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Even if you have long forgotten your dream, it has not forgotten you...
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Tim feels cheated by life. He graduated from university at the top of his class, but every job application ends in a rejection. When his savings are exhausted, he has no choice but to start as a taxi driver - a job that seems like the ultimate failure. Trapped in a daily routine of long night shifts and indifference, Tim begins to come to terms with the idea that his dreams have fallen by the wayside.
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But one evening, a single encounter changes everything. A young man gets into his taxi, and with him returns a feeling that Tim thought he had long forgotten: hope. The connection between them is immediately palpable, and just a few days later Tim is faced with a decision that could change his life forever.
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A touching story about the power of fate, the strength of love and the courage to embrace the unknown.
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A gay romance with erotic scenes. 
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So now I was one of them. The youngest graduate on my degree programme, proud of my shiny certificates and the beaming faces of my professors as they handed me my diploma. But no sooner had I made it than the illusion was gone. All the big dreams - the high-flying career, the secure income, an everyday life with a suit and tie in some boardroom - burst faster than a soap bubble in a storm. What remained was a merciless reality that repeated itself every evening: the journey in my rickety small car to the industrial estate on the outskirts of the city. There I turned into the backyard of a company that called itself "Chauffeur Service de luxe" with unrivalled arrogance. A name that was as far from the truth as I was from a fulfilling career.
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At dusk, the same Mercedes was always parked there by the day shift. My faithful companion for the night. With a resigned sigh, I grabbed the keys and drove back into town, ready to pick up guests who might feel luxurious while I didn't even feel useful. This 'chauffeur service' was really nothing more than a run-of-the-mill taxi firm, a catch-all for people whose plans had failed miserably.
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They all rode here: idealists who had stopped believing in their revolution at some point. Daydreamers who never had the courage to wake up. Stranded people who had fallen by the wayside somewhere and desperate people who had never really set off. Nobody did this job out of passion, that was clear. For most of them, it was a survival mode, a kind of bleak stopover that dragged on for an incredibly long time. And now I was one of them. A driver with a worn-out jacket and a petrol bill that was even longer in my stomach than the lousy dinner from the snack bar around the corner.
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When I applied for this job, I already had the feeling that I wasn't just descending the career ladder, but was actually falling down it. But what else could I do? My diploma was fresh in my pocket, but the labour market? Ice cold. The job adverts were a no-man's land. Then one morning I came across an advert in the newspaper: "Chauffeur service looking for employees." It sounded almost noble. Chauffeur. Somehow it sounded elegant, like a suit and tie, maybe even a touch of James Bond. So why not? I thought it could be a temporary solution, something to tide me over until I finally found a job that did justice to my qualifications. At least it sounded like something you could talk about without blushing.
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So I picked up the phone. Until then, I hadn't had the slightest doubt that it was a good decision. However, the man on the other end of the line immediately shook me out of my notions of professionalism. He addressed me directly as "Du", as if we were old school friends who had met again by chance. "Well, if you have a driving licence, you already meet the main criterion," he said. His voice sounded raspy, as if he had swallowed a mixture of sandpaper and cigarette smoke. I was sure he was smoking during our conversation - every pause between his words was like a puff on a cigarette.

"You can catch up on your passenger transport licence sometime in the first four weeks," he continued, as if it were a trifle. "I know someone at the office who always turns a blind eye to our people. Do you understand?" His words hung in the air for a moment and I wondered for a moment whether I had just been taken in by a dodgy deal. But I nodded silently - why? He couldn't see it at the other end of the line anyway. Maybe it was my subconscious attempt to convince myself.
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Yes," I stammered into the receiver in surprise, "I think so."
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"Good, you got it. When can you come here and get in the trolley?"
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"After the weekend?" My answer came hesitantly, almost questioningly. I was too stunned to think of anything cleverer. The man's direct manner was so blatant that I instinctively said the first thing that came to mind.
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"Why only after and not before? Do you think our shop is closed at the weekend? That's when it's busiest. If you want the job, you're on the mat here on Friday. At six sharp in the evening!"
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"Fine, no problem," I replied, almost mechanically. Before I could add anything, however, I heard the click of a line being hung up. It took me a few seconds to realise that the 'interview' was over. That was it? The question about my driving licence and when I could start? No looking at my CV, no questions about my strengths and weaknesses, let alone anything about my expectations of the job. It felt like I had just signed a contract in a parallel world where the term "application process" came from a completely different dimension.
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But as bizarre as it seemed to me, the euphoria of finally having found a job drowned out my doubts. This idea was still floating around in my head, this idea of an elegant limousine service where I chauffeured well-heeled guests from a luxurious restaurant to the opera or theatre. It was an image straight out of a glossy film: me in a perfectly fitting black suit, a stylish chauffeur's cap on my head, a spotlessly shiny luxury limousine in front of me.
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My thoughts drifted further: the pay would certainly be generous - how could it be otherwise in such a posh company? And the tips! Perhaps I would go home in the evening with a wallet full of generous notes, just like the chauffeurs in the films, who could only throw notes around after a shift.
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When Friday finally arrived, I felt as nervous as a first-grader on his first day at school. I had no idea what to expect, but my anticipation made up for any uncertainty. A kind of dream film was running in my head, in which I became part of the world of the rich and beautiful - even if only marginally. And I secretly believed that this was perhaps my first step into such a world. Perhaps just an interim step until I found a job that matched my qualifications. Oh yes, I was ready for this entry - in my head I was already driving off in the limousine.
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On this Friday, I deliberately took the time to prepare myself. After my afternoon nap - after all, I wanted to arrive at work rested and fresh - I got up in the late afternoon. Who knew how long the shift would last? Probably until well after midnight. And one thing was clear: I didn't want to look tired or unfocussed. Mistakes? Absolutely taboo. After all, a good first impression was the be-all and end-all - even if my interview didn't allow any conclusions to be drawn.
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As I was getting ready in my tiny bathroom, I suddenly realised something. I hadn't asked if there was a uniform or what the salary was. Two small details that might have been important. But it was too late to ask now. Luckily, I remembered that I still had my black suit in my wardrobe - the same one I had worn a few weeks ago to the graduation ceremony. And then to a handful of job interviews that were so unsuccessful that I had almost erased them from my memory.
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I pulled out the suit and looked at it. I wasn't really the suit type. At my age, it always seemed a bit... stuffy. I was fit, slim and trained. To be honest, I felt much more comfortable in tight jeans and a T-shirt that discreetly emphasised my upper body. That was me - casual, unaffected. But this job wasn't for my style, it was for my adaptability. And that meant putting on a suit. I didn't want to risk being sent home on the first evening just because I was dressed inappropriately for a limousine service.
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I slipped into the shirt, tied the tie and threw on the suit. The fabric felt stiff and unfamiliar, almost like a costume I was wearing for a role that didn't yet suit me. "You look like a perfect example," I said to myself in the mirror, not entirely without irony. The thought made me smile. Perhaps this suit was more than just clothes - perhaps a kind of ticket to a world I didn't yet know. With a deep breath, I straightened my tie. Ready or not, the limousine service was waiting.
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I left my flat and made my way to the address that the man on the phone had given me as the head office. Of course I was early. Punctuality was important, after all, and I wanted to have enough time to
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