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Sometimes all it takes is a single conversation to steer the course of a life in a new direction...
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When a young journalist is assigned to report on a simple donation, he has no idea that the story of an old man will affect him more deeply than any headline ever could. Caught between missed opportunities, unspoken words and the courage to follow his own truth, he has to make a decision: Will he make the same mistake as the man he is interviewing - or go his own way?
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"In a strange way, fate seemed to have given me a story that threatened to become my own."
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An erotic gay romance with explicit scenes.
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Working as a trainee reporter at a small local newspaper and hoping to land a story that would win national awards and be quoted in all the media may indeed have been a little overambitious at the time. And yet I couldn't help dreaming that one day I would write the kind of story that would make me famous overnight. A revelation that would make waves, a scandal that would shake political ranks - that was what I was aiming for. But my task that morning was far less spectacular: an interview with an elderly man who had made a generous donation to the local sports club and whose story would probably only end up on the last page of the local paper. Nothing to get excited about, you'd think. But as I made my way to the address my editor had left on my desk, I still harboured the hope that this might be an opportunity to prove myself. Maybe this little interview would show me that I was destined for greater things - that I wasn't just there to fill the empty columns in the local section with irrelevant stories.
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My dream of changing the world as a journalist was as old as my passion for writing itself. Even as a child, I had imagined how I would one day publish an exposé that would be the talk of the town - a story that made a difference, that exposed wrongdoing and made the world a better place. The journalists who once brought down an American president were my heroes. That's exactly what I wanted: fearless, meticulous and driven by the truth. I wanted to fight against the big and powerful, I wanted to look where others looked away and one day be on the front page of a major newspaper with my name under a revelatory story that no one could ignore.
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The fact that I was now here, in this small town, working as a trainee reporter for an insignificant local newspaper, was perhaps not the dream start to my career that I had imagined, but it was a start. And I knew that this start was important. Yes, I could have studied at a prestigious university; with my excellent A-levels, any university place would have been open to me. But I was drawn to writing like nothing else. I wanted to tell stories that made people sit up and take notice, and I felt that every article, no matter how small, offered the chance to uncover something significant - if you just looked hard enough.
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So, as I walked up to the unassuming front door of the elderly man who had made a donation to the sports club that morning, I realised that this was not a story that would fill the front pages. But who knows, maybe it was a step in the right direction? A way to prove myself, to get my name out there. However, I would never have guessed that what awaited me in that unassuming interview would turn not just my idea of journalism, but my whole life upside down. What was to be revealed to me that day would change everything - to an extent that I could never have imagined even in my wildest dreams.
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The house of the man I was to visit that day was at the far end of a wide, dusty track that ran through the fields to the edge of the village. Even from a distance, I could see that it was one of those houses that gave the impression that it had stood here for ages - almost as if it had been woven into the landscape and completely forgotten by time. The weathered shutters hung askew and the roof was covered in moss, as if it had rebelled against the ravages of time. 
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For a brief moment, the sight made me think that this isolation was somehow symbolic: an elderly man banished to the edge of a village that had long since left its best days behind. Everything about this place seemed desolate, as if the vitality that often lay hidden in small villages had never really arrived here.
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When I reached the fence that surrounded the house, I realised that it too had seen better days. The rusty hinges of the squeaky gate made a soft, complaining sound as I pushed it open, as if to tell me to turn round and leave. But I had already come too far to back out now. The front garden, if you wanted to call it that, looked plain and barren. Although the lawn had been mowed, the whole scene radiated a certain lovelessness. There were no colourful flowerbeds, carefully tended shrubs or decorative accessories like I had seen in front of the other houses in the village. Just an uneven lawn, interspersed with stubborn weeds that had fought their way through the soil and between the blades. It almost seemed as if the weeds had stood their ground just like the old man who lived in this house - unimpressed by the outside world and the expectations of others.

––––––––
[image: ]


As I walked towards the plain, wooden front door of the house, I wondered which question I should start the interview with. The first question was crucial, I knew that only too well. It had the potential to determine the course of the entire conversation. It could break the ice, build a bridge and maybe even reveal a few well-kept secrets. But she could also do the opposite - be too direct, too demanding, and put the man on the defensive. If that happened, I might never get anything useful out of him. I had to smile for a moment at my own thoughts. Why all this caution? What was there to reveal here? It was just a generous donation to the local sports club. The man probably had nothing better to do with his money. And yet - when I looked at the house, I had my doubts. The way it looked from the outside, there didn't seem to be any abundance here. Perhaps the donation was not a sign of wealth at all, but of something completely different.
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First impressions could be deceptive, I knew that only too well. Wasn't that exactly what I had set out to do? Investigative work meant looking beneath the surface, seeing things that others overlooked. Perhaps this day would offer more than it seemed at first glance.
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I climbed the two well-worn steps that led to the front door and pressed the old, worn bell button. The sound of a deep, lonely gong echoed through the house, so loud and abrupt that I flinched even before I reached the door. Although the sun was shining brightly that morning and the air was mild, I was suddenly overcome by unexpected goose bumps. An uneasy feeling crept up my spine, although I couldn't say why. But before I had time to think about it, the door suddenly opened with a soft creak. At that moment, time seemed to stand still for a moment. I held my breath without knowing exactly why, and in that brief second I knew - whatever was waiting for me on the other side of that door, it would change everything.

"Yes, please?" A soft, almost melodic voice reached my ears, but it didn't fit at all with the sight that presented itself to me in the open doorway. A man stood in front of me, whose appearance made me pause for a moment. He was considerably shorter than me and seemed to be bent over by the weight of age, leaning on an old walking stick that shook slightly with every movement. His eyes, buried deep in their sockets, sparkled expressively, almost as if they had a lifetime of stories to tell, and yet there was something unfathomable in them. His face was gaunt and marked by deep wrinkles that stretched across his skin like a net. The grey, uneven stubble of his beard seemed not to have been shaved for days and gave him a neglected, almost neglected expression.

His clothes also immediately caught my attention. They were tattered, wrinkled and didn't seem to have seen a fresh wash for a long time. The shirt hung loosely on his slim body, as if he had simply picked it up carelessly from the floor and thrown it on without caring what it looked like. The trousers were just as worn, the creases deep and the fabric fibres thin, almost worn through in places. Everything about him radiated a certain resignation, as if life had become too tedious for him to care about such things as appearance. This man in front of me looked as if he barely had enough to make ends meet, let alone to give something to others. And yet this man, I had been told, had made a generous donation to the local sports club, a sum that seemed
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