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      Don’t Look Behind You
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      Suddenly he felt very alone…

      
      Harjit had always liked cars.
      

      
      He’d passed his driving test first time, just a month after his seventeenth birthday. He had used all the money he had saved
         from his weekend job at the supermarket to buy a cheap Fiat Punto. He’d customised it; added racing seats and a top of the
         range music system.
      

      
      Tonight was the first time Harjit had actually driven alone. He’d met a couple of his mates in Welton, where they had gone
         bowling at the new leisure complex. Afterwards he’d offered to give them both a lift home. Well, it was freezing outside.
         But even if it had been a warm summer’s night, Harjit would still have offered to give them a lift: he wanted to show off
         his new car.
      

      
      Harjit and his family lived about ten miles away, on the outskirts of a neighbouring town. His mate Paul lived close to the
         town centre, so Harjit dropped him off first. Then he took Aaron out to his place on the big estate up on the hill. Harjit
         stayed, listening to some new tracks Aaron had downloaded.
      

      
      It was late when Harjit left, and thick, icy rain had started to beat down heavily. He ran to the car, the rain stinging his
         face. He zapped the doors with his key, eager to get inside the car and out of the rain. Suddenly, he heard a voice shout
         out. It was Aaron. “Harj! You’ve forgotten your cap!”
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