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The story and the characters in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to living or deceased persons would be purely coincidental and unintentional.

About the book
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In this tingling story, an unusual and secret relationship develops between the narrator and Murat, the charming son of a Turkish restaurant owner. What begins as harmless encounters after work quickly develops into intense, passionate evenings in which the boundaries between desire and intimacy become blurred. Not a classic relationship, but an exciting affair full of unspoken attraction, where the tension is palpable at every moment. Their meetings are characterised by spontaneous moments, sizzling eroticism and the freedom to surrender to the moment without the burden of obligations.

But that's not all: in addition to this gay romance, another delicious story awaits the reader, in which a very special "Turkish delicacy" also plays a central role - and this one is definitely not meant to be culinary. Here, too, seduction is a top priority, and what begins as a harmless game develops into an adventure full of temptation and pleasure.
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Immerse yourself in these two gay romances and experience a mixture of eroticism, suspense and a pinch of humour.
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Two erotic gay romances with explicit scenes. 

At the end of the evening 
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Chapter 1
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There are fantasies that you always secretly wish could come true. I think anyone who claims that they don't have such fantasies from time to time is simply lying. One person imagines doing it in the open air (well, admittedly, the fantasy may still be very harmless and not really out of the ordinary), another imagines what it would be like to be eaten in an unusual place like a lift or a suburban train and experience hot sex and yet another dreams in his most secret fantasies of doing it with several cute and crunchy guys at once and going from one climax to the next. Everyone has fantasies and dreams of living out their lust and what a boring world this would be if it weren't for these hot dreams. Dreams that you like to bring out again and again and bring to life in your mind's eye when you are alone and indulge in some relaxation. 
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Until recently, I also had a fantasy that I wished would come true one day and that I kept reminding myself of when I lay alone in my bed in the evening and satisfied myself. 
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At the age of nineteen, it may not really be improbable or too far-fetched to conjure up certain scenes in your mind's eye and become aroused. You play them out in your mind, get hotter and hotter and finally experience a climax in the very image that is the most stimulating and hottest. But as I said, I had my hottest such fantasy until recently. Because believe it or not, I'm actually one of those young men who can claim that their hottest fantasy came true... 
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It started innocently enough when I met Murat - or perhaps it wasn't so innocent, but rather the prelude to a series of absurd encounters that would be better left to a cynical scriptwriter. This Murat, who always walked through the day with an ease as if the world could do him no harm, was at first glance the typical representative of a sunny disposition - Mediterranean-looking, with an always presentable, almost provocatively even complexion. It was spring, the time of year when the rest of us were trying to shake the dreary traces of winter off our skin, while Murat already looked as if he had spent the last few months right near the equator. The warm, bronze-coloured sheen of his skin seemed to envelop him like a protective shield, and I, who was always more the colour of unbaked bread dough in this respect, always caught myself with a quiet pang of envy when I saw him. And I saw him often. Very often. Why? Quite simply, Murat was the son of the owner of a snack bar - sorry, I mean "Turkish speciality restaurant", of course, as it proudly read on a faded sign above the door. But let's be honest: with the mighty kebab spit spinning tirelessly behind the counter and the decor, which was strongly reminiscent of the simple minimalism of a railway station concourse, this place could have been categorised as a "somewhat ambitious snack bar". But what do I know - perhaps it is precisely this unpolished charm that makes places like this a true place of pilgrimage for hungry souls.
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This snack bar, which so proudly proclaimed itself to be a restaurant, had become a firm institution in our lives - one that ranked just above the classic kebab stand on the gastronomic evolutionary scale, but that was precisely what kept attracting us. In this modest oasis, characterised more by roaring grills than elegant waiters, we met - a small group of old school friends who carried around the glamour and glory of days gone by as if the world was still our oyster. A Friday ritual as reliable as the sunrise. Here we sat - with beer bottles that clinked every time a new round was opened and stories that were told over and over again, as if they got better with every repetition, even though we all knew they had long since passed their zenith. There was Julian, the heir to a family business, who kept telling us the same anecdotes from the world of business as if we were at a company party. Then there was Steven, the strapping soldier who spent his time serving his country and never tired of telling us about the "great career opportunities" the military offered - as if we were all just waiting to join the army cadre. Sure, well paid, he kept saying, but the question I asked myself every time was whether he really believed that wars were still won with soldiers these days. Drones, missiles and artificial intelligence were in command, but let the man dream. And then there was Andreas - my former best friend who went to school with me, the one with whom I once made plans for how we would conquer the world. But fate - or rather the decision to study different subjects - had separated us. We hardly saw each other anymore, but here, in this little snack bar, we reconnected at least once a week for a few hours and reminisced about a time when we really believed that life would just throw all its treasures at our feet.
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But we know better by now, don't we? This illusion that life owes you something quickly vanishes into thin air when you realise that the world out there isn't waiting for you, but has long since moved on without even noticing you. But for those few hours in this snack bar lovingly disguised as a "speciality restaurant", we were able to pretend that we were still pulling all the strings. We laughed at the misadventures of others, we forgot the routine of our daily lives for a moment and we pretended that everything was still as possible as it was when we were 16, looking at the world from the perspective of a classroom and agreeing that life couldn't touch us. Was it all just an illusion? Yes, perhaps. But what would life be without a few well-placed illusions?

But on Fridays, those sacred Fridays when the world seemed to stand still for a few hours, it simply didn't matter who was doing what in their everyday lives, who was dealing with what problems or who was worrying about the future. No, on these evenings we were simply the clique we used to be, sitting together carefree and without the burden of the years, as if time hadn't passed since school. No matter what everyday life looked like, we met week after week in this little kebab shop, which we pompously called a "restaurant", and made it our fortress against the outside world. It was almost a ritual: we ordered round after round of beer, let Murat serve us while he kept an eye on the counter with his friendly smile and always had a few jokes on his lips to make us laugh. We often sat there long after the restaurant had officially closed. Murat would start putting the chairs up at the tables and sweeping the floor to get everything ready for the next day, but we didn't mind. We felt like the last survivors of a wild evening who just wouldn't let go. It was our night, and we didn't care if we were dragging out Murat's evening - he seemed to be an integral part of this nostalgic Friday night anyway.
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For us, this evening meant much more than just a few beers and superficial conversations. It was an anchor in an ocean of change that adult life threw at us in all its unpredictable facets. An evening where the old times came back to life for a few hours, where the memories of our school days seemed as real and tangible as if we had just finished our final exams yesterday. We talked, laughed and drank as if we were invincible again, as if the seriousness of life was just a distant, grey cloud on the horizon. And whenever one of us spoke to the group, he not only talked about the things we had experienced together back then, but also about the small or big events that had happened in his life over the past week. The great thing was that none of us judged each other's lives, no one asked awkward questions or criticised decisions. It was as if we had all made a tacit pact: On these evenings, there are no judgements, no accusations, just us and our shared history. In a way, that was a reason to be proud - that we had managed to keep this one evening a week to ourselves, even after all the years and all the changes.
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For me personally, however, that evening had a deeper meaning, one that my friends never really suspected. Yes, we were close friends, perhaps the best friends imaginable, but still I carried a secret within
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