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When lust and love are so closely interwoven that the boundaries begin to blur...

Daniel struggled with himself for a long time before he found the courage to admit to himself that he is different from his friends. While they tell him enthusiastically about their experiences with girls, Daniel's thoughts keep revolving around the question of what it would be like to have his first experience with a boy. But he doesn't dare express his desires - until a camping trip with the clique changes everything. Suddenly, Daniel's deepest wish comes true in a way he could never have imagined, and his previously ordered life is thrown completely off course.

But the tender happiness is short-lived, and Daniel soon realises that it is sometimes more difficult to follow his true self than it initially seems. The fear of being hurt and the uncertainty of whether he is doing the right thing at all gnaw at him. When he finally meets Kevin, Daniel believes he has finally found the one person who can give him the love and security he longs for so much. But Kevin has his own plans, and their supposed romance soon turns into a dangerous game full of deception and unspoken intentions.

Daniel finds himself in a maelstrom of desire, insecurity and betrayal that drags him ever deeper. Can he follow his heart without losing himself? Will he ever find the true happiness he so desperately longs for, or is he in danger of losing it before he has really grasped it?

A captivating and emotional gay romance that uses explicit scenes to illuminate deep longings and passionate moments - a novel that will keep readers hooked until the very last page.
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"You can talk to me about anything. Come on, tell me what's on your mind. You've been so quiet all evening. There must be something there." Niklas looked at me, his eyes glowing with impatience and expectation, as if he was dying to get the truth out of me. I could literally feel how he was waiting for every word, as if my silence would strain the bond between us to breaking point. But I knew that once I spoke the truth, there would be no turning back. Once said, it would be like an indelible stain hanging in the air between us. The fear of this finality weighed like a heavy stone on my chest. 
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But at the same time, there was something else - a feeling that told me he was thinking the same way I was. That he was also tormented by the same doubts. It was almost as if he was trying to force me to say what he didn't dare to say himself. As if he wanted to free himself through me. But what if I was wrong? What if this impression deceived me again, as he had done before? I remembered the last time I was eighteen and had plucked up all my courage to openly express my feelings. And I knew how much it had hurt back then when the words I had spoken with so much hope only ended in silence and misunderstanding. 
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Now, in this moment, it felt similar, but also different. Niklas' gaze was intense, almost penetrating. It was as if he wanted to remove all fear from me with his eyes, as if he already knew what I was going to say before I knew it myself. And yet I couldn't help but hesitate. The fear seemed to literally crush me, as if an invisible hand was clutching my stomach and squeezing slowly but inexorably. Every breath became harder the longer I kept silent.
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Finally, I broke the silence that hung between us like a tangible weight. "I don't know," I mumbled, my voice barely more than a whisper, "I'm not sure..."
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"Safe? Safe from what?" Niklas leant forward slightly, his voice firm and determined. "There's nothing in life that's certain. If you always let your fears guide you, you'll never get where you want to go. Do you really believe that fear or caution will help you make the right decisions?"
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His words struck me deeply. "Probably not," I finally admitted, a resigned sigh accompanying my answer. He was right, and I knew that only too well. But although his words sounded reasonable, I still didn't feel ready inside. It was as if he had led me to a precipice where I knew I had to jump, but my feet refused to take the final step.
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Suddenly the memory of that time came flooding back, as vivid as if it had happened yesterday. I saw myself, young and vulnerable, baring my soul and ending up with a broken heart. I didn't know whether I had failed back then because I had let my heart speak, or whether I had simply failed myself.
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It was back then, when I was just starting my apprenticeship. I was nineteen years old and at a crossroads. My parents had hoped that I would go to university, follow an academic path and start a degree programme that would open up the future they had dreamed of for me. But the idea of sitting in lectures, poring over books and passing exams for years to come, only to end up with a grade on a piece of paper that was ultimately nothing more than ink on paper - I just couldn't bear it. I was fed up with the constant struggle for grades, the endless effort to pass in a system that never really gave me the feeling that it was getting me anywhere.
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But if I'm honest, that wasn't the only reason why I decided not to go to university. It was fear. The fear of the unknown, of starting afresh at university where I wouldn't know anyone. The idea of standing in a crowd of hundreds of strangers, isolated and alone, was overwhelming. I had no energy left to reintegrate into a group, to find new friends, to prove myself in a clique that had perhaps long since grown together. This thought really paralysed me. It wasn't the fear of failing the academic requirements - it was the fear of disappearing in the social landscape of the university, of being meaningless, as I had experienced once before.
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Perhaps it was also due to my time at school, which I had spent more or less as an outsider. I wasn't the classic nerd or the inconspicuous wallflower that the others ignored. On the contrary, I was good-looking, sporty and took care of my appearance. But none of that mattered when I joined the last class of a tight-knit community that had already existed for twelve years. The fronts had long since hardened, the roles had been divided. And I, the new kid, didn't stand a chance. Even those who were usually at the bottom of the social hierarchy sensed their opportunity. At last they had someone to vent their own frustrations on. They sensed that I was weak, a loner with no backing - and that made me the perfect target.
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And then there was something else, something I hardly dared to admit, even to myself. I was gay. At the time, nobody knew that except me and Aaron, my best friend. But I was hardly sure of my own identity and had only recently started to come to terms with the idea. The realisation hit me late, like a wave that hits unexpectedly and sweeps everything away. I was different. Different from the other boys. And in a world where being different often goes hand in hand with marginalisation and pain, it was a burden that I silently carried around with me.
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That had never been an issue in my old clique. We were four boys who had grown up together, played pranks together and had each other's backs. Our friendship was like an unshakeable alliance: one for all, all for one. There was nothing that could have separated us - or so I thought. As we got older and the conversations centred more and more on girls, I joined in. I talked about the girls in our class, commented on their looks, made jokes about our 'chances'. But while my friends were driven by real feelings and fantasies, I kept it superficial, factual. I talked about girls as if it was a duty, a topic that had to be talked about because it was expected of me. But deep down, I felt that something was wrong.
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Over time, I realised that my interests and feelings were different. While my friends went into raptures at the thought of the girls at school, I felt a completely different kind of excitement that had nothing to do with them. At first I tried to ignore it, to dismiss it as a phase, as something that maybe all boys go through. But the more I tried to suppress it, the more I realised that I could no longer deny it: I was different. And this realisation, this insurmountable truth, fuelled a fear in me that stayed with me for years - the fear of not being accepted, neither by others nor by myself.
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For example
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