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“He’s the problem. We should kill him,” 

As soon as I heard a very short man in a black hoodie covered in coffee stains, black jogging bottoms and black trainers that looked like they were about to fall apart at any moment say that, I put down my large pint glass of orange juice and just glared at him.

Everyone else in the large pub fell silent and it was just creepy. Only a moment before the loud sound of everyone talking, laughing and debating what was the best beer had been echoing off the rough, uneven wooden walls of the pub.

Now it was deadly silent, and everyone was looking towards the round circular bar near the squeaky front door.

The pub was filled with various construction workers in their high-vis jackets. Most were middle-aged men with a beer gut, others had muscles and some were clearly here to avoid going back home to their wives and children. That was a shame.

One group of women caught my eye in particular. They were the only round table without construction workers. There were three elderly women with large pints of beer, knitting needles on their laps and massive smiles cracking their faces.

It was nice seeing them have a lovely time, because someone was clearly not about to have a nice time.

Even all the horrible fake stag heads with their creepy little eyes looked like they were staring towards the front. I hadn’t really wanted to stop in here for a drink after work because the black wooden floor was so sticky with month-old beer stains that every step was effort.

The round plastic tables were just as sticky and I was almost scared to touch it in case my fingers became superglued to the damn table. My best friends Jack and Aiden in their matching black jeans and crispy white shirts were smiling, laughing and having a great conversation about the latest academic paper that they had read.

I was not having as much fun as them.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. Normally, it’s my job to protect people’s mental health, save lives and occasionally save the world.

It was never normally my job to stop bar fights, but as a very tall skinny man who was soaking wet got up from the bar, I realised I was going to have to stop a bar fight.

The soaked man wasn’t smiling, and his light black jacket, blue jeans and dripping wet hat made him look like he had almost drowned in an ocean a second before. Instead he had been sitting at the bar the entire time.

Three muscular men in high-vis jackets got up from the table next to us and went over to the soaked man. 

The very short man pointed a small kitchen knife at the soaked man.

Me, Jack and Aiden got up too. We were not allowing anything to happen to this man. 

“You need to leave,” the very short man said. “You cannot be here. Take yourself and your rain away,”

I went over to the very short man and gently touched his knife hand and he just glared at me like I had punched him.

“What are you doing?” the very short man asked.

I just smiled lightly because he had spoken to me. Thankfully with all my superpowers coming from the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists, as soon as someone spoke to me I could read their minds.

I almost felt sorry for Daniel Kelle, a struggling accountant at a local firm that would probably be looking for a job at the end of the week. His wife Sinead was really excited to book her dream holiday to Jamaica and chances were she would never be able to book it.

Daniel just wanted to give his family a nice holiday, but that was never going to happen.

“Daniel,” I said, “you don’t want to hurt him,”

Daniel’s eyes widened. “How? How do you know my name?”

Jack stepped forward. “We’re psychologists,” 

I laughed as everyone in the bar just nodded like that was a good explanation that required no further questions. And thankfully, Daniel lowered the knife a little.

I was about to ask him again what was happening but a deafening roar of thunder echoed overhead. Rain slashed and pounded against the glass windows and slate roof.

“Damn it,” Daniel said turning to face everyone. “He is evil. He cannot be allowed to stay here. Wherever he goes the rain comes,”

One of the men in the high-vis jackets raised a fist. “Exactly, me and me crew haven’t worked for five days because of him,”

Everyone in the pub nodded and I noticed the dripping wet man still hadn’t said anything. He was still just sitting there soaking wet, frowning and even though he hadn’t spoken to me yet, I could tell he hated the rain.

A young man stood up. “My Dad’s already lost an entire field to the rain. All the seeds were washed away, so he can’t feed our family this year,”

“How many fields does he have?” Aiden asked.

“Just the one,” the young man said.

I clicked my fingers and it might not have strictly been a psychology myth, it was still useful as I slipped me, Jack and Aiden in between moments of time. Everyone froze round us and the constant deafening slashing and pounding of the rain stopped.

“What are you thinking?” Jack asked. “If anyone can work it out, it’s you,”

I smiled because I loved his confidence. It was clear that people in the bar were angry about the rain and they believed this man was responsible but in my experience, laypeople didn’t automatically jump to magic.

Especially people in high-vis jackets, farmers and middle-aged people. It was normally people who dealt with magic or went to university or suffered trauma, those were the types of people to jump to magic.

Something else had happened here.

“Could you two sense anything?” I asked.

Aiden shook his head but Jack went over to the soaking wet man. “He’s annoyed and grateful for this at the same time,”

“He hates the rain, I know that much,” I said, but it still didn’t explain why the man was grateful for the death threat.

“Should we dig around his mind?” I asked placing my hand on top of his head.

Jack and Aiden grinned as they joined me and we all closed our eyes. I felt the world fall away from me as the three of us coursed through the man’s mind.

It was like swimming through a refreshingly cool river that smelt of mint, chocolate and sweet vanilla. The cool water was so wonderful compared to the sheer stickiness of the bar. 

We coursed our way through his mind and I was surprised how open it was. There were no doors, waterfalls or sharks. You know the typical ways how psychic defences manifest, but it was almost like this man wanted us to explore his mind.

In fact, it was too open. There was no information, no name, no nothing attached to this river in the slightest.

I stopped coursing through his mind and just treaded in the cool water for a moment. I really focused on the banks and I blinked and found myself floating in the middle of a vast ocean.

Me, Jack and Aiden were floating with a wonderfully warm sun beaming down on us, the wide-open water that stretched on for hundreds upon hundreds of miles was keeping us cool, and this was weird. I had never ever experienced this before.

“Does anyone have a name?” I asked.

My two best friends shook their heads and we were all as confused as each other. Then I realised that there was a reason why there were no psychic defences, because we had crawled straight into one. 

We opened our eyes and disconnected from his mind. We all stepped away from him and I flat out hated the awful stickiness of the bar that made my shoes stick to the wooden floor.

Everyone was still frozen in time and Daniel was holding the knife low at his waist. Yet the soaking wet man was smiling at us and the water droplets were floating off him.

“Who the hell are you?” he asked. 

Jack and Aiden laughed as we all tried to read his mind but we stopped immediately. It was like we were trying to read information through thick cloud cover.

“I think a better question is,” I said going over to him. “Who the hell are you?”

The man shrugged. “I am Charley Heward, truck driver for the London Movers. I booked a week off work, came here to get away from the rain and the damn clouds just keep following me,”

I cocked my head. “Wait, are you telling me that it always rains wherever you go,”

“Yeah,” Charley said. “It doesn’t matter if I go to Portugal, France or Liverpool. It is always raining,”

“I mean,” Aiden said, “I can understand it raining in Liverpool and France. And it has to rain in Portugal at times, so what’s the problem?”

Charley stood up. “No you don’t understand. It has rained every single day of my life. Every day for the past thirty years, it has rained wherever I go. I even went to Cairo, Las Vegas and Sydney. The weeks I went to those cities, it rained and caused flash floods,”

This was just flat out weird but it was starting to make sense. I couldn’t read his mind, he clearly had supernatural powers and even now I could feel the air vibrate as the rain clouds themselves tried to break free of my superpower.

“You’re a latent rain god,” I said. “Your powers have always been there but let me guess, six months ago the water droplets started pouring off you,”

“Yeah, how did you know?” Charley asked.

I looked at Jack and Aiden and we all smiled. This was going to take a good few pints to explain and even better, I was going to need to see the most beautiful woman on the planet.
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A few hours later, I was still too scared to touch the round wooden table because I was dead certain my fingers would be superglued to the sticky stained table. Yet as I sipped my wonderfully rich, fruity prims cocktail with refreshing cucumber and strawberries, I had to admit that the pub was growing on me.

Me, Jack and Aiden had spent the past few hours explaining the worlds of superheroes, Gods and Goddesses to Charley. I was amazed he had taken to it like a natural, he had been nodding along and he was asking much more intelligent questions than I had been when I realised I was a superhero.

My mind had basically exploded and I hadn’t been able to form a single coherent thought or sentence, much less a question. So the very fact that he was able to ask the three of us impressive questions was great.

Charley was sipping on a fruity Indian Pale Ale as my boss (and the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen) Natalia was explaining his new role in the world in even more depth. She was stunning in her well-fitting golden dress and long blond hair that flowed around her with a golden aura.

She was so beautiful.

I waved at Daniel and the three men in the high-vis jackets who had almost killed Charley earlier, the four of them left and I tapped into Daniel’s mind. He was happy and he was excited about having a great evening with his wife and family. 

That’s why I loved being a
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