The memory of the last words, of the looks that had penetrated him like daggers, burned like coals inside him. No, he couldn't risk that. Not again. And so, as if in a trance, he had bought the ticket that would take him to a city that was nothing more than a name on a sign. A city that knew nothing about him, just as he knew nothing about it.
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The shrill whistle of an approaching train made him flinch. It was as if the decision he had so desperately put off was now inexorably approaching him. The next train would take him away - far enough to forget, or at least far enough to stop having to look over his shoulder every moment. The warmth of his fear crept up his neck, but a spark of hope glowed somewhere deep inside him, like a faint light in a dark, endless night.
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Adrian didn't know whether this step into uncertainty would save him or destroy him. But what he did know was that he would not leave this platform as the same person who had entered it. He squeezed the ticket tighter in his hand, ready to step into a future as empty and blank as the endless horizon he was walking towards.
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But anything - really anything - would be better than staying. This thought burned itself deep into Adrian's mind and offered him the only certainty he had that evening. The city, the streets, the faces that surrounded him - everything he had ever known, he would leave behind. His friends, who had been with him in his best and worst moments. 

––––––––
[image: ]


His family, who never fully understood him, but had done their best nonetheless. And, he desperately hoped, also the paralysing fear that haunted him like a shadow. It was as if he had to shake off all these things, like a coat that had become too heavy to wear.

He knew that this decision was final. No turning back. No second attempt. If he left now, he would burn bridges without looking back. His parents would look for explanations, would be worried, maybe even angry - but what did it matter? Adrian imagined how he could leave them with a half-hearted excuse, a few words that were just enough to placate their questions without actually saying anything. What if they didn't believe him? What did it matter? He would be long gone, beyond the reach of their questions, beyond the reach of their disappointment.
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Three words. So small and yet so powerful. Three carefully guarded words that had changed everything. He had kept them like a treasure, carried them in his heart until he thought the moment was right to say them. He had rehearsed these words over and over again in his head, the order, the emphasis, the silent hope that would accompany them. In countless daydreams, he had imagined how his counterpart would react - a smile perhaps, a tentative touch or even an echo that would carry these words back to him and fulfil his deepest longing.
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And yet the moment when he actually spoke these words was nothing like he had dreamed of. They had burst out of him loud and clear, straight from his heart, like a final rebellion against the doubts that threatened to engulf him. But the reaction that followed was a cold blow to the pit of his stomach, sharp as a knife. No smile. No touch. No echo. Instead, the look in his counterpart's eyes - a mixture of shock, rejection and something that almost looked like fear. It was this moment that changed everything irrevocably. Those three words had not only opened the way, but also brought him to the point where he now stood - alone on an empty platform, with nothing but a ticket and a handful of broken dreams.
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The evening was cool and a biting wind blew across the platform, but Adrian hardly felt the cold. His eyes wandered restlessly back and forth between the large display board and the watch on his wrist. The minutes seemed to drag on, as if time itself was forcing him to think again, to hesitate. A few more moments and the train would arrive - a train that would take him away, away from everything that was tormenting him. His fingers tightened around the ticket, which felt damp and warm from his sweat. It was more than a piece of paper; it was a ticket to a new life, a way to leave all the mistakes and pain behind.
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But a feeling stirred deep inside him, gnawing at his determination like a silent doubt. A shadow of a question: was this really the right path? Wasn't escape just another name for surrender? Before he could find the answer, his thoughts slipped back of their own accord to the moment when the course of his life had been irrevocably set. The memory was as vivid as if it were playing out right in front of him, tangible in the darkness of the evening. And for a brief moment he wondered whether he could have stayed, whether there might not have been another way. But then he shook off the thought, as if he was afraid it might overwhelm him. The train would come, and he would get on. Nothing else mattered.
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It was the day before Adrian's eighteenth birthday, a day that could have been like any other, and yet there seemed to be an imperceptible tension in the air that he couldn't quite grasp. After school, as so often, his route took him straight to the sports field in the small village where he lived - a familiar place where the worries of everyday life seemed to blow away for a few hours. The football club that met every Friday was more of an informal group than a real club. They were young men like Adrian who simply enjoyed playing together, laughing and spending time together. The sports field was their meeting place, their little stage where they could forget the world for a moment.
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The atmosphere was always the same: the warm sun slowly sinking behind the old, gnarled trees, the crunch of shoes on the gritty ground, the muffled thud of the ball echoing across the pitch. But Adrian knew that the highlight of the evening was not on the pitch. It was the time after the game that held them all together like a silent promise - the hours they spent in the small pub next to the sports field. There, between the wooden tables and the smell of freshly tapped beer, a warmth was created that went beyond the game. It was a community that was self-sufficient and one in which Adrian felt safe. A place where he belonged.
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He was one of the youngest in the group, but that didn't seem to bother anyone. A few weeks ago, he had started ordering a beer like the others. A step that seemed a little forbidden to him
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