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A weekend, an invitation, a secret - and an adventure that changes everything.
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When Marvin pulls the small card out of the envelope, he has no idea what the words written on it will mean for his life. What at first glance appears to be a harmless gift from his friends Jonathan and Elias turns out to be a gateway to a world beyond his wildest imagination. A weekend full of surprises, intense experiences and unspoken truths awaits him.
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But behind the seemingly innocent fun lies something bigger - a journey to himself, an adventure that crosses boundaries and changes Marvin. Because what begins as a friendly gift turns into an experience that turns his world upside down forever.
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A gay romance with erotic scenes. 
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Some gifts carry a strange magic - they can open doors to secrets you never dared to reveal or to truths that remained hidden from you. At least that's what happened to me shortly after my eighteenth birthday, when I learnt a lesson I had never thought possible. The afternoon of that day went exactly as my parents had dreamed: a stiff celebration at home, with steaming coffee and homemade cake, while I listened to the monotonous congratulations on my coming of age from the ranks of my family. Their voices were polite, almost mechanical, and I heard the words as if they were coming from far away, through a wall of distance that I had erected myself.
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But I had made other plans for the evening - plans that promised a little freedom. Jonathan and Elias, my two best friends, had invited me to celebrate with them. They were only a year older than me and yet they often seemed to be worlds ahead of me. Perhaps this was because they shared a secret that was also mine - one that weighed heavier than I was sometimes able to bear. We were gay. For Jonathan and Elias, this was no longer a burden, but a fact that they lived with an admirable openness. I, on the other hand, felt the weight of this word like a stone on my chest, a secret that suffocated me the longer I kept it to myself.
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In my family, in our house, time seemed to stand still, as if in a fortress fortified against progress. I couldn't imagine how my parents would react if I told them the truth. I visualised the scene in my mind: My mother, white as a sheet, hands cupped to her mouth, a sound somewhere between a scream and a sob choking in her throat. My father, his brow furrowed, his eyes hard, full of anger directed at me. A tender smile or even understanding? No, I couldn't imagine that. That possibility didn't exist in my world.
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The fear of this confrontation held me captive. Maybe, I often thought, I could dare to do it one day if I was strong enough, if I lived my own life, away from my parents' expectations and judgements. But that evening, coming out was nothing more than a distant hope, an uncertain dream. Because I knew - or at least I thought I knew - that this confession would only result in one thing in my parents' house: the loss of what I had to call home. The walls of our house not only seemed to ward off the modern world, but also any possibility of finding myself in it.
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It was a realisation that initially hit me harder than I wanted to admit: the realisation that I was gay. It had crept into my life like a quiet, constant throbbing until I could no longer ignore it. At first, this fact felt like a burden, a stone that I carried around with me without knowing where to put it. But at some point, Jonathan and Elias appeared in my life - two people who seemed like lighthouses in the middle of the foggy jungle of my feelings. They managed to clear the thorns that kept hurting me and show me that there were ways to breathe more freely.
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Jonathan and Elias were as close as you'd expect a couple to be, and yet they didn't follow any set rules, as you might recognise from romantic notions. They laughed when someone referred to them as a 'couple' and explained to me with a wink that they didn't care about the rigid boundaries of a traditional relationship. Instead, they had what they described as an open relationship - an arrangement where they were allowed to nibble on another piece of cake every now and then without jealousy getting the better of them or one confronting the other. This openness, this freedom in their togetherness, fascinated me.
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I couldn't help but envy them - for their experiences, their naturalness, their ease in dealing with their feelings. They moved through this world with an ease that I could only dream of. My own life seemed pale and unfulfilled in comparison, a picture that lacked colour. I hadn't experienced these moments, these moments that make your heart beat faster and that you keep in your memory later like treasures. It was as if I was standing on the edge of their universe, gazing longingly into it, wondering if I would ever find the courage to claim the same freedom for myself.
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Well, I certainly knew how to masturbate and jerk off. I could also imagine what it was like with a man, because I regularly watched the relevant films on the internet, to which I then satisfied myself. The only thing missing was my first real time and it felt damn good to talk about it with Elias and Jonathan when we met up. I have to admit, it always excited me when the subject came up and they divulged some details of their adventures. Sometimes I imagined what one of them would look like naked or when I saw one of these films online the following evening, I had to think about how one of the roles would be filled by Elias or Jonathan. They both looked really attractive and I envied them for how open-hearted and direct they could be. I simply felt at ease in their presence and they were like an oasis that I could always escape to when the other, normal world I lived in became too confining. 
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Shortly before my eighteenth birthday, Jonathan announced with a mysterious smile that they both had something very special planned for me. "Get ready for a crazy adventure," he said, his tone swinging between teasing anticipation and a hint of seriousness. His words triggered a quiet unease in me that lingered like a shadow in the back of my mind. An insane adventure - what was that supposed to mean? Whatever they had come up with, it sounded like it had the potential to tear me out of my familiar, quiet world.
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On the evening of my birthday, I finally received her surprise: an envelope that felt almost heavy in my hands. When I opened it, a shiny card glistened in front of me. The words on it were as enigmatic as they were promising: "A sports festival of dreams". I read the sentence several times, as if I could read some hidden meaning from the glitter of the letters. But the mystery remained. When I looked questioningly at Jonathan and Elias, I saw two grins, wide and full of secret joy. Almost in chorus, as if in agreement, they declared: "A weekend of sport, what else?"
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"A whole weekend?" I repeated, my voice quivering with nervousness as I tried to get my thoughts straight. The thought of spending a weekend with the two boys was undoubtedly exciting, almost too good to be true. But the foggy idea of a "sports festival" set my inner alarm bell ringing. What kind of adventure had they come up with? What kind of sport was it going to be? My imagination began to run wild, but none of my ideas seemed to do justice to the mysterious tension in the air.
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And so began a game of anticipation and trepidation that raged in my head. I sensed that they had something planned that was far beyond my imagination - something that would push me out of the comfort zone I had been hiding in for years. And although I had no idea what was in store for me, I had a strange feeling that the answer to their riddles would come sooner than I would have liked.

***
[image: ]


I had told my parents that I was going camping with a few friends. It was a harmless lie, carefully chosen so as not to raise any questions. The day before, Elias and Jonathan had advised me to pack a Speedo swimming costume, large towels and a change of shirts in my rucksack. Swimming trunks, towels - probably a trip to a lake, I thought as I went over their words again and again. A swimming trip. It sounded so simple and yet so tempting. I loved swimming, they both knew that, and the idea of being with them on a quiet stretch of water where we could leave everyday life behind filled me with quiet anticipation.
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While I was packing my things, images came into my head, so vivid that they were almost tangible. I could already see us sitting on the shore of a clear, dark lake, the water shimmering in the moonlight, a campfire crackling in the cool night. I heard the soft laughter of Jonathan and Elias, saw their faces in the flickering glow of the fire and imagined us telling each other stories - funny ones, silly ones, maybe a few serious ones too
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