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Two stories, two young men, two different worlds - connected by love, hope and the search for their true selves.
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A young man is at a turning point in his life. He has lost sight of the love of his life because he didn't have the courage to confess his feelings to his best friend. But when his mother gives him a special present for his birthday, fate seems to offer him a second chance. Will he dare to fight for love this time?
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In the second story, another young man tries to escape his past. He hopes that in a new life he can finally come to terms with his feelings and open himself up to love. An unexpected encounter brings him closer to this hope, but not everything is as it seems. Could there be more to this encounter than he initially believes?

"From Two Worlds" tells two captivating stories full of emotion, romance and longing. It is a journey through the highs and lows of love, courage and self-discovery - and reminds us that love knows no boundaries, no matter how different the worlds may be.
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Erotic gay romance with explicit scenes. 

An opera ticket with consequences
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Chapter 1
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My nineteenth birthday - and my grandparents once again tried to impose their conservative lifestyle on me. They gave me a ticket to the opera as a present. To me, of all people, who hated everything that smelled of etiquette and formality. I didn't even own a suit because I despised this stiff fabric as the uniform of the self-proclaimed elite. This elite who believed they were above others because of expensive status symbols - whether it was fancy cars, glittering jewellery or impressive houses. It all seemed to me like a shiny façade that only served to make others believe they had a perfect life. But I knew that behind it was often just emptiness - or even worse, unhappiness and debt.
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Freedom, I thought to myself. I wanted to be free, to go my own way, even if I stumbled along the way. And yes, I had fallen flat on my face many times. But that was my risk, my decisions, not those of my parents or grandparents. Of course, they would have preferred me to have done well at university, perhaps studied law - like the generations before me - and then ended up in some cushy job. But that wasn't my life. Starting a family, having children, living in a fancy home? That sounded like a cheesy Disney film to me, far removed from what I wanted.

And then there was the truth that I harboured deep inside me. I loved boys, not girls. How was I supposed to live all of this - my family's dreams - if my own truth didn't even fit into their world view? I often wondered how they would react if they knew. My grandfather - probably a heart attack. My father - he would probably have disinherited me or thrown me out of the house. Or both. But who could say for sure?

––––––––
[image: ]


I kept my inclination a secret from the moment I realised who I really was. It wasn't hard for me to accept this side of myself - it was just hard to live it. I often imagine what it would have been like if I had come down the stairs of our house one morning with a cute boy at my side to sit with him at the breakfast table. My mum would probably have been shocked for life. But I sensed deep down that she had long known what made me tick. Mums have that kind of intuition, don't they? At first, she often asked if I had a girlfriend or was seeing a girl. But at some point she stopped asking - even when my father occasionally brought up the subject again and pestered me with his questions. It was always my mum who calmed him down and said: "He'll tell us when the time comes. Give him time." Yes, I think she knew.
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I realised it myself shortly after my eighteenth birthday. Perhaps I could have realised it much earlier, perhaps I had always subconsciously suspected it, but until then I had successfully tried to ignore it. But that day, the morning after my birthday, I could no longer avoid the truth. We had partied late into the night and when I finally woke up, my head was throbbing from the beer that Michael, a friend of mine, had brought with him - and which I had clearly drunk too much of, as my pounding head told me.
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I tried to get up, but the heaviness immediately pulled me back into bed. Lying on my back, I fought against the throbbing pain that just wouldn't subside. My mouth was as dry as the desert and I bitterly regretted letting myself go like that. With a weak grip, I fumbled for the water bottle next to my bed and drank hastily. With every sip, I felt life slowly returning to me - but deep down, I knew that something was different that morning.
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I lifted my upper body again and tried to think clearly. Then I saw Michael, curled up on the small couch in my room. The memory came back. Right, I had offered him to spend the night with me. It was warm in my room and he was lying there in just his tight boxer shorts, leaning on his stomach and showing his bum. It was a sight that held my gaze transfixed for a moment. The round, firm cheeks were clearly visible under the tight shorts, his slim, strong body, the short hair on his head. My eyes travelled up and down this sleeping body and I noticed how I became more and more aroused at the sight. 
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Suddenly, Michael took a deep breath in his sleep, moved and turned round on the couch. One leg went to the floor, the other lay over the side of the couch. He was now lying on his back with his eyes closed and breathing in and out regularly and calmly. Again I marvelled at his body, the hairless chest that clearly showed his regular training. I slid my eyes further down and finally stopped between his legs. The bulge was clearly visible under the tight shorts and for a brief moment I visualised in my mind's eye what it would look like underneath. An idea that made me really horny and when Michael slipped his hand into his shorts in his sleep, stroked his cock and left his hand there in the shorts, the peace and quiet was over. I noticed how my cock began to swell in my pants and grow in size. Nothing unusual really, as I regularly wanked myself off. But never before had I felt such a strong arousal as I did now, as I watched the sleeping Michael playing with his own sack and cock. 
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I sat up quietly in my bed and slipped one hand into my shorts. I felt my cock as it slowly filled with blood and pulsated more and more. it became hard and felt hotter and hotter. I focussed on Michael, trying to see if he was still fast asleep and continued to play with my cock, which had now grown to its full size. I carefully pulled my shorts down and freed my hard-on from the tight prison of my shorts. I looked at Michael's shorts, where his hand was resting and clearly recognisably stroking his manhood. It was such a hot sight that I started to wank my own cock. I just couldn't help it: the sight of Michael sleeping on the couch with his legs apart, his hand in his tight shorts and playing with his cock made me so horny that I rubbed my cock faster and harder. I felt it coming up inside me, leaned my head back, closed my eyes and imagined how I would have my hand in his shorts and spoil his cock. The very next moment I realised how my pelvis began to twitch and I came. A huge spurt of my sperm squirted out of my cock and poured down my chest to my neck. I was completely out of breath and kept rubbing, getting every drop out. 

Suddenly I flinched: "If you want, you can continue with me right away!" I opened my eyes, startled, and saw Michael looking at me. Our eyes met and it felt like I was being electrocuted. I felt the blood rush to my head and my head started to turn red. I immediately let go of my cock and put the blanket over me. 

"Hey, don't be embarrassed. It's just us, isn't it?" said Michael, getting up from the couch and sitting down on the bed with me, grabbing the blanket and putting it aside again. Then he stood up, took off his shorts and said as he bent down and slipped them off his feet: "Now we're both naked and nobody has anything to be ashamed of."

Then he turned back to me and I saw that his cock was also swelling to its full size. "You see," he said with a grin, "mine wants to cum too."

I still couldn't say anything and felt paralysed. Michael sat back down on my bed, right next to my pelvis, and began to stroke my stomach and chest with his hand. Right along where the white flow of my juice was. He carefully wiped it with one finger, then took the finger and held it in front of his mouth. Then he slowly licked the finger and just said: "Hmmmm.... Delicious. It's just a shame I couldn't taste it from the source."

I was getting horny again and a quick look down at me showed me that my cock was getting ready to pump again. Michael leant towards me, got his face close to my head and whispered to me: "Shall we not.... You know.... "

He lifted his head a little and we looked deep into each other's eyes. The very next moment he grabbed
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