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About the story 

 

The main idea of the story is what happens if our casual wishes come 

true. This isn't about things we really wish but wishes uttered almost 

unconsciously and casually. Words uttered without thinking. 

 In my story a character has to lose something for the wish to come true. 

You can call it the cost of the wish. 

As you will see in the story what our main character loses. Anyway, this 

is the first story in the series. There will be more stories with more 

characters but with the same underlining idea. 

All I can say that the stories won’t be the same; neither would be the 

outcome necessarily negative. 
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Dedication 
A tribute to Peter Straub 
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The Drive 

 

 

 

 

“Do you ever think about it?” she said.  

They were on the highway. Her eyes stared at the passing cars, 

her eyes were dreamy, out of focus, like when you are looking at 

something but thinking about something else. 

“About what?” he said absently, he was looking at the side mirror; 

he knew he would need to change the lane soon. It was night. It had 

rained a little and then stopped. It was almost perfect weather, late April 

when the winter hasn’t completely left and the summer isn’t here yet. 

"The traffic," she said staring out of the window as reds and 

yellows whirled past. 

“What about it?” he said as he switched on the turn signal and 

judged whether it was safe to cut or wait for few cars more. He tried to 

cut but the car behind him flashed its light. He frowned. 

“Like if you look at the traffic it looks like we are this big family 

going to some holiday but if you look carefully and observe you realize 

that we are not a group or family we are just individuals, loners heading 

to God knows what places," she said.  

“Wow," he said after he had switched into the right lane and 

relaxed a little. "I never thought of that. I just thought that they were just 

a bunch of cars." 
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“They are but they are also like these magical boxes you get into, 

you close the door and when you open the door again you are 

somewhere else.” 

“Do you want something?” he asked. 

“What?” she said. 

“I am going to pull over at the next fuel station, let the car cool 

down a bit, we have been driving for an hour.” 

“How far is it?” she asked. 

“Dude we are getting there.” 

At the fuel station, John killed the engine and relaxed the seats 

almost all the way back. He closed the windows rechecked if the doors 

were locked when he was satisfied he laid back and closed his eyes. 

“Are you sleeping?” 

“mm-hmm”  

“What if they don’t like us?” she said. It was enormously relaxing 

being out in a car, at such an odd hour. 

“Doesn’t matter, you are what you are.” 

“Can you tell me again what they said on the phone?” 

“Not now Sarah.” He said without opening his eyes. 

“Okay.” She said. She listened to calming darkness of the car, part 

of her wished that the journey would never end that they could sit in the 

car like this forever and she could say things that would make ordinary 

things sound interesting. 

"I am going to get some water," she said. 

John said nothing. 

At the shop, she bought two mineral water of a brand whose name 

she had never read before, two Mars bars, and a few mentos. She gave 

a five hundred and counted her change carefully.  
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It was so bright in the shop. It was not just this shop it was like all 

the fueling station shops were overly bright. Like it was some sort of 

watchtower, a beacon which far away cars looked for in the night. 

They relaxed for another twenty minutes then they were on the 

road again, the traffic slowed down - fewer cars on the road. Sarah felt 

wearier with every passing minute. Since they had left the house there 

was a thought bouncing off the insides of her skull. The thought was that 

John was acting weird. He was acting out of character. 

She had good reasons to believe her doubts. First of all John 

never just took off and went somewhere, unless he had planned 

everything about the trip, even ‘just in case scenarios, down to the traffic 

chart, to less busy routes and possible rush-hour timetables. 

But he had just taken off. He had taken the car out and had come 

back with a full fuel tank and then he just wanted to go. He had also 

been so mysterious about where they were going. In fact, Sarah felt that 

she had no idea where they were going. Because all John had said was. 

“I will tell you when we get there.” 

And they still hadn’t gotten there. Hadn’t he said it was an hour 

away and they had been driving for how long? But still, they weren't 

there. 

"John," she said. 

“Yeah," he said. 

“Where are we going?” 

“I told you it’s a surprise.” 

“I know but” 

“But, what?” 

They fell silent. 

“It’s just that I think you are acting a little different.” Sarah finally 

said. 
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“Different, how?” John said his eyes reading the road signs 

searching for the exit. 

"I mean we just took off in the mid-week and now we are heading 

to God knows where? Don’t you think that’s strange?” 

“It’s a bit strange, I will give you that but baby don’t worry we are 

just getting there and everything will be alright.” 

But they didn’t get there not in the next thirty minutes, not in an 

hour. In fact, John drove for another two hours and fell asleep. By then 

Sarah was certain that John had lost it. She desperately missed her cell 

phone. Wasn’t it John who had realized they had forgotten their cell 

phones? That was strange, had he really forgotten or had he left those 

behind on purpose? What was happening here? What was John trying 

to do? Why were they driving aimlessly? Was John trying to run away 

from someone? Is John crazy? Is he having a mental breakdown? Can 

she still somehow manage to call for help? 

She kept her thoughts to herself as John started to drive again. 

She stared at him from the corner of her eye, judging his moments, 

wondering what’s going on in his head. He seemed fine, no twitches, no 

mad psychotic eyes, no shakes, nothing to show that he was mad. 

She was certain now because every time she had protested he 

had taken some exit to dull her fears but later when she wasn't paying 

attention he had climbed back onto the highway. She wondered if she 

could wave at a passing car. Scream, shout, start some drama. But it 

seemed that they were alone on the highway. It was pretty late. She 

turned around to look, no cars were following them. There were no cars 

in front of them. There were barely any road lights. It was dark and 

strangely quiet. It seemed they were driving on a ghostly highway. A 

highway, like an endless loop. 

"John," she said. 

“Yeah” a strange voice answered her. 

She looked at it. She had unconsciously moved as far away as 

possible from the thing in the driver’s seat. It looked like John but its face 

was frozen like it was unable to show any human emotion. And it felt 
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alien and otherworldly like a primordial force, evil and unforgiving at 

heart, a creature of the darkness, a passenger from another place which 

had taken John’s place. And it smelled like a rotting corpse.  

The voice was hoarse like something was stuck in thing's throat. 

The thing looked at Sarah and for a moment its eyes shined like a wild 

animal's. 

Sarah couldn't breathe she couldn't move she wanted to scream 

but she felt like she was under water. And Sarah knew that the car will 

never stop, that the night will never end and they will travel forevermore 

on the endless highway. 

 

The End 
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