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If love demands sacrifice, what are you prepared to give? 
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Shadows at college - A love in the shadow of convention
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Andrew never expected his life at college to become so complicated. What began as a dream of a football career quickly developed into a double life full of secrets. He is one of the rising stars on the college team, but his heart belongs to Chris - a team-mate with whom he shares a forbidden love. A love that blossoms in secret because the reality of college life and the narrow world of football have no understanding for it.
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Shadows at College tells the moving story of two young men who have to protect their love in a hostile world. It is a story about the courage to remain true to oneself, about the power of love and the liberation that can come from breaking the chains of convention. 
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An emotional drama that looks beneath the surface of an elite sporting world and shows how love and freedom can be fought for despite all obstacles...
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Warning: This book contains explicit, homoerotic scenes and is suitable for adult readers only. 
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Chapter 1

––––––––
[image: ]


"The team is your family. We stand together, we suffer together and we solve any problems we have together. Everything that happens in our team stays in our team. Because the team is our family, which we honour and respect and on which we don't let a single shadow fall." We hear these words from our coach over and over again. He preaches them like a mantra that is deeply engraved in our memory. Each of us could recite these words by heart without even thinking for a moment. A mantra that had far more weight and power than it seemed at first glance. It sounded harmless, almost motivating, but in reality it was one of the most unusual experiences I had in my life so far - an experience that would turn my entire understanding of team spirit and cohesion on its head.
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But before I go into that, I should probably start from the beginning so you understand how I got into this situation. My name is Andrew, and I'm in my last year of college. But to be honest, this college I'm going to is actually not the kind of place someone like me would normally end up at. It's one of those elite colleges where the students come from wealthy families - families who can easily afford the high tuition. Families whose children never have to think about how they will pay for their place at such an institution. My parents, on the other hand, simple people, could never afford such a school in their lives. The school fees here would plunge them into debt for years, and I myself would never have found my way here without help. It wasn't my brilliant mind or outstanding academic achievements that secured my place either. No honours in maths, no prizes in chemistry or special talents in the humanities brought me here.
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No, the only reason I'm here at this university is my body. More specifically, what I can do with this body on the football field. A little over three years ago, I received a full scholarship that allowed me to enter this college - on the condition that I join the college football team and put my name on a contract. This opportunity came out of nowhere, but I didn't hesitate for a moment. The offer was too tempting to turn down.
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This college and its football team are known far beyond the borders of the state. It is one of the best teams in the country, and anyone who plays here has the chance to become the focus of major football scouts. Grades weren't a big issue for me from the beginning, just like the coach promised me when I was recruited. He had made it clear to me that my performance on the pitch was more important than anything else. Good games would automatically lead to good grades, and if I played well enough to be spotted by the headhunters of the big teams, my academic achievements would be irrelevant anyway. It was a tantalising thought - a future where I wouldn't have to worry about my grades as long as I excelled on the field. And so I accepted the offer without hesitation.
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At the time, it was a huge step for me to move from my small, sleepy backwater in Iowa, which hardly anyone would find on a map, to the dazzling and endlessly pulsating metropolis of New York. It was a move that filled me with mixed feelings, because it meant not only a geographical change, but also a profound change in my life. On the one hand, there was my mum and dad, who had always supported me and whom I would now rarely see. I knew even then that I would miss them dearly, because their familiarity and constant care had always given me stability. But on the other hand, I felt immense relief and almost euphoric joy at finally being able to escape the narrowness and stuffiness of the provincial bourgeoisie - the place where everyone knew everyone else and life was always the same. I was ready to leave the shackles of petty thinking behind me and move to a city that was bursting with life and where, as the saying goes, literally anything was possible.
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I hardly left any friends behind. There were a few schoolmates or boys from the neighbourhood with whom I got on well. We spent time together, went to school together and did sports together. But that was basically it. It had never been more than a superficial, good understanding - an understanding that ended as soon as it came to the really deep, personal things in life. The kind of intimate secrets that you normally only share with a real friend that you can really trust. I had never made friends like that. I knew that none of my so-called friends would ever understand the biggest secret I had inside me. After all, it had taken me a long time to realise it myself when I did. So how could I expect anyone else to be able to accept it or even understand it?

––––––––
[image: ]


So when I received an invitation to a college recruiting event in New York, it seemed like a huge opportunity, a once-in-a-lifetime chance that I absolutely had to take. Our coach, who always had a good eye for talent, had recommended me to a few schools and, as he told me in a quiet moment, he wanted to give me the opportunity to start a career in the sport in which I had already had some success. So I travelled to New York to take part in this event, which was to last a whole weekend. It was a comprehensive test that included both a trial training session and medical tests to put my physical fitness and health through its paces. Such events were nothing unusual and I felt honoured to have been invited at all. For me, this invitation was not only a sporting opportunity, but also the first time I had ever travelled to New York - a city that I had previously only known from films and stories.
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I had heard a lot about the college I was about to attend and knew that it was a hotbed of great football careers. Expectations were high, and I could literally feel the tension crackling inside me as the train finally pulled into New York's massive Central Station. My heart was pounding and my nervousness grew immeasurably. If they accepted me, it would mean a whole new life for me - a life in a strange, exciting city where I could get closer to my dreams than ever before. But if they rejected me, it would be a bitter defeat that would dash all my hopes for a fresh start, for freedom and for what I longed for most - to finally be the person I really was - in an instant.

––––––––
[image: ]


But as it soon turned out, all these dreams were just dreams. At least that's how it felt at first. At first it looked quite promising. As soon as I got off the train and entered the huge, impressive hall of Central Station, my eyes fell on a large sign at the end of the platform. A young man, barely older than me, was holding it up. My name was written on it in large, black letters: "Andrew." Without hesitating for long, I walked up to him, my heart still full of excitement, and greeted him with a shy smile: "Hey, I'm Andrew."

He smiled broadly, held out his hand to me and said in a friendly tone: "Great, I'm Chris. I've been sent to pick you up. There's a limousine waiting outside to take us to the college. Is that all the luggage you have with you?" He pointed to the small, worn sports bag in my hand, which I had packed in a makeshift manner. I nodded hesitantly, a little embarrassed because I sensed that this was a different world. We left the station concourse and as we stepped outside, my eyes fell on the limousine parked in the pick-up area - a shiny, black stretch limo, the kind you usually only see in Hollywood films. My heart leapt. It was the first time I'd ever seen a car like this in real life.
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"Wow," I said with a mixture of amazement and disbelief, "I'm being picked up in a limousine?" It seemed surreal that they were going to so much trouble to impress me. I was just a boy from the provinces who had earned a scholarship playing football. And now they were treating me like a VIP.
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Chris grinned broadly and replied: "Our coach is very keen that you like it here. He wants to make sure that you decide to join our team. You should want for nothing." With a casual movement, he took my rucksack from me and stowed it in the huge boot of the limousine. I could hardly believe what was happening. Then we got in and suddenly I felt like an important person - like I was on my way to a big, important event.
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As the limousine started to move, I almost pressed my face against the window pane and marvelled at the impressive skyscrapers that passed us like gigantic canyons to the left and right. The buildings towered so high into the sky that I had to tilt my head back to see their tops. Everything seemed so huge, so monumental, that I could hardly believe I was really here. It was as if I had landed in another world. Iowa, with its flat landscapes and wide open fields, suddenly seemed incredibly far away.
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Chris watched me for a moment, then grinned and said: "It looks like you like New York. Have you been here before?" His tone was light, almost joking, as if he had already guessed what my answer would be.
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"No," I replied without taking my eyes off the window, "it's my first time here. It's just... gigantic!" My eyes continued to wander over the canyons of streets, the endless rows of cars, the busy people crowding the pavements. It was as if I was trapped in a dream that was exciting and overwhelming at the same time.
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Chris laughed softly. "If you fancy it," he finally said, "I could show you a few nice corners of the city
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