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       I dedicate this book to my dear love in memory of the years working in the European community as a driver. I miss those days when it was just the two of us on the streets of Europe.

        I miss those days when we were free and no one and nothing stopped us from doing what we felt and wanted it to do it. In the memory of those unforgettable moments and in the memory of our love that remained even after the tempers that fell on us and that will remain even beyond this life.

      

    



This book is a fiction story inspired by real facts. Certain scenes in the book happened exactly as described, but with a slight modification to not involve real people. All the characters and names are fictional. Any resemblance to someone's life is just a coincidence.
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CHAPTER 1
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Even before I was born, my fate had been settled in such a way that bad luck would always follow me. My mother wanted a girl, which is the only way I got rid of the doctor's scalpel and his pleasure of getting me out of her womb.

My luck and probably the first and only one was that my mother had hoped to give birth to a girl until the last minute despite her disappointment and remaining with only the desire and dream of having a girl because I came into the world... as a boy.

I think I can imagine the disappointment on her face when she finally was able to lay eyes on me... her little boy. She has shown it to me even over the years. I was treated differently by my brothers, and I was always the one accused of the crap we were doing as children. I was blamed even if it was their fault. I took the beating even for their mistakes.

Everything was wrong was my fault. I was the black sheep of the family. I grew up with hatred in my heart for my brothers and especially for my mother. My father died when I was far too young to remember him.

Maybe if he were in our life, I would have grown up in a typical family where my mother would not have to be a mother and a father. Back then, I was not aware of the sacrifices she made to raise us by herself.

I left home when I was still a kid. I took life into my own hands before I understood what it means to live among people. I was seventeen when I left home. I had an unhappy childhood, and yet I hoped I would be able to face anything.

I had too many weaknesses, and I was not aware of them yet. I was confident in my strengths, but I was far too naive to succeed. I needed many life lessons, but I did not expect to be knocked to the ground so often.

I knew I needed a lot of strength and patience. I left home without telling anyone where I was going; even I did not know. I just wanted to be as far away from my family as possible. I had never been appreciated or understood.

Even when I dared to unload my soul, I was not believed by anyone. They were not willing to sacrifice their time to understand me.

My heart was pounding; my palms were wet... I had gone on a road of no return. I did not know where, and it did not even matter anymore.

I would hide in a snake hole just so no one would find me. And yet, I had no choice; I had to face life as it was and as it came my way. I did not know precisely how it had happened.

I did not know why!

It all happened quickly, unexpectedly, and I did not dwell too much on the details. It did not matter... nothing mattered anymore. Perhaps this is the most surprising part of life.   Nothing matters.

I wanted to take everything from life as I had been taken away from the right to happiness from the day I was born.   Sometimes I tend to curse that day, yet I hope that I came to this world with a purpose. I hope there is someone out there in the world who will teach me what happiness and the joy of living means.

I learned several jobs until I understood which one defines me. I even learned the art of being a bully. Before I was told that I was ready to be part of the gang that beat people up to get goods back in exchange for the money they owed, I had taken so much beating that I was left with sequels for life.

Mostly I had been punched in the head. I had become the best of them, and I was proud of myself even though I knew what I was doing was wrong.

I was nicknamed Bruce Lee because I applied kicks and headshots so fast that no one expected in our group of recoverers. I was using blows with incredible thirst. I felt liberated every time.

That was probably my way of venting the anger I had so long inside of me.

I realized that my greatest passion is driving. I learned this job from an older man who had been a truck driver all his life. I was not into big tonnage cars, but I loved driving.

I learned everything I know from him now, and I am sorry he could not see what I have accomplished from everything he instilled in me. He died a few weeks after I left him.

I lived in the same house with him. In addition to being a driver, I learned from him how to be a man. He taught me how to behave with a woman, and when the day comes to marry, I will not forget the oath I will make in front of the altar.

He told me how many temptations came his way, and he never deceived his wife. No matter how long he stayed away from her, and no matter how many attractions came in his way, he remained faithful to his wife until the end. I did not have the pleasure of meeting her personally because she died a few months before I got to work for him.

I also started to love traveling through Europe. He always told me about his adventures around the world, which motivated me to be like him. Until the day he had the tragic accident that left him without both legs.

He always had tears in his eyes when he told me this story. Not because he was without legs, but because he could not drive anymore. He was driving out of passion, not for money.

He was coming home that day. He was driving on a bridge when at one point, he saw in front of him two cars involved in the accident and on the road two people lying on the street.

He did not have a high speed, and yet he could not stop in time. He had two options. It will either pass over people lying on the road or swerve and fall off the bridge. He chose the latter, believing he would get away with minor injuries.

He had made that route so often and knew the bridge was not very high, so he hoped that he would make it out alive until the last minute. He could not have lived with a clear conscience anyway if he had killed those people.

He would rather die than take someone else's life. He was in a coma, during which his legs were amputated, which was also why I was looking after him.

He had no children, and I think that regret destroyed him the most. Being always gone and spending too little time at home with his wife did not get the chance to have kids. He was, however, grateful that his wife always stood by him and supported him.  I was hoping I could meet such a wonderful and special woman.

I already knew all the risks of being a driver in the community, yet I had not given up on that idea. I have been taking care of Mr. Mihai for five years. He died way too soon.

I wish he had seen how much passion he instilled in me for being a driver. I hoped he was proud of me. I was like a son to him, and I am sure he is proud of me from up there.
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I was driving hundreds of miles every day, and I loved doing that. As tiring as it was, I was holding out. I was going all over Europe, and I was happy. That was my only happiness in life.

These were the only times I felt fulfilled and full of life. The steering wheel was my best friend. I was not driving a truck like Mr. Mihai once did. I was driving a 3.5-ton van.

I even had a bed in the cabin. It was not as big as the one in the trucks, but I was not sleeping on the car seat. There were days when I spent time in parking lots and days when I was driving like crazy.

I was distributing costly car parts to various companies all over Europe. I always had to be careful where I parked to rest because many parking lots had lots of thieves stealing the goods.

I was risking my life as well as my job if I did not take all the precautions. I had heard many stories in which drivers were asleep with a gas that was either inserted through the crack of the window because they left it open so they wouldn't die asphyxiated because of the heating system, or they were asleep through the car's ventilation system.

Then the thieves even stole their wallets with documents and all the money. I met many drivers in different parking lots who did not even have the money to eat. 

I always offered them what I was having with me. Every driver has a story to tell. Each driver sacrifices his family, but among them were those who spent all their money on alcohol, sex, or gambling.

I also had the tragic experience of getting acquainted with death twice in the same place.

I woke up at the exit of the roundabout. It all lasted less than a minute, during which time I saw a woman on the car seat next to me who put her hand on my shoulder and tried to wake me up.

The same story happened on my return from Spain when I went through the same roundabout. It is said that a woman who was run over by a truck died there while the driver had fallen asleep while driving. 

Since then, many drivers who enter that roundabout fall asleep and are always woken up before they come out of the way by the same woman who appears next to them.

I once had a wife. I met her in a parking lot in Arad. It was midnight when I arrived in Romania and decided to go to a hotel to rest. 

My back was hurting terribly, I had driven 36 hours without a break. I was not happy about sleeping in the cabin bed, being too small.

I needed a big bed to stretch my legs and a hot shower. After I parked the car, I went to the restaurant to eat something warm, real food.

I had been gone for two weeks, and I was sick of canned food and sandwiches. I wanted to eat beef belly soup. While I waited for my food to be brought, I watched lost in space.

I did not have a specific point where I was looking, and I did not have a particular thought to pay attention to it. Suddenly I heard a woman's voice. I did not understand what she was saying, but I understood from the tone of her voice that she was in danger.

I did not know where it came from, but I went to see what was going on. There were a lot of trucks in the parking lot, and I saw no woman. I looked everywhere, and there was no sign of a woman in the parking lot. Even the prostitutes were not around at the time.

I turned to the restaurant because I could no hear her voice anymore. I was probably too tired and started to hear voices. As I walked up the stairs to enter the restaurant, I heard a woman's voice again, this time much closer.

I turn around and see her; she was on her knees in front of me, full of bruises and blood on her face. Behind her was a man with a baseball bat in his hand. It was like a script from a horror movie, and I was supposed to be her hero. 

I reached out to her to help her get up and threatened the guy to disappear; otherwise, I will call the police. It was simpler than I expected.

I had a crazy, out-of-the-ordinary desire to beat him until he ran out of the air, but to my surprise, he ran away from us too quickly. After washing her face and eating together, she told me how she got into that situation.

Being forced by her family's precarious situation, she decided to work on the street for a short period. She had started on her own and ended up in the hands of that man who was part of a mafia clan. That man was part of a prostitution mafia. Her mother was very ill and needed a lot of money urgently to help her treat herself.

He had seized Maria and was going to force her into prostitution there in that parking lot. She managed to escape, but not before being disfigured by him and meeting me. I was her hero, after all—a hero who married her.

A marriage that lasted three years and proved to be a real burden on me. I did not realize that until I got rid of my wife. Maybe that was also why she did not want us to have a family; she did not want us to have kids.

It is only now that I feel like I am alive. It is not for nothing that some people are saying love is blind. Now I just want to enjoy my freedom and live everything I have lost in the last three years. I only lived for her and her happiness.

Whatever I did, she was not satisfied. When I came home, I would only get reproaches; when I was away, I would only hear screams on the phone. I loved her, and I was fooling myself every day that she would love me too, but she only loved my money.

After the divorce, I decided to give up my job as a driver in the community. Mr. Mihai had told me that I would never have a normal life if I chose this job, and yet I did it for fifteen years.

I wanted to work in my country even though all the places were full of memories that will always haunt me. I had never been loved and appreciated in my three years of marriage.  My wife had only used me to escape from the prostitution mafia and secure a carefree future.

She just wanted to take advantage of my kindness and naivety as everyone who knew me had done it. No one had ever appreciated me for the qualities I had, and they always brought out only the dark side of me. And that part was darker than darkness and more painful than death.

I have long wanted to die, but I have never had the courage. I dared to take a chance and make many sacrifices, but I still never managed to have the courage to end my days. I always imagined how I could have done it, but I could not get to the facts.

Perhaps I should have done it and not waited for death to appear in my life and ask me to go with it.

I could not even trust my instincts anymore. How many times I have had it turned out to be a great disillusionment. I was happy driving because I was alone with my thoughts. Then I could imagine anything and dream of anything I wanted.

I often imagined what it would be like to have a perfect life, to have a family that loved me and offered support when I needed it.

A family that is always there for me, willing to make sacrifices for me. Now I am a lost man. And literally and figuratively. I am a man lost on the streets of foreignness and a man lost in his pain.

I miss myself and my smile. Whenever I look in the rearview mirror, I see a man increasingly sad, more lonely, and suffering. All I have left now is to stand up by my strength and not let myself down. If only it were that simple! I have tried this a few times before, and I failed.

I had seen so many countries and met all kinds of people. Often, I had even had women who wanted me without asking me for anything in return. I always refused them because I was married, and I swore I would be devoted.

I liked to keep my word even though I had no reason to.  That is how Mr. Mihai taught me. He told me that temptations would be at every turn, and only I would decide if I would fall into their net.

I could not be with another woman even when I found out that my wife was cheating on me. I wish I had gotten back at her and paid her in the same way, but I would not have been better than her.  I thought I gave her everything she needed.

Even when I was away, I could give her attention and affection from a distance. I know it is not the same as standing near your loved one, but would that have stopped her from cheating on me?

I have had the opportunity to do it so often, yet I have stayed faithful to her. I swore to her that I would stay that way until death broke us up, and yet perhaps it was better that only death would separate us. If I dared to call death sooner, maybe I would not have slept with the enemy in bed.

I had heard many stories in the parking lots in Europe- but it never occurred to me that I would have something like this. I had heard stories of drivers cheating on their wives whenever they were offered the chance. 

It is dangerous to work as a driver in the community, to be away from home for days or maybe even weeks away from the family. Either the wife will be deceived, or the husband will cheat. You know the day you leave home, but you do not know the day you come back or if you will ever make it home alive again.

That is how I spent the last fifteen years of my life. I was not afraid that my marriage would finish, and yet it happened. Maybe I should have given up a lot sooner, or perhaps it was meant to be. 

There is no point in wondering why it all fell apart. The wounds are still open, and I certainly will not find the answer now. I must heal and be able to trust myself again. A man must be strong regardless of the suffering he carries in his heart.

A man cannot cry in front of a woman because it would prove to her how weak he is, and she would take advantage of his weaknesses. A man cannot tell a woman everything that hurts him because he must be a superhero in front of her.

I have had moments of weakness, and maybe that is why I got here. Women think we men are inhumane. That nothing can bring us down and that we are invincible.

Normally we should, but we are humans too, not robots. We have a heart and feelings. We suffer just like you, women, even if we do not always show you that. I know a woman wants to be able to always rely on the man in her life. That is what a man wants from the woman in his life too. Everything should be mutual.

I had seen many accidents; I had lost even dear colleagues. Death is inevitable when you are behind the wheel. No matter how good you are as a driver, there will always be someone who crushes you under the wheels of a truck.

Often drivers fall asleep while driving due to fatigue, and that is when most fatal accidents happen. That is how many colleagues with who I used to have coffee within the parking lot once died. Sometimes I even wondered when my turn would come.

I loved to drive, and I was not afraid of death. Not now that I had nothing left to lose; however, those drivers who died did not deserve such a fate. They had families, wives, and children.

A few of them did not even get a chance to meet their first child. They died when the wives were pregnant, and I cannot even imagine their suffering.

Lost souls who deserved the chance at life more than me. Most of them died because of fatigue. They were pressured by their bosses and not allowed to rest.

It was a boundless tragedy, and far too many died in these conditions before action was taken against the patrons.
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I had raised a lot more money than I ever imagined. It seems that being a single man is still an advantage, especially when I had in my life, a wife who was able to take the last penny out of my pocket.

I had many days when I gave up buying food and sending my wife all the money. I knew she did not necessarily need them; I knew she did not have emergencies, but I still wanted to see her happy. Unfortunately, lately, only money has brought a smile to her face.

I understood that, and yet I could not give it up. I thought we had a sincere and pure love when, in fact, she had only hidden intentions.

It had been two years since my divorce when I quit my job as a community driver and decided to set up a taxi company. I had bought two cars, a black Volkswagen Passat, and a Red Peugeot 407. I decided to go out to celebrate my new business.

I called my best friend. I had met him when I was taking care of Mr. Mihai. He was always like a brother to me, and whenever I was in the mood for a drink, I was calling him to go out together. I did not have the chance to meet him very often lately, and I had owed him an apology.

I asked him to work with me, and he gladly accepted. After losing his job at the firm where he had worked for eight years, he was in financial trouble. 

His wife had given birth to a little boy a short time ago, and he desperately needed money. I was willing to help him because he was the only man who believed in me and always supported me.

We got drunk like pigs that night, and we remember the memories of the time we went out every night.

We started together on the same road, and nothing could stand in our way. I was driving the red car, and Andrei was driving the black one. 

There were days when we were doing well, and in the evenings, we would go to bars to celebrate, as in the old days, and days when we would be so stressed, we avoided each other so we wouldn't ruin our friendship.

I never had such a good friend. I thought of him as a brother and could not afford to lose him. He had always been there for me since we met and already knew much of my life. It was not easy for me to be weak in front of him, but alcohol can take out of a man everything he would not want to show.

We had a habit of going together once a week around in the bars. We would walk into every bar that would get in our way, and we would not go home until we had fallen from so much alcohol.

Often, I woke up in the morning with a woman next to me in bed, and I had no idea how she would show up there.   Sometimes I would just find a phone number written on a napkin and try to remember what the hell I had done the night before. 

I never bothered to call them or give them a second chance to wake up in my bed. I no longer trusted women and already associated them with devils. 

We both worked hard to buy two more cars. This time, we decided to move to a more luxurious category of vehicles because we had made a circle of customers who liked luxury cars through our seriousness and punctuality in this field.

Together with Andrei, we decided to buy the two cars no matter how much it would have cost us to place ourselves in the best place on the market. I purchased a Mercedes S-Class E63 AMG, 4x4 traction with a 5.5L V8 engine, a seven-speed automatic box, 577CP, and a Porsche Panamera Turbo S Executive 4x4 traction with 4.8L V8 engine, an automatic with seven-speed and 570CP.
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