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ELLIOT IS AT THE BEGINNING of a new chapter in his life. While his high school friends choose the university route, he makes a conscious decision to join the army - in search of discipline, structure and a clear goal. But an unexpected encounter on the train journey to the barracks changes everything. When Ricky, an open and charming fellow recruit, sits down next to him, a connection develops between the two young men that Elliot never saw coming. Suddenly he is faced not only with the challenge of tough military life, but also with his own long-suppressed feelings.

Under the Spell of Silence tells the story of a young man's inner turmoil as he finds himself in a world full of rules and rigid expectations while struggling with his identity. A gripping story about courage, self-acceptance and finding love in the most unexpected places.

An erotic gay romance with explicit scenes. 
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The day had finally come - the day my new life was to begin. It felt strange to set off away from home, into an uncertain future that still seemed foreign to me. A strange mixture of anticipation, uncertainty and a quiet but steadily growing excitement ran through my body. But deep inside me, I also felt something else, something that drove me forward: the unshakeable conviction that this step would bring me closer to the goal I had been setting myself for months. It was a goal that was more than just a dream, it was an inner commitment I had made to myself to become the person I saw in myself. It almost felt like with every step I took away from my old life, I was also bringing a piece of my own future within reach.

My mates and friends from high school, on the other hand, had been contemplating a completely different life path for months. They raved endlessly about the universities they had applied to, the exciting new experiences that awaited them there, and of course the seemingly unbeatable prestige that came with being accepted to one of these schools. It was almost as if they had already won, as if the mere fact that they had been accepted had handed them happiness on a silver platter. They wore their acceptances like trophies and boasted that they had made the best choice. I, on the other hand, could only smile slightly, perhaps even a little melancholically. None of this meant anything to me. My decision had already been made. While they were enjoying their supposed successes, I had committed myself to the military.

So while my classmates were desperately trying to maintain or even improve their grades in the last few months of high school to fulfil the strict requirements of their chosen universities, I was in a completely different situation. I could sit back and relax, almost at ease. The pressure that seemed to literally crush them didn't exist for me. My path had been decided, and it wasn't dependent on grade point averages or academic honours. The military didn't require perfect transcripts or a flawless academic career. It demanded other things - things that couldn't be measured in grades. It demanded physical strength, iron endurance and the absolute will to overcome challenges without question. It wasn't book knowledge or theoretical brilliance that counted here. The military was looking for people who were prepared to obey, act and make decisions without questioning the system every time.
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FITNESS AND STAMINA - these were the words that the counsellor in the recruitment office had given me when he explained the basic requirements for a military career. These two qualities were crucial to succeeding in the military, and they suited me perfectly. I had developed a deep passion for sport over the years. I trained regularly, using every free minute to exercise. Long endurance runs through the dense forest near our house were part of my routine, as was swimming in the nearby lake, where I spent hours building up my stamina and strength. Being fit, physically strong and resilient was as natural to me as breathing. It was a part of me, something that not only came easily to me, but also brought me joy.

And not only that. The discipline demanded by the military - unconditional obedience, the willingness to carry out orders without much thought or questioning - was not an obstacle for me either. On the contrary, I had always found a certain calmness in receiving clear instructions and then implementing them consistently. For me, this form of order and structure was a welcome contrast to the uncertainty that life often brought. The decision to join the military felt right in every way. It gave me the stability and security I had always wanted.

Another point that strengthened my decision was the financial aspect. Unlike university, where you invest years in education before you can even think about earning an income, the military offered me a salary from day one. It may not have been much, but it was enough to keep me afloat and give me the opportunity to put a little money aside for the future - for the life after the army that I wanted to lead at some point. That was a decisive advantage for me, because I didn't come from a wealthy family. Quite the opposite. My mother had raised my brother and me alone since we were children, after our father had left us when I was just six years old. Since then, she had been our only carer. I almost only knew her from the few hours she spent at home, after she had toiled all day at two different jobs to make ends meet.

Despite all the hardships she had taken on, she managed to provide us both with a stable home and give us the support we needed. She never let us feel the weight of her responsibility. Even though she may have hoped that I would eventually go to university, I knew deep in her heart she accepted my decision to volunteer for the military. Because even though it wasn't the path she might have dreamed of for me, she knew that I was building a secure future for myself. For her, the military meant a guarantee - a guarantee that I was taken care of, that I was standing on my own two feet. And I think that even made her proud in a way.
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MY MUM TOOK A DAY OFF work to accompany me on the day of my departure and took me to the train station by bus. It was clearly important to her to accompany me on this last stretch together, and although I had firmly resolved to remain as calm and cool as possible when saying goodbye so as not to make it any harder for her, I didn't succeed. I had wanted so much to leave her with a calm smile, without tears or sadness, but that was impossible. As we waited for the train together, she tried once again to talk calmly about the possible dangers that awaited me, which clearly showed me how worried she was. I saw her eyes moisten as she tried to hide her fear from me. But the tears welled up inside her and at that moment I could no longer keep up my facade either. When we finally locked into each other for the final hug, I felt the lump in my throat and felt my eyes getting moist too. The hug, which I really only wanted to give her to comfort her and make her feel safe, broke something inside me. It was the moment when all the restraint I had built up disappeared. I cried quietly as I tried to stay strong.

When I finally boarded the large carriage of the train that was to take me to my new life, I turned to her one last time. She stood there, her shoulders slightly hunched, but her eyes were fixed on me. We looked at each other in silence, and without a single word we both understood what this moment really meant. It wasn't just a goodbye; it was the beginning of a new chapter in our lives and we both knew we would miss each other. For a brief moment, when I had already turned away from her to find my place, I suddenly wondered if I had really made the right decision. This uncertainty flashed for a tiny moment, almost like a shadow falling over my heart. But then I saw her face, waving at me with a soft smile, and in that smile there was so much understanding, so much quiet acceptance. She accepted my path and in that moment I was certain that I had done the right thing.

In the carriage, I looked for an empty compartment, threw my rucksack onto the luggage compartment above the seats and sank heavily into the seat by the window. My eyes immediately searched the platform again, where my mum was standing, right in front of the window behind which I was sitting. She also had her eyes on me. We waved to each other again and as the train slowly, jerkily started to move, she stopped, followed the compartment I was sitting in with her eyes and then, as the train picked up speed, she walked a few steps alongside. Her hand was still raised, her face marked by tears as she said goodbye to me with a brave smile. The train finally pulled out of the station, moving away from the familiar world I had known so far. I watched after her until she was finally out of sight.

When the station was behind me, I leant back in the empty compartment, tried to find a comfortable position and stared out of the window. I had hardly slept the night before - the excitement, the nervousness and the many thoughts had kept me awake. Now, on the train, I could feel the exhaustion settling over me, but sleep just wouldn't come. I could feel my heart beating faster as I thought about what awaited me in the coming days and weeks. It was the first time I'd really been away from home, the first time I'd left my familiar life behind to embark on something completely unknown. The excitement of this new chapter in my life was palpable, but at the same time a certain nervousness mixed in with my thoughts - a fleeting doubt about the uncertainty that lay ahead. As the landscape outside the window slowly drifted by, I tried to calm down, take a deep breath and regain control of my agitated thoughts.

Although sleep eluded me, I finally felt a kind of quiet contentment, a quiet anticipation of what was to come. I wasn't the only new recruit leaving my old life behind to embrace the unknown. Many others would find themselves in exactly the same situation, and that comforted me in a strange way. Whatever would come my way, I was ready - at least I thought I was at that moment.
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THE TRAIN STOPPED A few more times at the stations in the suburbs before travelling the long distance without stopping again. I watched the platforms pass by and realised that they were barely full. Only a few people got on or off, while most of the carriages remained
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