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Michael is supposed to get a car from his father for his eighteenth birthday. Together they scour the local car dealerships, but there doesn't seem to be a car that meets Michael's expectations. Disappointment sets in - until they finally stop at an inconspicuous dealership on the way back. The selection there finally puts Michael's hopes to rest, but then the salesman turns up: a young man, barely older than Michael himself, whose appearance suddenly turns Michael's world upside down.
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For the first time, Michael experiences a feeling that overwhelms him - intense, confusing and completely new. During a brief conversation, the attraction between the two grows, but just as Michael is ready to cross an invisible boundary, the moment is abruptly interrupted.
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That same evening, fate brings the two together again. A familiar closeness develops that makes Michael believe he has been given a second chance. But what does this feeling really mean? Is it really love at first sight and does it even exist? And how does it fit into Michael's previous life, in which he has never felt attracted to a boy before?
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An emotional, gripping story about the magic of a single moment, the discovery of hidden truths and the courage to find oneself.
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An erotic gay romance with explicit scenes. 
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It was a handshake that shook my entire life to its foundations. A simple gesture, commonplace and meaningless to most people, became a turning point for me that challenged everything I thought I knew about myself until then. This fleeting touch, barely more than a moment, made something bubble up inside me, something that lay hidden deep within me - a strange, incomprehensible force whose existence I hadn't even suspected until that moment. It was as if someone had unlocked a long-forgotten space inside me and confronted me with a truth that I neither sought nor could understand.
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Until that day, my life had been a straight line, unspectacular and familiar. I could have sworn that it was exactly as it should be for everyone else. A normal life, without secrets, without major deviations. I was my parents' only son and our family life ran along quiet, almost harmonious lines. I had built up a particularly close relationship with my mum over the last few years. She was more than just my mum - she was my confidante, a friend with whom I could talk about anything. There was no question or thought that I had to hide from her. My father, on the other hand, was different. He was an old-school man, conservative in his views, someone I spoke to about many things - but never about everything.
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But what happened that day defied normality. It was like a lightning strike that split the horizon of my life. And as I felt my heartbeat quicken, as this strange energy coursed through my body, I knew with unshakeable certainty: this was not something you talked about with your mum. It wasn't even something I could put into words. It was a mystery bigger than myself, a revelation that overshadowed everything I had ever known.
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It was shortly after my eighteenth birthday when my parents gave me the present that every teenager dreams of: a car of my own. Not a brand new car, that was clear from the start, but they had set me a generous limit within which I was allowed to choose a second-hand vehicle. The joy was overwhelming. Of course, I had suspected that they had planned something special for me - this gift was almost too good to be true. And when I heard how high the upper limit was, I could hardly believe that they had placed so much trust in me. It was a moment when I felt that they not only accepted my impending independence, but actively supported it.
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The big adventure was to begin on a Saturday. Together with my father, we were going to canvass the car dealerships in the region in search of "my" car. The days before, I had already spent hours browsing the internet, scouring the sales adverts and picturing various models in my mind. Finally a car of my own! I imagined what it would feel like to hold the keys in my hand, get in the car for the first time, start the engine - and feel the freedom that only a car of your own could promise. This freedom was not a desperate attempt to escape the parental home - far from it. My home had always been a safe harbour, a place where I felt secure. Nevertheless, the prospect of being able to simply set off whenever and wherever I wanted was an exhilarating feeling. It was a step towards adulthood, a piece of independence that appealed to me and gave me wings.
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I woke up earlier than usual that Saturday morning. The anticipation had got me out of bed hours before the alarm clock rang. My heart was beating faster as I got ready. Every little action, whether it was breakfast or brushing my teeth, seemed like part of a ritual before an important event.
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My father was a man of habit, and this Saturday was no exception. He got up around nine o'clock - just like every other Saturday. It was almost uncanny how his life followed an invisible choreography that never lost a beat. During the week, his mornings started at a quarter to seven, always at the same time. Two cups of coffee, two slices of toast - never more, never less. He then left the house at half past seven to the second, only to return every evening at five sharp, with a precision that was almost reminiscent of a clockwork mechanism. His arrival was always followed by the same ritual: a greeting to my mum, which then seamlessly segued into a retreat to his study, where he stayed until exactly dinner time. No escape from this routine, no spontaneous moment - flexibility was a foreign concept to my father.
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Even on this Saturday, I had no illusions that anything would change in his meticulously timed schedule. His schedule had merely been pushed back a few hours, a small luxury he allowed himself at weekends. For me, this meant that there was absolutely no point in getting ready early. I knew that he would first enjoy his breakfast in peace and then study the headlines in the daily newspaper before even thinking about setting off. Our planned trip to the car dealerships in the region was therefore unalterably scheduled for "afterwards".
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As I came to terms with this fact, I couldn't help but think about how rigid and predictable his life was. It was as if he had forced himself into a corset of rules and habits that simultaneously gave him security and boundaries. Sometimes I wondered whether he even realised it - whether he had consciously chosen this routine or whether it had quietly and secretly built up around him over the years like an invisible cage. 
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It certainly didn't seem to be a burden for him. On the contrary, he seemed comfortable in his meticulous order, like someone who lives in a house where he can blindly find every piece of furniture and every edge. But for me, with my agitated mind and longing for change, it was a world I could never quite understand.

––––––––
[image: ]


So I sat there, waiting patiently and preparing myself inwardly for the moment when he would finally get up from his chair, fold the newspaper neatly and give the signal with a short, concise sentence: "Now we can go." This sentence would be like a starting signal, the long-awaited signal that this day would finally begin - a day that, in my mind, would be nothing less than perfect.
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As expected, I was right in my assessment: we didn't set off until late morning. My father, usually calm and with the stoic patience of a man who likes to spend his days in a structured way, seemed content to let the day begin as usual. For me, however, the adventure was only just beginning. First, we rattled off a few car dealerships in the neighbourhood. Their yards were filled with a variety of used cars, gleaming in the mild morning sun as if they were just waiting to be discovered by new owners.
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If my father had had his way, we would have completed our mission at the first dealership. A compact small car that was solid, functional and perfectly priced would have fulfilled all his criteria. But for me, it was anything but the perfect car. The colour - a pale grey that reminded me of rainy days - and the no-frills design didn't inspire any enthusiasm in me. Of course
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