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Normally when a former girlfriend calls up and wants to meet with a person they say no, maybe or they say yes so hard that they are basically shouting down the phone at the former girlfriend just so they can prove how much better of a person they are now since their relationship. So when my ex-girlfriend called up apparently needing to talk with me because it was a matter of life or death, well, I couldn’t exactly say no but I also couldn’t say yes.

Normally I hear about these sorts of difficulties from other people but tonight I was actually sad to experience it for myself. And it just goes to show that sometimes superheroes seriously cannot save everyone.

My name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy part of the world so in normal times I go around helping people, making sure everyone is okay and I help to solve problems. But I never expected to see an ex-girlfriend.

Tonight I was wearing a long sweeping white dress that really helped to show how slim, sexy and fit I was as I sat on a little cold wooden chair in a very posh restaurant in Canterbury, England. There weren’t exactly too many posh expensive places in the city because students were hardly that rich, but there were some.

The restaurant was very nice and posh with its massive eating area with brown hardwood floors, massive chandeliers every five metres and crystal cutlery that I was almost scared to touch in case it broke.

The sound of the restaurant was almost deafening with the constant noises of people hitting plates, laughing and shouting at the poor wait staff. It was a nightmare and I was amazed that I had heard of this place through my business contacts. It should have been impossible to conduct business in such a noisy place.

There were plenty of people in here tonight which surprised me, but I was right next to a window giving me a stunning view of Canterbury Cathedral a few tens of metres from me, and there were two other tables within earshot of me. One table was empty but another had a very cute young straight couple. The man was very sexy with his longish blond hair, evil smile and tight blue shirt, and because I could hear them I just knew that the woman was going to get some action tonight.

Sadly I just knew I wasn’t.

Especially as when my former girlfriend, Minty Croftford, had phoned me out of breath, clearly distressed and in need of my help, it turned out that I wasn’t mature enough to invite her around to my place. 

Instead I decided to invite her to the most expensive restaurant in the city, knowing full well she couldn’t afford anything on the menu. Maybe that shouted needy, annoying or insecure but I did not care.

“Hi there,” Minty said as she pulled herself out a seat without giving me a chance to even offer. Not that I actually wouldn’t have offered I wasn’t that sort of person.

Minty was still beautiful despite her ageing dramatically since our relationship had ended back in the 90s, and whilst I still looked the same as I did before World War One because superheroes don’t age past thirty, her cheeks and body and legs were rounder and thicker, but she still had a beauty to her that I did miss.

Minty had always been a great dresser and she certainly didn’t disappoint tonight with her tight-fitting black dress, massive gold earrings and even larger red lips that were very good to kiss back in the day. But there was one thing that was very, very different about her.

Her bum.

Minty had never really had a bum before and there wasn’t anything for me to hold when we were together but now, now it might have been big enough to become an independent island. 

That was strange.

The entire restaurant smelt heavenly with hints of garlic, tomato and rich Mexican spices that I loved more than anything else in the world but I was here to do a job sadly and not enjoy the food.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I think something is trying to steal my ass,” Minty said.

With that little comment, I waved over a very cute young male waiter who was wearing a black waiter’s uniform that was certainly too small for him but it looked good, and I ordered me and Minty two diet cokes, three pizzas and one order of garlic doughballs to go. Since I knew that my best friends Superheroes Jack and Aiden wouldn’t be happy if I had come here without getting them anything.

“Tell me more about this problem,” I said very neutrally and channelling my calming and trusting superpowers into Minty. There were times when I loved my superpowers being all the myths and misconceptions about psychologists.

“I can’t,” she said.

I leant across the table and gently rubbed her hand as a way to tell my superpowers to take it up a notch. I really needed her to trust me if I was ever going to help her.

“At night,” Minty said. “three men come into my bedroom and start playing with my ass. They poke it, play with it and kiss it,” 

I slowly nodded and decided that she was either lying or she was telling the truth. So I needed to activate another superpower of mine which involved me reading her mind and thankfully because she was talking to me I could access all of her mind.

As I dug into her mind I was amazed that she was actually telling the truth. It was always the same three men every single night and they would always come into her bedroom at three o’clock in the morning, rip off her clothes and bedding and looked at her ass.

Then they would do all the other things I would do it as well.

The thing that seriously confused me though was that these men weren’t men in the slightest. They were humanoid for sure but they weren’t men or even human and they weren’t even aliens.

They were very earthly creatures called the Greys, and before you even start remotely connecting them to the so-called aliens that live in the middle of the Earth. They are not. 

The Greys are very nice, kind and friendly people that look like humans, talk like humans and like to build vast underground empires for themselves unlike humans. Yet I couldn’t understand why they would want my former girlfriend’s ass.

I was going to need some help.

“Jack! Aiden!” I shouted into the air.

Moments later the entire restaurant froze and the sheer silence of the place made me almost jump but it was good seeing Minty frozen mid-sentence and two very cute superheroes pulled over chairs and looked at me.

Both Jack and Aiden were such a cute couple and tonight they were both wearing matching black shiny suits, pink ties and black shoes. They both smelt amazing too with hints of their aftershaves filling the air rather heavily.

“Opera?” I asked.

Jack nodded. “Yeah don’t tell me about it,”

Aiden laughed. “You know you love it really. So what you need Matty?”

I just pointed to Minty and told them about the Grey situation and really hoped they knew something I didn’t about the Greys.

“Did you know what her butt implants are made from?” Jack asked.

Normal people might have said no but as I was still connected to her mind I double-checked and was surprised to see that Minty (in all her foolishness) had gone to a backstreet surgeon to have the so-called best implants done and I was amazed that she had only had a two-week long infection.

“Backstreet surgeon called Smiths Butts,” I said.

Jack and Aiden just looked at each other.

“What?” I asked.

Aiden leant across the table like there was actually a chance of us being overheard when they had both frozen us in time.

“Smiths Butts uses very dark procedures and resources to make the implants. And Mr Smith gets the materials for the implants from a Welsh mountain very close to a Grey burial site,”

“Oh,” I said. 

And that really was all I needed to know, because if the Greys were anything, they seriously liked to honour, create and be extremely respectful to their dead. I once visited them to help improve relations between them, the humans and the Superhero worlds, and I had visited them during their version of the Day of the Dead but for them it’s a Year of the Dead. 

I don’t think I’ve ever been as drunk as I was then and I only stayed for three hours.

So there was a great chance that Minty’s butt implants contained the remains of Greys, since the bodies of Greys dissolved into sand-like particles, and the Greys wanted their dead back.

I just looked at Aiden and Jack because I had no clue how I was going to tell my former girlfriend what I had found out.

“Have fun,” the cute boyfriends said before they disappeared and restarted time again. And it was only then that I realised the entire reason for them stopping time was so they wouldn’t miss any of their opera show. I almost felt sorry for Jack.

Minty coughed a little and smiled at me. “What do you think? Can you help me?”

I just had to tell her about the Greys, so I did.

Minty laughed so hard that I thought her face was going to crack. “Yeah right. You really are as crazy as I thought back in the 90s,”

I frowned at her. “I’m very serious. If have dead Greys in your butt then they will kill you for it. the Greys honour their dead very seriously,”

“What would they do to me?” Minty asked like this was all still impossible.

“They were rip out your ass,” I said. “They will put their slimy hands down your throat, reach down to your bum and pull your implants out. It’s the only way they know how to access the human body as they hate cutting things,”

Minty shrugged and stood up. “You
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