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He started driving for money. He kept driving for meaning.

Nick Stavros had it all—success, status, and a marriage that had endured decades. But when the Covid crisis closes his business, his world unravels. Crushed by debt and guilt from a devastating affair, seventy-year-old Nick is left with nothing but regret and one last chance to make things right.

After a raw confession, his wife, Michele, chooses to forgive, and Nick trades his corporate office for a rideshare car, becoming an Uber driver. What begins as a means to survive becomes an unexpected path to healing. His car turns into a confessional on wheels, where strangers share secrets, wisdom flows both ways, and Nick slowly transforms into something he never set out to be… a reluctant guru.

With humour, heartbreak, and grace, The Reluctant Uber Guru is a story of redemption, resilience, and the surprising roads that lead us home. Sometimes, losing everything is what’s needed to discover the truth of who you are.

PUBLISHER NOTE: Contemporary. Family Life. Family Drama. 40,500 words. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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CHAPTER ONE

In all his years, Nick Stavros had never known such pain, not just in his body, but in the very essence of his being. Every cell seemed to weep in sorrow, using the whole of him as their wailing wall. His head throbbed with a primal pounding, as if a wild beast had been caged within his skull, desperate to escape. His skin burned with shame; a hellish fire lit by the match of his own remorse. But it was his heart that betrayed him most. Each beat, too fast, too loud, too unforgiving, thundered through his chest like a judge’s gavel, delivering sentence after sentence of guilt. Sometimes, it felt as though it might rupture from the weight of it all, spilling his life force into the hollow cavern he had become. And how he wished it would. What mercy that would be. What blessed, beautiful release.

Eventually, they would find him—another morsel of news to fill a thirty-second slot on local MSM. A seventy-year-old man was found dead in a car at Airlie Beach. Cause of death: heart failure. No suspicious circumstances. His devoted wife would bury him in the cemetery plot he’d purchased a few years earlier, surrounded by his children and a few friends. Clean and convenient. Tidy, like the way he used to file boardroom papers and brush aside inconvenient truths.

None of them would be the wiser. None would know what a complete and utter arsehole he’d been. But Nick knew. He knew it in the marrow of his bones, in the sickened churn of his gut, in the echoing hollowness of a life unravelled. And he knew he wouldn’t be that lucky, not anymore. He’d been lucky once. Lucky in business. Lucky in love. Lucky that the lies he told himself passed for truths—for a time.

But luck had a way of running out. And when it did, it left a bad taste in your mouth.

He’d fucked everything up and hadn’t the faintest clue how to fix it. The mess he’d made wasn’t something you could apologise away or sweep under the plush carpet of a well-appointed home. It was too big, too deep. And now, here he was, an old man marooned in his own failure, stranded between the man he’d been and the man he couldn’t quite find.

A couple of weeks earlier, he’d driven to a nearby hang-gliding location, planning to drive off the edge of the mountain—a quick, clean exit. Nothing drawn out. No pills, no drama. Just one final acceleration into silence. But being the coward he knew himself to be, he just sat there, engine idling, hands on the wheel. Hoping. Wishing. Praying that the hand of God, or fate, or something beyond the puny power of his own will, would reach down and end it for him.

Yet here he was. Still breathing. Still broken. Same misery, different backdrop.

It seemed God wasn’t in the business of mercy killings. Not for the likes of him.

He blinked against the glare as his gaze drifted across the ocean’s palette of blues; deep indigo folding into cobalt, melting into turquoise, washing against the shore like a slow, rhythmic lullaby. And in that rarest of moments, his chest loosened. A breath, unbidden and unhurried, escaped his lips.

For a fleeting second, it was as if life pressed pause. The torment dulled; the ache softened. Just Nick and the sea. And with that, his thoughts backtracked, slowly and reluctantly, like a man retracing the steps of a crime scene he’d tried to forget.

Five years ago, he was riding high, living the good life with the wind at his back and the future paved in gold. Over decades of relentless hustle, he’d carved a small empire from sheer grit and savvy. He and Michele, his wife, his partner in every sense of the word, had built a thriving international business from scratch. Together, they’d stacked their dreams one brick at a time until they were standing on top of the world, toasting their success with French champagne in luxury resorts scattered across the globe.

They had it all: a stunning waterfront home, sun-drenched holidays overseas, a close-knit circle of friends, and a rock-solid marriage that had weathered twenty-plus years of life’s squalls. The ultimate power couple: work hard, play hard, love fiercely. Their marriage was more than a union. It was an alliance, a dance of equals who had conquered the business world and were poised to ease into a self-funded retirement with nothing but time and pleasure ahead.

Then the world flipped on its axis. The pandemic struck like a thief in the night, not just stealing livelihoods but rewriting the rules of reality. To Nick, it was a con, an orchestrated globalist farce riddled with half-truths and power grabs. Under the crushing weight of government overreach, their business, once a monument to success, was shuttered. Permanently. Hundreds of their staff lost their jobs, and they lost everything. Not because of poor choices or bad management, but because truth had become the first casualty in a world gone mad.

Since that day, the man who had once walked tall with charm and confidence had been reduced to a shell. Nick Stavros, the charismatic leader with the golden touch, began slipping through the cracks of his own identity.

He spiralled, passing through the stages of grief like a ghost chasing something already lost. Denial clung to him in those early days, whispering that things would bounce back. That the world would right itself. That sanity would return. But within months, he realised just how naïve that hope had been.

In its place came rage—seething, acidic, and unrelenting. He became unbearable. A snarling, sarcastic bully with a temper that scorched everyone in its path, online or off. He haunted social media like a man possessed, feeding on fury, joining digital mobs as they tore down the idiocy of woke culture and the bureaucracy strangling the country’s soul. The world had tipped into madness, and he roared into the void, powerless to stop it.

Then came the bargaining. The desperate prayers. Deals with a silent God. Promises whispered into the night, but there was no reply. No sign. No grace. Only the slow descent into despair.

Michele had tried. God, she had tried. She begged him to get help. Held him when he couldn’t hold himself. Pleaded with him to reach for something, anything, before he slipped too far. But Nick had turned away, too proud, too stubborn, too lost.

And now, on this glorious autumn day, with the sunlight kissing the waves in playful glints, he sat in the deepest darkness he’d ever known.

“What a fucking loser,” he said, his voice rough with self-loathing, catching sight of himself in the rear-view mirror. He couldn’t hold the gaze. He yanked the mirror aside, turning away from the wreckage staring back at him.

He dropped his head onto the steering wheel, arms folded, eyes screwed shut. He wanted to cry, but the tears wouldn’t come. Couldn’t come. Good Greek boys didn’t cry. They bore it. Swallowed it. Took it on the chin.

Be strong. Be a man.

“And how’s that working out for you?” he muttered.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!” Each word was punctuated by a pounding fist on the steering wheel. “I’ve got to tell her. I can’t keep doing this. I can’t keep lying.”

With a shaky breath, he shoved the key into the ignition, dragged the car into reverse, and spun out of the car park. Gravel scattered behind him like the debris of his crumbling facade. It would take hours to get home. But maybe, just maybe, that was enough time to figure out how to break the worst news of his life to the woman he still loved more than anything.

* * *

Standing at the sliding patio door in the bedroom, Michele gazed out at the magnificent view of the Pacific Ocean. Her arms wrapped around her body, the only embrace she could rely on these days. The kind of hug she used to receive from Nick—solid, safe, threaded with meaning. But now he was little more than a ghost walking through their home. A silent phantom. A man-shaped absence she could no longer reach.

For months, she’d been holding herself together with the same arms that once held him. And every day, like this one, she found herself here, scanning the horizon, hoping the ocean might give her answers the silence would not.

No matter how softly she asked, how bitterly she cried, how fiercely she demanded, Nick remained unreachable. He didn’t meet her halfway. He didn’t meet her at all. Conversations had turned to monologues, warmth to frost, closeness to aching distance. Their marriage, once so full of laughter and late-night whispers, was now unravelling thread by thread, and she was powerless to weave it back together.

She’d spent months combing through the past like an investigator at a cold crime scene. Replaying words. Reconstructing glances. Looking for clues. The more he pulled away, the more desperately she reached. But every time she tried to close the gap, it widened. He offered her nothing but silence, and in its place, she hurled accusations, cross-examining him, poking at the wounds, trying to provoke anything. Even anger would have been better than his cold, empty stare.

Something was wrong. Deeply wrong. And though her gut whispered the truth in fragments, she needed more than intuition. She needed confirmation. She needed something she could hold in her hands and say: Yes, this is real. This is why he’s slipping away.

Even her meditations had failed her. The still, small voice within, the one she had trusted for decades, had gone silent. Not absent. Just unreachable, muffled by the static of her own suffering. She, who had taught others to go within and find stillness, now found only storm. She who had danced with divine timing and trusted synchronicity now stood deaf at the door of her own inner sanctuary.

She knew why. She wasn’t blind to her own inner workings. Her desperation had created a wall. And until she could find her centre again, her guidance would remain elusive, just beyond reach. Still, she whispered to the ocean, the one constant in her life that never turned its back: “Where is he?” Her voice barely stirred the air.

But the question reached further than yesterday’s unanswered departure. It wasn’t just about his absence from the house. It was about his absence from everything. From them. From himself. Where had her once-loving, magnetic husband gone?

The man who used to light up a room with his presence, whose laughter came easily, and whose hands knew just how to find hers in the dark. The man who held her dreams with care, who’d once looked at her like she was his home. That man was nowhere to be found. In his place stood a stranger cloaked in shadows, trapped behind a wall she couldn’t scale. It was as if he were being held captive by some dark villain she couldn’t name, let alone negotiate with. A force that spoke in silence, that drained the light from his eyes and left only exhaustion and emptiness in its wake. No ransom note. No trail to follow. Just a slow, agonizing vanishing act.

She had tried everything. Words. Tears. Anger. Stillness. Prayer. Nothing broke the spell. Nothing brought him back. What haunted her most wasn’t that he had changed. It was that he hadn’t fought it. He’d surrendered. As if some part of him had already decided he wasn’t worth rescuing.

Though she knew better than to fight shadows with force, she didn’t know how to surrender either. Not like this. Not without a sign. Not without knowing whether there was still something left to save. Her eyes scanned the horizon, hoping for a glimmer. A shift in the tide. Anything. But the ocean, like Nick, remained mute.

As she did so often lately, Michele’s gaze drifted toward the cluster of photo frames beside the bed. They sat like little sentinels on the dresser, silent witnesses to a life that once pulsed with adventure, passion, and purpose.

She reached for one without thinking—their wedding day. Nick’s face beamed with besotted devotion, his eyes drinking her in like she was the answer to every prayer he’d ever whispered. In the image, they were mid-step, walking back down the aisle as husband and wife, smiles so wide they looked almost foolish with joy. He had adored her then. And she had loved him with the kind of fire people spend lifetimes chasing. Other frames joined the chorus. Their windswept silhouettes standing triumphantly atop snow-capped peaks. The sun-kissed glow of Mediterranean evenings, cocktails in hand, laughter spilling into the sea air. Moments frozen in time, unapologetically happy, radiating the gratitude they both had for the life they'd built from grit and love.

They weren’t just memories. They were proof. Proof of who they’d been, of the bond they once believed was unbreakable. Of what they could be again… if only.

A soft smile curled her lips, a faint blush of warmth flickering beneath the ache. She could still see it, feel it—the way they first met. That slow-burn magnetism, the instant pull. Their steamy love affair, the kind that scorched the rule book and left no room for doubt. A love that most only dreamed of. And yet, despite the clarity with which she remembered it, the excitement had long since disappeared. 

She was past crying; past the sharp edges of grief. There were no tears left—only the dull throb of fear gnawing at the edges of her heart like a rodent in the walls. It whispered things she didn’t want to hear. Things she tried to silence. But fear had moved in now, quietly, persistently, leading her toward paths she never imagined she’d tread.

She had given her all. When they first met, she’d walked away from her own dream of moving and working overseas. She sacrificed it without resentment because of being with Nick, building something meaningful, and becoming a stepmother to his children. It had felt like the higher path. They’d become partners in everything—business, life, even the cause. Side by side, they’d stood firm against the propaganda of the Covid Cult. Together, they had spoken truth when truth was unfashionable, called out the cowardice of compliance, and held strong as their business was dismantled by the blind idiocy of government mandates. Yet, when the dust settled, it was clear Nick hadn’t landed on his feet. She had pivoted, rebuilt, recalibrated. He hadn’t. He couldn’t.

She’d reminded him, gently at first, then more firmly, “You can’t control what happens to you, but you can control how you respond to it.” But her pragmatic wisdom only seemed to infuriate him. Truth was a mirror into which he didn’t want to look. Especially when it came from her. It was as if her strength only reminded him of his weakness.

The ocean called her gaze once more, a merciful interruption from the swirling vortex of self-doubt and sorrow. It shimmered under the afternoon light, a vast and patient presence. Steady. Eternal. She pressed both palms to her chest, her fingertips resting over the tender pulse of her heart.

“What would you have me do? What would you have me say?” Her voice, no louder than a whisper, carried the weight of a soul seeking refuge. Michele’s eyes glistened, though she couldn’t be sure if it was the glare off the water or the single tear trying to form; one last lonely tear that hadn’t yet given up the fight.

The rattle of the garage door cracked through the stillness, snapping her out of the spiral. Nick was home. A thousand feelings surged at once: relief, dread, hope, fatigue. But habit was quicker than thought. She straightened, turned, and hurried into the bathroom. In the mirror, she barely recognised the woman staring back at her—graceful, yes, but hollowed out around the edges. Still, she applied a swipe of lipstick, dabbed her cheeks with blush, and forced a smile to rise from somewhere deep within. The same ritual she’d performed countless times over the past year. Paint on the face. Brace the heart.

Again, she would try.

Again, she would reach out.

Again, she would play the good wife, the patient wife, the hopeful wife, the resilient wife.

“Turn the other cheek.”

The words floated up from her childhood, a well-worn teaching from those distant Sunday School days. One of Jesus’s gentler commands. Not weakness, but willingness. Not silence, but strength wrapped in mercy.

Yes… she would turn the other cheek. Not because she was a martyr. Not because she was naive. But because something inside her still believed in the man behind the silence. She still believed in the bond they once shared, and still believed that grace could be a beginning.

Again, she would choose to stand open.

Again, she would be willing to start over.

Again.


CHAPTER TWO

Coming home had become bittersweet. For Nick, the driveway was now a gauntlet of shame. Not just because of the ghost of his broken marriage lingering in every windowpane, but because of that gaping space in the garage where his beloved Corvette used to live. Now, it stood empty—like him. He cut the engine and sat for a moment, staring at the void. A lonely Corvette flag hung above where the car once parked, a final reminder of what once was. Another thing gone. Another piece of him stripped away. Bad investments. Bad timing. Bad decisions. One by one, they’d come knocking, and he’d paid the price.

His eyes slid up to the rear-view mirror, locking onto his own reflection. “You fucking idiot,” he muttered.

The man staring back wasn’t the one who used to run an international business empire. This one looked tired. Older. Beaten. He still couldn’t wrap his head around it all, how their life had crumbled so fast. Losing the business to the circus that was Covid and watching his carefully cultivated investment portfolio burn to ashes was incomprehensible. His financial harvest, built over decades, had withered in just a few years. Everything he’d worked for, gone. And every time he came home, the missing Corvette screamed it at him again: Failure. Inadequate. Not a man.

“Forget all that shit,” he growled, grabbing the bunch of red roses from the passenger seat. He glanced down at them, lip curling in self-disgust. A dozen roses to fix the wreckage of my own making. Nice try, Romeo.

Still, he climbed out, jaw clenched. As he crossed the threshold, the house greeted him not with warmth but with the stale tension of a marriage that had gone too long without a resolution. It used to be his sanctuary. Now it felt more like a cell.

“Nick. You’re back.” Michele’s voice floated down the hallway, light, but tight at the edges. It was the same voice she used when she was trying. And she was always trying—more than he deserved.

He stepped into the kitchen, attempting to muster a smile. Michele stood by the sink, radiant even in her sadness. She wore that brave smile, the one he’d seen far too often lately. The one that broke his heart.

She turned toward him, her expression softening when she saw the roses.

“They’re for you,” he said, holding them out like a kid caught red-handed. “I do love you.” He tried to sound sincere, but it came out awkward. Thin.

“Thank you, darling.” She took the flowers gently, brushing her fingers against his. “I’ll pop these in a vase.”

She turned, moving with practiced grace, her tone casual as she asked, “So… how did your trip go? Where did you end up?”

Nick shifted on his feet. “I just needed to clear my head. I drove… I don’t know… ended up at Airlie Beach.”

She glanced over her
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