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Marius is the only son of a respected business family - a life that appears perfect from the outside. His father's expectations are clear: Marius is to take over the management of the family business one day. But there is one condition that throws everything into disarray: he must be married. Because, his father believes, a family business can only be run successfully with a family of its own.
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The problem? Marius is gay - a truth he can never reveal to his tradition-conscious family.
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In his distress, he confides in Mary, a young woman who quickly becomes more than just an ally. Together they hatch a plan: a marriage of convenience to convince Marius' family that he is well on his way to fulfilling their expectations. Everything seems perfect - until Benjamin, Mary's charismatic stepbrother, turns up.
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Benjamin shakes everything up. His look, his smile, the unspoken tensions - all this shakes the walls that Marius has erected around his true self. Finally, on the night before the planned wedding, something happens that finally unhinges Marius' life and changes it forever...
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A gay romance with erotic scenes. 
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Anyone who believes that the life of a son in a family that runs a large, successful company that has been established for generations must automatically be filled with happiness, prosperity and unlimited freedom is very much mistaken. Yes, everything seemed perfect on the outside: my parents always made sure that I wanted for nothing. From an early age, I was equipped with every conceivable technical toy as soon as my little hands were able to use them. There was a generous amount of pocket money - sometimes even double if my parents hadn't agreed. And the schools? Only the best, of course, because one day I had to be ready to follow in my father's huge footsteps and continue the business.
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There were no discussions about it, no questions, no alternatives. I was the heir, that was set in stone from an early age. And yet - with all the comfort, with all the things that surrounded me - my life often felt strangely empty. Because while other children were moulding their own dreams, seeking their own paths, I was living a plan that was never mine. From the outside, you could have said there was nothing to complain about. But what no one saw was the weight of this expectation that constantly weighed on my shoulders - a weight that sometimes almost crushed me.
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Actually. Because, as is always the case, where there is a lot of light and glamour, there is also a shadow lurking somewhere. A dark spot that you might not even notice at first glance - hidden behind the façade of perfection, dazzling success and all the brilliant productions created for the outside world. But if you look just a little deeper, further than is actually intended, you will recognise it. And the closer you look, the colder and more oppressive it appears. This shadow, it seemed to me, grew with every effort to hide it. It became impenetrable and oppressive - like a cold, heavy cloth that takes away all the air you can breathe.
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This shadow in my life was my parents' conservative worldview. It wasn't just a casual detail that could be ignored - it permeated our homes, our conversations, our relationships. It was an invisible but omnipresent law that was deeply engrained in our lives. And it wasn't just my father from whom these expectations emanated, as one might assume. He, who ran both our family and the company with an almost unyielding patriarchal authority, was certainly the driving force behind it. But it was also my mum. She, the one who I had hoped would sometimes stand by me, understand me, perhaps make my world a little brighter - she was no different. Whenever it mattered, she sided with my father.
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Why? I asked myself that so often. Perhaps she had simply become too accustomed to the comfortable life she enjoyed as the wife of a respected businessman. A life of comfort, privilege and prestige that she perhaps appreciated more than I could ever understand. Or maybe she didn't realise how much her words and opinions affected me - how much they reinforced this feeling of being alone, a stranger in my own family. But whatever the reason, in those moments I felt an emptiness that chilled me to the core. It was as if her loyalty to him robbed me of the opportunity to ever really be free, to ever really be myself.
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As a child, I perhaps didn't care that their appreciation for me so rarely resulted in a genuine, warm smile. Instead, it always seemed to come with strings attached, peppered with demands that never quite let go of me. When I brought home a good grade and proudly showed her my report card, she would say: "Well done." But as soon as she said it, she added: "But that could happen more often." It was as if every praise was just a brief stopover on the way to a new expectation - never a goal, never a moment in which I could really feel good enough. Early on, I got the impression that I would never be able to live up to their expectations, no matter how hard I tried.
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But as a young boy, I was still too young to really understand this emptiness inside me. I felt it, yes, but I didn't know what it meant or how it would shape me internally. Instead, I unconsciously found my own way to compensate for this lack of recognition - almost automatically, without ever really thinking about it. With the very generous pocket money my parents gave me, I bought myself the latest toys, little gadgets that were coveted by my classmates at the time. As soon as I showed them off at school, I felt something that was so often missing at home: attention. Admiration.
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In those moments, I was the centre of attention. It was as if an invisible spotlight was only focussed on me, as if the sun in all its warmth and brightness was only shining for me. I enjoyed it - for a long time, in fact. These moments were like little islands in an otherwise barren sea of expectations and pressure. In these brief periods, surrounded by the admiring glances and envious comments of my classmates, I could forget that I was never enough at home. It felt like a substitute for something I was missing so much that I couldn't put it into words at the time. But as with any illusion, one day I was disillusioned.
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At some point, during puberty, I suddenly came to a bitter realisation: it wasn't really me that the others liked. No, they liked what I showed off, what I brought with me - the shiny things that attracted attention. It wasn't my true nature that attracted them, but what I represented to them. The recognition I found in the groups and cliques of my classmates suddenly felt hollow, almost like a deceptively genuine copy of a valuable original. They laughed, yes, they let me take part in their conversations, and sometimes they even pretended that I was one of them. But deep down, I felt that it wasn't about me. It was about what they could get out of me - whether it was access to the latest thing I had or the small gain in prestige that came with being around me.

This realisation hit me with a force that I could hardly bear at first. I began to question myself from the inside: who was I really if I took all these things away? Would anyone stay to get to know me? Or was there just an empty shell that was filled with external values?
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But while I was lost in these dark thoughts, I realised something else about myself - a kind of light in the midst of this shadow. It was a burgeoning longing for something real, something that had nothing to do with material things. It was as if my inner self, long suppressed and covered up by all the expectations and external demands, was slowly but surely finding its voice. A quiet whisper that told me that there had to be more - more than what I had known until then. Perhaps this longing was my first real step towards freedom, even if I didn't know at the time where it would lead me.
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There's that time that catches up with everyone at some
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