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You would have thought that after being a superhero for over 100 years, and thankfully not looking a day over 30, I would have seen it all. I have to admit that you aren’t wrong. On a daily basis, me and my best friends in the entire world, Jack and Aiden, save lives, improve people’s mental health and we’ve even saved the world a few times.

Yet I had never seen this particular case before. The case where someone’s aura was an absolute storm of colour. 

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. So it’s my job to help people fix their difficulties, improve their lives and save them from whatever is troubling them. And this case was going to push me to the limit. 

I was walking alone up on Kent University campus, because Jack and Aiden were at our therapy practice finishing up with the Health and Care Professionals Council. We were all being audited. Even superhero psychologists are bound by the same laws and regulations as everyone else.

I didn’t mind too much because I loved the wonderful campus. The massive concrete slabs were slightly textured and they tickled my feet through my thin lacy shoes. The university bookstore with its large blue signs and the tiny expensive coffee shop was next door. 

A young man and woman were passionately making out in front of it, and I was so tempted to implant the suggestion that they get a room together. Granted, I have a minor suspicion that would have classed as abusing my superpowers that come from all the myths and misconceptions about psychologists. But as the young man grabbed the woman’s ass and she moaned in pleasure, I slammed that suggestion into their minds.

And they ran off smiling, giggling and very horny.

Of course, I’m not a prune. I’m actually a very sexual, passionate and explosive lover according to both men and women. But even I have my public limits. 

Anyway, it was a beautiful hot sunny evening with the setting sun lighting up the sky in a fiery golden light and there were a handful of young, happy students smiling and enjoying the evening.

Everyone appeared to be busy studying for their exams and a lot of students were either running off to the library or just finishing up for the day. I had no idea how students could study all night and still function the next day. I was not that sort of person. If I went to bed after 11 pm at night then I was dead the next day and I’m not ashamed of that fact.

Some of us actually like to sleep. 

I was about to turn round towards the bus stop and see if any students needed my help as they were leaving for the day, but a young man caught my eye leaning against the glass floor-to-ceiling window of the art building. To a random passerby, he looked like he was just staring at all the various art posters on the window.

He wasn’t.

His aura was an insane range of colours. I mean that clinically because it was a constantly swirling, twirling mixture of black, red, blue, green and every single other colour in-between. 

It made no sense whatsoever. I had never seen anything like it.

A person’s aura was a reaction of their emotions and their intentions. A black aura meant the person was extremely dangerous and they were about to kill someone or commit a crime. A red aura meant that they were extremely angry or they were about to die. Whereas a blue aura meant they were extremely happy and content with their life.

A green aura meant they were at peace and they loved doing good. 

All these different colours shouldn’t have worked together, but this young man was the perfect storm of colour, emotion and chaos.

I went over to him and said hello. The man didn’t react and I wasn’t sure he could see or hear me. He looked so alone, dead and cold inside. 

And yet he was smiling.

I waved my hand in front of his face and still nothing.

“What art poster’s your favourite?” I asked focusing on a rather cute one with a naked woman on it. 

The young man still didn’t answer and unless he spoke to me I couldn’t read his mind. I took a deep breath of the warm BBQ-pulled pork-scented air and tapped into my other superpowers. I wanted to try influencing him, “psychoanalysing” his dress sense so I could understand anything about him and I tried to make him trust me.

Unless he spoke or looked at me, my superpowers were useless.

“Jack! Aiden!” I shouted into the air and still the young man didn’t react.

Whilst it might not have been a myth about psychologists, I was just grateful that superheroes could teleport and if anyone saw them magically appear. They would believe they had always been there.

A moment later, Jack and Aiden appeared in matching black business suits, but Jack was wearing a navy blue tie and Aiden was wearing a dark red tie. Aiden hardly seemed happy.

“I hate audits. He passed me but I need to do more Continued Professional Development this year,” Aiden said.

I laughed. As much as all of us loved going on the training courses because we got to learn really cool stuff, it was a pain documenting it all considering we were superheroes. We didn’t actually need the training courses. 

“Wow,” Jack said looking at the young man. “What’s wrong with his aura?”

“None of my superpowers are working,” I said. “He won’t look or talk to me,”

Aiden folded his arms. “And yet he’s genuinely happy. Is this even a problem?” 

I supposed he had a good point, but it was the black aura that scared me and the red one too. I didn’t want the young man to die. 

Jack tapped the man on the shoulder. Still nothing and the young man kept smiling and his eyes scanned each of the art posters like they were important to him.

“I don’t like this,” Aiden said. “Should we try to brute force his mind open?” 

I tensed and Jack grabbed his boyfriend’s hand. Aiden frowned a little because none of us liked the idea any more than the other. Yet what choice did we have?

It wasn’t normal to have so many different auras together and if the red aura meant he was going to die then we had to act. There wasn’t a chance in hell that I was walking away from a young man with a red aura until I knew he was going to be okay.

“Let’s do it,” I said and I took Jack’s and Aiden’s hand in mine.

We all closed our eyes and focused on the young man. 

Our superpowers tapped into his aura and I hissed in pain at the sheer intensity of his emotions. I felt like I was getting smashed about in a storm of rage, happiness and love. He was so many different emotions and all of them were as strong as the other.

I couldn’t even feel Jack and Aiden and I was scared. I didn’t want to get lost in the tidal waves of his emotions. 

Each second felt like I was being smashed against deadly sharp rocks by such intense emotions.

I disconnected and squeezed Jack’s and Aiden’s hands to draw them back to the present. 

We all collapsed to the ground, panting as hard as we could. We looked at each other and I had no idea what we had just experienced. I’ve seen the minds of psychopaths, serial killers and abusers and in comparison, their minds are peaceful compared to this young man’s.

“We’re going to need some help,” I said and I looked at the sky. “Natalia! Need a little help here,”

Jack and Aiden grinned as I shouted out the name of our boss, the Goddess of Psychology, Counselling and Therapy. A moment later, the most stunning woman I’ve ever seen appeared in front of us wearing her beautiful golden dress and her long blond hair flowed around her. She really was stunning.

Natalia took one look at the young man and a small tear formed in the corner of her eye and she gestured we should take her hand. We did and it was beautiful.

Natalia’s divine power managed to tap into the young man’s mind and it was so peaceful, so relaxing and so lovely that I just melted into his mind for a few moments. All my concerns and stresses (many of which I hadn’t even realised I had
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