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SOMETIMES THE KEY TO happiness lies in the past and we have to take the arduous path once again to realise what we really want....
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IN ZWISCHEN WELTEN (Between Worlds), a young man tells of the inner conflict that has accompanied him throughout his youth. Caught between the expectations of the outside world and his own deeply hidden desires, he struggles with the constant pressure to play a role that doesn't suit him. While his classmates look forward to graduation, he dreams of a new beginning, far away from the place that forces him to hide. But on the cusp of this new life, he begins to question what could have been if he had found the courage to reveal his truth sooner. 
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IN THIS HAUNTING, EMOTIONAL retrospective, the story unfolds of a young man who lives between two worlds in search of himself - one in which he is who everyone expects him to be, and one in which he is finally allowed to be himself.
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AN EROTIC GAY ROMANCE with explicit scenes.
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If you want to be everyone's friend, you won't be a good friend to anyone....

"You know," Richard said quietly, almost whispering, as he lay next to me, looking at the sky and drawing a smoky trail in the air with the cigarette in his hand. His arm rested behind his head, his eyes half-closed, as if he was searching for something in the rising clouds of smoke, something indefinable, something that only he could see. The silence between us was almost palpable, pervaded by this thick, blue smoke that slowly dissipated, seeming almost as heavy and meaningful as his thoughts. I sensed that something was working inside him as he spoke in this thoughtful tone - a tone I had hardly heard from him before. A tone so deep and serious that it made me involuntarily turn my head towards him. I looked at his face, young and flawless in the dusk, as if he were a blank page, and yet there was something in his features that captivated me. His eyes seemed closed, as if he saw things I could not grasp, and his lips formed as if they held words that were heavier than usual. It was as if he'd been waiting, as if he'd let all those seconds pass just to make sure he had my undivided attention - that he'd caught the perfect moment to really get to me.

Then he continued, his voice clearer now, but still in that strange, dreamy tone: "You know, I sometimes have the feeling that we experience something like a film at the end of our lives. Imagine you're lying there, just before everything comes to an end, and a film is running in your head. Not an ordinary story, but a montage of all the moments that really touched you. The scenes that made the deepest impression on you - the ones that shaped you. Perhaps the first real laughs you experienced or the hardest tears you shed. The looks you shared with someone, the nights when you thought you could hug the whole sky. It's all there, once again, in front of your inner eye as you take your last breaths. These memories, they are like a kind of key - or perhaps a ticket. It's almost as if they send you on the path you will take when everything is over. And the more such impressions you have gathered, the more intensely you have lived, the better the class of your 'ticket' when you leave this world and enter the next. Whatever that next world is."

I listened to him and felt goose bumps slowly spreading on my arms, even though the night had not yet turned chilly. His words, so strange and yet so full of meaning, hovered between us like an unspoken truth. Something in his voice made me believe that he really meant it - that he actually believed it, even if it sounded so unimaginable. And although I was never particularly interested in such things, I found myself starting to think about it. There was something both reassuring and unsettling about the idea of our lives being summarised in the final seconds in a kind of cinematic flashback. The idea that each of our moments would take on meaning again at the end was tantalising, almost poetic. And yet it frightened me.

"So... as if these impressions, these moments we've experienced, are like a kind of bribe? As if you were putting a special coin in the hand of the ferryman on the Styx so that he would take you across the river in first class - straight to the afterlife, perhaps to Hades?" My voice sounded strange to my own ears, a strange echo of my thoughts still searching for the right words. "Do you really believe that? That when it's over, we'll go somewhere else? That we don't just end up in this world, but emerge somewhere else? Maybe in another life?"

It was a strange question and I didn't even know exactly why I was asking it. It wasn't that I was a believer - quite the opposite. I had never been particularly interested in religion and all these spiritual questions, and yet his serious voice seemed to draw me into a world I had previously avoided. Perhaps it was the way he spoke about it, so calmly and firmly, as if he had already found the answers I was still looking for. He was just as young as I was, and yet he had already given such thought to the meaning of life, to what comes after. I couldn't help but be infected by the melancholy that suddenly hung in the air. The thought that everything we experience here could have a meaning - that it might even prepare us for something we can't yet understand - made something inside me vibrate. Whether it was fear or hope, I didn't know. But it wouldn't let go of me.
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"I DON'T KNOW," RICHARD finally said, taking another deep drag on his cigarette. The smoke slowly curled upwards, losing itself in the height of the room, and Richard seemed to fix his gaze on the fleeting vapours as if spellbound, as if he could find an answer in them. It was as if he was trying to read the thoughts forming inside him in the threads of smoke, which were as ephemeral as the words he was searching for. "But I think there must be something. Something beyond what we are experiencing here. Maybe it's not comparable to what we know as real life, not like the world we're living in right now. But I can't imagine that it's all here for no reason, that we just turn up, spend a few decades on this earth, struggle through the ups and downs of life, only to disappear at the end as if we never existed. There must be more to it than that, right? It can't be that it's all for nothing, that all our feelings, experiences, all the pain and joy we experience are ultimately meaningless."

He turned his head towards me and at that moment our eyes met. His eyes seemed so intense, as if he was expecting something from me with that look, an approval, a confirmation. The bright sparkle in his eyes that I had seen so often in the last few days was back. That sparkle, paired with a slight, almost shy smile, that had fascinated me so much since I had met him. It was this innocent smile that had captivated me, and although his words sounded heavy and profound, he had this youthful light-heartedness that made him seem so vulnerable at the same time. I could feel my heart beating faster. The way he talked about these things - about life, about death, about the meaning behind it - was strange and frightening at the same time. It scared me, although I couldn't say exactly why. Perhaps because I had never really thought about such topics myself. Perhaps because I sensed that his thoughts were leading somewhere I couldn't follow.

"But don't you think," I began hesitantly, trying to find the right words, "that all this talk of an afterlife is just there to reassure us? To give us humans something to cling to because we can't cope with the idea that everything just ends? It sounds like it's just an invention to take away our fear of nothingness." My voice sounded firmer than I felt, and yet I could feel my heart beating faster in my chest. It was a strange feeling to talk to someone my age about death - about the end of something that had only just begun. We were still at the beginning of our lives, and yet our conversation centred on what would inevitably come at some point. The thought that this moment would one day become a reality, that we might both end up right here, at this point, felt unreal and yet frighteningly real.

Richard laughed softly, a bitter, short laugh that didn't match the cheerful twinkle in his eyes at all. "That's a pretty sober view," he said, and there was a gentle reproach in his voice. "Do you really think it's that simple? That we only believe in something because we're afraid of the end? Of course, there are many who cling to such ideas, who cling to the thought of an afterlife because they can't accept that everything is over with their last breath. But I think there is something in between. Something between the strict dogmas of religions that want to tell us what life is like after death and the cold logic of science, which claims that after the last heartbeat there is only darkness."

He paused for a moment, as if he wanted to make sure I could follow him. Then he continued, his voice softer, almost as if he were revealing a secret: "I believe that the soul
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