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Tobi lives in a world full of parties, fleeting encounters and inner emptiness. He has become accustomed to the surface of his life until one rainy morning changes everything. As he wanders aimlessly through the streets after a night of partying, he meets Mark - a quiet, introverted jogger who, at first glance, has nothing in common with Tobi's world. But when Mark approaches him and asks: "Is everything OK?", Tobi embarks on an emotional journey that touches him more deeply than he ever thought possible.

Mark, who has been hiding behind a façade of objectivity and reserve for years, struggles with the demons of his own insecurities. For him, closeness means fear - the fear of being hurt, the fear of giving too much to someone and losing himself in the process. But in Tobi's unexpected affection and patience, Mark finds something he has long thought impossible: a connection that is stronger than his inner doubts.

When the Rain Falls tells the deeply moving story of two young men who find each other in the midst of their own fears and insecurities. It is a story about overcoming barriers, the power of love and the hope that emerges even in the darkest moments. With a mixture of tender romance and emotional depth, the novel allows readers to experience what it feels like when two souls who have spent years searching for a foothold finally arrive ....

Two men who couldn't be more different, but who ultimately have one thing in common: the desire to finally find happiness. Only whether it can be found with the other of all people...?
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A GAY ROMANCE WITH explicit scenes.
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Do you know that too? That fleeting but steadily growing feeling that stirs deep inside you? It starts quietly, almost imperceptibly, but at some point it becomes an irrepressible urge. An urge that creeps into your consciousness, warning and reminding you: you've been hiding long enough. You have avoided the gaze of the truth long enough - a truth that only concerns you, that runs through your thoughts like a shadow and becomes ever more present. And then comes the moment, which seems inevitable, when you decide to put an end to this game of hide-and-seek.

There's this feeling that keeps coming back, like a whispering voice that you've ignored for days, months, maybe even years. But every time it returns, it becomes stronger, more urgent, and you sense that it won't let you go. It tells you: "Do you really want to run away any longer? Do you really want to keep going down the wrong path?" And then, out of nowhere, it pops up at the most inopportune moments when you least expect it - those fleeting moments you'd like to ignore. As if it could see that you have once again taken the wrong direction, as if it could record your every decision with an invisible finger.

You know it's right. Deep down, you know that this voice is speaking the truth. But instead of accepting it, you try to suppress it again. You push it back into the depths of your being, from which it has struggled to come to light, and carry on as before. You look for distraction, for a way to numb the discomfort - perhaps for a moment, perhaps for a little longer. You hope that it will be enough to keep this vague feeling at bay until you have the strength to ignore it again. But how long can you hold out?

Because even though the feeling may be right, there is something holding you back. Something that robs you of the courage to leave behind everything you have built up in your illusory world. This comfortable, familiar illusion that you have settled into. And you are not alone. Many others are trapped in their own illusory worlds, playing the game that everyone knows is the wrong one. But who has the courage to break through this illusion? Who dares to leave the comfort of the known and enter the unknown? A step that could change everything.

I had it.
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IT WAS A SUNDAY MORNING. Or rather, it was still deep in the night, at least that's how it felt, because I had just come out of a club. Time somehow seemed to stand still while I had been dancing all night. Outside it was already dawning, a soft grey was creeping over the rooftops of the city, but I didn't feel tired. On the contrary - my body was still full of energy, fuelled by the rhythms of the music and the countless energy drinks I had consumed over the hours. The dance floor had been my world, a world in which time was meaningless. But the atmosphere in the club had changed. The other guests, who were initially just as engrossed in the music as I was, began to become rowdy due to their excessive alcohol consumption. The exuberant atmosphere turned into an aggressive, almost threatening energy. Perhaps it was this change that made me leave the club. Perhaps otherwise I would have continued dancing, hoping the night would last forever.

As I stepped out of the door, the fresh breeze hit me like a cold shock. A light drizzle fell, its fine drops feeling cool and uncomfortable on my heated skin. For a brief moment, I considered changing my plan and fleeing back into the warmth and volume of the club. But just at that moment, the bouncer pushed a drunken guest out - right in front of my feet. The man landed roughly on the floor and as soon as he hit the ground, he threw up. The disgusting gush hit my trainers and I instinctively jumped backwards, disgusted. The cool wind that now whistled sharply around the corner, mixed with the fine raindrops, made me shiver. My sweaty T-shirt clung to my body, and as I didn't have a jacket with me, the cold immediately soaked into my skin, penetrating me and bringing goose bumps all over my body. The world around me was bathed in the gloomy grey of dusk, as if the city itself was trying to reflect my mood. Everything seemed desolate and empty, and with every breath I took, I felt the gravity of this moment more clearly.

I turned away and took a few steps down the deserted street. The muffled, electronic beats of the club, which even filtered through the thick, closed doors outside, had accompanied me for a short time, like an eerie beat for my steps. But now everything had fallen silent and I slowed my pace. I shoved my hands deep into the pockets of my trousers, as if I could bring a little warmth back into my body that way, as if I could banish the feeling of loneliness and cold that was slowly spreading through me. Maybe it was the weather, maybe it was the growing tiredness that was now hitting me in the face, but there was a heavy, depressing weight over my thoughts. It was the first time in many weeks that I had walked out of a club alone. No date, no hot flirtation that led to a quick night out, nothing. This time, I was the one who was left alone, who made my way home without company.

I was nineteen, looked younger, and since I'd moved to this city over six months ago, I'd imagined I could always find someone. The clubs had been my playground, a place where I could easily meet men to spend the night with. But today? Everything was different today. The loneliness hit me with full force. Every step I took on the wet pavement intensified the feeling that I was not only walking through the empty streets of this city, but also through a grey, infinite emptiness within myself. The drizzle mingled with the chill of loneliness that clung to me like an unwelcome companion. And as I walked on, images from my past appeared before my inner eye. Images of a time before this city, a time that was just as bleak and grey as the morning that was now unfolding before me. It felt like I was going right back there - as if the path I had travelled more than half a year ago was now leading me backwards, back into a loneliness that I so desperately wanted to leave behind.
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AT THE TIME, I THOUGHT that if I could just get away from home and the stuffiness that prevailed there, I would find happiness. Then I could finally be who I was deep down inside and would no longer have to hide. However, the dream was overtaken by reality, even though I managed to break out of myself and live out what I had suppressed for so long. In the beginning, I actually thought I had met a prince charming in one of these clubs. But I quickly woke up from this dream. After sex in the morning, it was over and Prince Charming once again became the small, insignificant frog in a big pond full of other frogs who
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