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The young protagonist, who has just moved to the vibrant metropolis, is mysteriously catapulted into a world that is deeply rooted in the past. What begins as a harmless visit to the museum quickly develops into a journey to ancient Rome, where he meets the charismatic emperor and the fascinating Protos. 
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As reality and dreams seem to blur, he is drawn deeper and deeper into the game of power, mysterious seduction and the ancient secrets of sensual experiences. But the line between past and present is thin, and not everything that seems lost remains hidden forever. Will he find his way back - or does fate have other plans for him?
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An erotic gay romance with explicit scenes.

I still don't know what exactly brought me to the museum that day. It was one of those moments that you try to explain later in retrospect, without ever being quite sure whether you're telling the truth. Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe it was a coincidence. But deep down I have the feeling that it was more than that - as if fate had sent me a very special sign that day.
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It was my first morning in this new, strange city. The first time I woke up in my own flat, in a bed that still felt strange. The coffee tasted different, not like at home, and even the water in the shower had an unfamiliar, slightly metallic odour. But none of this bothered me. On the contrary - it only strengthened my feeling that I had finally broken out of the narrow cage of my past. The air was filled with an exciting uncertainty that spurred me on to explore the new streets beneath my feet.
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I strolled through the city, saw people who didn't know me, buildings that meant nothing to me, and felt liberated for the first time in a long time. The hustle and bustle and noise of the city enveloped me like a protective cloak, as if to shield me from the quiet, nagging thoughts that lurked inside me. It was a strange contradiction: while I moved through the streets euphorically and full of zest for action, I also felt the latent restlessness inside me, this quiet, ever-present voice that reminded me. It reminded me of what I had left behind, of what lay hidden deep inside me.
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The start of my degree programme was imminent. A new chapter in my life - perhaps the most important one so far. And yet, while I saw all the possibilities before me, while I imagined how I would make new friends, have new experiences and perhaps finally find the happiness I had always dreamed of, there was this other side of me. A side that was afraid. Afraid that the past would catch up with me, that what I had tried so desperately to hide would not let go here either. The city was big, anonymous - perfect for starting over, for reinventing myself. But could I really do that? Was I capable of taking this step, or would the past always catch up with me?
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I didn't know. Not yet. But on this day, I was determined to put all that aside. I wanted to enjoy the sunny day, I wanted to explore the streets without letting my own thoughts hold me back all the time. I wanted the burden I was carrying to disappear for a moment. Perhaps it was precisely this urge that brought me to the museum - an unconscious need to lose myself, to escape somewhere where the past couldn't keep up with me.
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But the more I tried to suppress it, the more it forced its way into my consciousness. Images kept flashing up - the painful memories of my old life, of what I had hoped to leave behind. I tried to concentrate, to savour the new impressions, but the inner turmoil wouldn't let go of me. It was as if one part of me was striving forwards, into this new, promising life, while the other part remained firmly anchored in the past. And so I vacillated back and forth - between the euphoria of finally being free and the fear that this freedom was just an illusion.
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But I didn't want to think about it. Not on this day. Today should only be about the here and now, about the possibilities that lay ahead of me, about the promise of a new beginning. The past, everything that had shaped and broken me, should stay where it belonged - as a faint memory in the furthest corners of my mind. I was determined not to let it resurface. But the more I tried to suppress it, the more I felt it. And perhaps it was precisely this inner turmoil that finally drove me to the museum - in search of a place where I could calm down for a moment while a storm was still raging inside me.
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I was walking through the lively streets on this bright morning in a good mood and without a fixed destination, my head full of new impressions and thoughts, when something abruptly snapped me out of my reverie. A stand in the middle of the pavement suddenly loomed in front of me and I almost tripped over it.
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"The treasures of ancient Rome - last day of the exhibition today!"
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I stopped abruptly, as if struck by lightning, and my eyes were literally glued to these words. Beneath the inscription was the image of an ancient Roman temple - its imposing columns rising proudly and reverently into the sky. It was an image that captivated me, even though I had never had much interest in history before. Romans, temples, ancient treasures - all of this had been foreign to me until then, almost indifferent. But at that moment I felt something. It wasn't just curiosity that drew me in, but a deep, undefined urge, almost as if a quiet voice was whispering from the depths of my consciousness: "You have to go there."
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It felt strange, almost scary. But why not, I thought. It was a beautiful day, I had no plans and the museum was on my way. What harm could it do? Without giving it a second thought, I followed this strange intuition as if my fate was sealed by this one decision. I climbed the stone steps, entered the museum and bought my ticket.
It was surprisingly quiet inside. There was hardly a soul to be seen, and the echoing footsteps in the large, empty corridors gave me a feeling of loneliness that felt almost physical. When I entered the first exhibition room, I was surrounded by a strange atmosphere. Magnificent paintings hung on the walls, depicting scenes from a bygone era: Women in flowing white robes who looked like priestesses, deities looking down in awe at their mortal subjects, and heroic battle scenes in which men raised their swords and spears with determined expressions.

––––––––
[image: ]


With every picture I looked at, this world drew me deeper into its spell. The men, standing with their muscular bodies in heroic poses, seemed almost alive to me. I went from painting to painting, unable to get enough of the powerful, detailed depictions, and gradually I felt a strange fascination come over me. It was as if something was awakening in me, something that had been dormant for a long time.
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At the end of the hall, an open passageway led into a second hall. And there, in the centre of the room, I saw it: a life-size statue of a young man, completely naked, carved from marble, with a body so flawless that it had to be the work of a master. His skin, so smooth and even, seemed to change in the light, as if he were actually made of flesh and blood.
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Fascinated, I stopped, unable to take my eyes off him. It was as if I was staring at a real person - a person who was about to take a breath and open his eyes. My gaze slid down his muscular chest to his stomach, and for a tiny moment I thought I saw movement. A slight rise and fall, as if he was breathing. I held my breath, waiting, but nothing happened.
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I laughed quietly to myself, trying to shake off the absurdity of the thought. Of course the statue wasn't alive. And yet... something about it radiated such an overwhelming vibrancy that I felt uneasy. Almost unconsciously, I let my gaze wander around the room. There were other statues on the walls, each in a different pose, and they all looked disturbingly alive. Their faces, their eyes - it was as if they were watching me, as if they were waiting for me to turn my back on them so that they could move in secret.
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A shiver ran down my spine and I felt a subtle fear stirring inside me. The silence, the complete absence of other people in the hall, the ghostly vibrancy of the statues - it felt as if I had entered another world. A world that did not welcome me, but rather was waiting to devour me.
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I turned round with a queasy feeling and was about to leave the room when my gaze was suddenly magnetically drawn to a small statue in the corner. Unlike the others, it was inconspicuous, perhaps only the size of a packet of cigarettes. But something about it held me. The man depicted in the tiny figure was wearing a thin, semi-transparent cloak, and although he was so small, he seemed eerily alive. I felt it again - that look. That feeling of being watched. And this time I couldn't just shake it off.

His eyes, it seemed, were staring straight into my soul. My heart began to beat faster and I felt my hands start to tremble. What was this power that was holding me here? Why couldn't I break free? I took a deep breath, trying to suppress the rising panic. But the restlessness remained, gnawing at my mind.
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My heart was racing. It pounded so loudly that I felt as if the whole hall was echoing, as if every beat against my chest bounced off the walls and rang through the empty halls. Every breath felt heavier, as if the air was suddenly getting thicker. My ears were ringing, my pulse beating wildly in my temples, and yet I couldn't stop myself from walking
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