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James thought the drive home would be quiet. He is not alone.

James left Marissa's house at 2:43 a.m., the warmth of her kiss still lingering on his cheek like a phantom touch. The porch light behind him flickered once before going dark, and he pulled onto the empty country road with a quiet hum of the Maserati's engine beneath him. The night felt soft. Harmless. He was sober, clear-headed, and content - the kind of contentment that makes you forget how quickly things can change.

The countryside stretched out in long, dark ribbons. Fence posts flicked past like metronome ticks. The fields on either side were bottomless pits, swallowing the moonlight whole. James adjusted his grip on the wheel, settling into the rhythm of the drive. An hour home. He'd done it a hundred times.

By three a.m., the silence felt heavier.

The road was still empty. No houses. No gas stations. Just black fields and the occasional skeletal tree. The Maserati's dashboard glowed faint blue, casting soft light on his hands. He turned the radio up, but the signal was weak - static bleeding into the music like distant whispers.

Then he saw the lights.

Two white dots in the rearview mirror. Headlights. Normal. He barely registered them at first. People drove late. People took the same roads. But after a few minutes, something in his chest tightened.

The lights didn't move.

Not closer. Not farther. Just fixed - perfectly centered behind him, like they were tethered to his bumper.

James frowned. Checked the mirror again. Still there.

And then a cold ripple crawled up his spine.

He tried to shake it off as if maybe it was a truck pacing him or maybe it was nothing. But the uneasy feeling clung to him, sticky and insistent.

An oncoming car appeared ahead and its high beams were flooding the road in harsh white. And the moment that light hit, the headlights behind him dimmed. Not politely. Not naturally. Like someone turned a dial.

His breath caught.

The oncoming car passed.

And then the lights behind him surged forward.

Not gradually. Not like a normal car accelerating. They jumped. One heartbeat they were far, and then the next they were right behind him. So close he couldn't see the road between them. His pulse slammed against his ribs. His grip on the wheel tightened until his fingers ached.

He tapped the brakes.

And the lights violently rose.

They lifted off the road - smooth, silent, impossible. His throat tightened, and the feeling of shock made his mouth dry. A wave of cold swept through him, like his body suddenly understood something his mind refused to accept.

No car does that.

The lights hovered above the Maserati, bathing the interior in a cold, sterile glow. The radio hissed violently, then died. The dashboard flickered like a dying pulse. The engine stuttered, coughing like it was suffocating.

"Please," James whispered. "Not now."

He pressed the gas. The car lurched forward, but the lights stayed with him, gliding overhead like a predator pacing its prey. His phone lost signal - full bars to nothing in an instant. The screen felt like a dead weight in his hand.

Panic bloomed in his chest, sharp and suffocating.

The countryside felt endless now and the darkness pressed closer, like the world was shrinking around him. His breathing turned shallow, ragged and he had to constantly remind himself to breathe. His hands shook so hard the wheel trembled with them.

The lights dipped lower.

He felt heat on the roof. A vibration. A pressure, like something massive was hovering inches above him, studying him, deciding something. His skin crawled. His vision blurred with tears he didn't realize were forming.

"No, no, no-" The words spilled out in a broken whisper.

And then his gas light flicked on.

A soft chime. So Innocent. But so cruel to his situation. 

10 miles to empty.

The lights pulsed. Once. Twice. Like they were answering him. Like they understood his fear. And knew what he was feeling. 

His chest tightened so hard it hurt. His heartbeat felt like it was trying to punch its way out. He then pushed the Maserati harder, the engine roared, but the electrical system spasmed. Made his headlights dim. radio sputtering, dashboard glitching like it was possessed. Every flicker sent a spike of terror through him and into an uneasy feeling of dread.

The lights dropped again, so close he swore he could feel the air shift. Sweat dripped down his temples. His hands were slick on the wheel. His breath came in sharp, panicked bursts.

Then finally, he sees city lights appear on the horizon.

Hoping Civilization would save him. Were there would be Witnesses.

The moment the first glow touched the windshield, the thing above him jerked upward so fast it was like it was yanked by an invisible hook and the lights streaked into the sky, vanished into the clouds like it was fleeing, and the night collapsed into silence.

James didn't breathe until he reached the first intersection.

Then everything hit him at once - his shaking hands, his pounding heart, the cold sweat soaking his shirt. He pulled over, chest heaving, gripping the wheel like it was the only thing keeping him from falling apart.

He was safe.

He thought.

But the sky above the city felt too empty. Too quiet. Like something was still out there.

Waiting to see him vulnerable again.

The End

"Check your back seat. Go on. We’ll wait."

© 2026 Aniken D. Robinson. All rights reserved.
Read it at https://italesowell.com/tales/drive-back

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Contents


		The Drive Back







