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I was about to meet the weirdest driver in the world.

Now, you would absolutely be forgiven if you were wondering why a Superhero of the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world was driving about in a cramp little black Ford Fiesta dating from 2005. Especially, considering I can teleport whenever and to wherever I wanted.

Of course, I could easily teleport about instead of driving, sitting through endless traffic and just enjoy life. Since come on, no one at all enjoys driving and if someone does then they are weird.

At least to me.

So if you think I’m weird for sitting in a very uncomfortable passenger seat in the front of the car with a dodgy spring digging into my back, well I don’t blame you.

It was even worse that the entire car stunk of fish and chips and more cigarette smoke than was probably healthy. But that’s what you get when you hire a random car for the fun of it because you want to remind yourself about driving.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero from the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. Now that means I’ve lived since the early 1900s even though I don’t look or act a day over 30. So every few decades I like to remind myself why I hate driving.

So as I sit inside the smelly car with the awful spring digging into my back, I was definitely starting to remember why I hated driving, let alone being a passenger but the motorway only made it worse.

I had to admit that the massive three-lane motorway with potholes littered across the lanes, that made it into an assault course and not a motorway, was a lot better than I had imagined. 

And my best friend in the entire world Jack, a fellow superhero psychologist, was an excellent driver. He managed to avoid the vast majority of the potholes as we zoomed down the motorway.

The three of us had wanted to travel up to London for a psychology conference on Preventing Cognitive Decline In An AI World. Mainly because I wanted to see the rather hot psychologist giving the keynote but I had a feeling that wasn’t going to happen.

I had a feeling something was going to stop me.

I shook the silly idea away and looked at Jack for a moment. He was always perfectly happy driving and I just had no idea how he did it. I hated driving with a passion.

I was even more impressed he could drive in a tailored suit that almost clung to his fit body, well-toned legs and thin chest. Him and his boyfriend Aiden were wearing the exact same outfit and I was amazed Jack could move in it.

My long black dress was restrictive enough and it wasn’t even tailored (okay I might have eaten a little too much over Christmas last month but I don’t judge myself).

The loud humming of the engine was definitely annoying and I hated that it covered up a lot of the conversation between Jack and his boyfriend Aiden, who was sitting on the backseat. I wanted to talk to my friends but the damn engine made that impossible.

Maybe the only benefit of the motorway so far was the fact there were few cars on it today. There was a convoy of black SUVs up ahead, then there was the odd blue and purple cars scattered around. 

I think the white car, maybe another Ford (I seriously don’t know cars) was trying to overtake us but we were going at the speed limit and they didn’t want to overtake. 

“What’s the car doing next to us?” Aiden asked.

I shrugged because it was clearly just failing to overtake us but then I really looked at the car. Which I regretted doing because turning in my seat only made the damn spring dig into my back even more.

I looked at the ugly, dirty white car and realised it had its hazard-warning lights on. But it kept on driving.

It wasn’t pulling over towards the hard shoulder that it was right next to. It wasn’t slowing down and it was just driving like nothing was wrong.

“Maybe it pressed its hazards by mistake,” Jack said.

We hit a pothole. Slamming my back into the spring.

I hissed in pain but I didn’t turn back to face the front because that white car was matching our speed exactly. And it just kept driving.

Normally, I’m extremely happy that all our superpowers come from the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists. It means I get to read minds after someone has spoken to me, it means I get to teleport and heal people and it means I can do tons of so-called freaky stuff.

All of that is useless in a moving car.

But as the dirty white car continued to match our speed perfectly, I just couldn’t deny that something was seriously wrong with that car and I needed to help it.

“Jack,” I said watching the other car closely, “brake a little,”

I hissed as the spring was pushed into my back even more but we slowed down and the white car did the same.

“That car’s matching us perfectly,” Aiden said. 

“Agreed,” I said. “Let’s see if the car can tell us anything. Aiden, want to back me up here?”

“Sure,” 

As soon as Aiden agreed, I closed my eyes and I felt Aiden’s powers reinforce my own as I focused on the white car driving next to us. 

For a moment my sight was completely dark but a moment later I could start to see a light red aura about the car. It wasn’t big and it wasn’t threatening but it was still there.

It wasn’t that often I could to work on auras because they were more like indicators rather than anything useful or more insightful. But at least I knew that white car meant danger.

I just didn’t know if it was a danger to us or there was a danger to the car or hell maybe even a danger to the driver.

The white car braked.

It shot back.

It changed lanes to be behind us.

It shot forward.

I gripped onto the door handle tight as Jack accelerated.

The spring snapped off into my seat. Thank God.

The white car smashed into the back of us.

I jerked forward.

Jack braked hard and the white car changed lanes.

With supernatural speed.

Jack drove over to the hard shoulder and just as we all suspected the white car slowly came to a stop behind us. The white car was just sitting there with its engine running and we did the same.

All the other cars and lorries on the motorway drove past us like nothing had happened. Nothing at all. The loud humming of the engine had died back a bit but my heart was slowly starting to pound away in my chest. I didn’t know what we were about to face but I was going to find out.

I undid my seat belt and I slowly got out the car. Jack and Aiden turned off the engine and joined me. I was surprised at how loud the motorway was with the whooshing sound of cars whistling in my ears and the sheer smell of burning petrol was overwhelming.

The white car turned off its engine but nothing else happened. It looked a lot cleaner than it had a moment ago and it actually looked abandoned or just a ghost was driving it.

I had no idea if that was even possible but after everything I’ve seen in my long life. I actually wouldn’t be shocked to know if ghosts could drive cars.

“What do we do?” Jack asked. 

I almost laughed at him standing there so professional in his tailored suit on the edge of a hard shoulder with cars rushing past him. There was just something funny about it but he did have a point.

“Cover me?” I asked.

I had no idea how they would cover me if something bad happened but we were a great team.

Jack and Aiden nodded and I went over to the front passenger side door and tried to open it. 

It didn’t open but the sheer warmth of the handle surprised me. It was a cold January morning, it wasn’t hot enough to make anything even remotely that warm.

Then I noticed the windows were jet-black so I did the next logical thing. I knocked on the blacked-out windows.

“Hello?” I asked. “Is anyone in there? Can we help you?”

The car started up again a moment later and then it died and splattered and I really wanted to laugh because this was a little weird now.

A moment later the blacked-out windows slowly came down. All I could see for ages was the sheer darkness of the inside of the car, I had no idea what the car looked like inside. It was like the car itself was devouring all the light that entered it.

I could hear the car’s heaters going full blast and after a moment I could feel the sheer heat of the car on my face. Whoever was inside the car had to be sweating something rotten.

I was glad I was out here and not in the car.

“Hi there,” a high-pitched voice said as the window reached the bottom.

I still couldn’t see who was talking to me and I tried to go a little closer to the car but it was just too hot. Sweat was actually starting to drip down my back

“I can’t see you,” I said. “If I could see, I might be able to help you,”

“Oh honey, I am so sorry. I forget you people need some light to see. I’m sorry but your light gives me such a terrible headache. Let me pop me sunglasses on dear,”

I gestured Jack and Aiden to come over because I had a feeling this was going to be good.

A moment later the sheer darkness of the interior receded just enough to let me, Jack and Aiden see a very tall humanoid vampire creature with well-tanned skin, wearing a black suit
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