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If you had ever asked me when I was a teenager if I thought superheroes could get drunk, I would have laughed and said hell no. It was surely impossible for them to get drunk because, well, they were superheroes, they had magic and they had supernatural abilities.

Well, let me correct that statement. At the moment, as I sort of sit leaning on my best friends in the entire world, Jack and Aiden, who may I say were wearing very cute matching black jeans and black t-shirts that highlighted their wonderful bodies as good as each other, I was very drunk.

In fact, we all were because it was a New Year and we wanted to celebrate in style and after the year we had, we all wanted to enjoy ourselves. We had saved more people than we wanted to admit, we had helped so many people through our therapy clinic and we had saved the world tons to.

It was our job because you see, my name is Matilda Plum. Me, Jack and Aiden are all superheroes in the psychology, therapy and counselling sector of the world and we flat out love helping people.

And sometimes, we really like to go clubbing too. The advantages of superheroes never looking a day over thirty.

The club itself was a wonderfully dark combination of pure darkness so we could barely see each other, let alone anyone else except when people were lit up by the streaking, flashing lights that exploded overhead every so often.

The bright white, blue and red lights made me blink whenever they unfortunately hit me in the eyes. They certainly did nothing to help the throbbing headache that was corkscrewing across my forehead. My brain was starting to feel like a steamroller had driven over it, reversed and rolled over it yet again for good measure.

At least the club was pounding some kind of pop, jazz, love song all around us. It was impossible to hear anyone talk and I was glad I didn’t have any clients tomorrow. I would probably be entirely deaf for the day but this song wasn’t a bad one to go deaf too.

The wonderful aroma of Jack’s earthy lightly spiced aftershave filled my nose as he leant over me to start kissing his boyfriend Aiden. I loved hanging out with them but I needed to head off and nurse my headache.

“Can I speak to Angela please?” 

As soon as I heard a young man say that subtle cry for help that meant he was in danger and needed to escape. My drunkenness, headache and corkscrewing pain flooded out my mind. And judging how Jack and Aiden were looking stunningly sober too, I take it all our superpowers had activated at the exact same moment.

I was actually relieved and that was why I rarely went clubbing. It was always an awful combination of too much alcohol, no sex for me (despite men and women throwing themselves at me) and too much pain the next day.

The three of us stood up and attempted and utterly failed to scan the dense ocean of dancing drunk people round us. I couldn’t see how many men, women and other people were dancing in front of us. It was just too dark and even the streaking lights weren’t helping.

“I really like to talk to Angela please before my date returns,” the young man said.

I clicked my fingers and whilst the majority of my superpowers came from the myths and misconceptions people had about psychologists. There was one power that allowed me to slip myself and others in between moments of time.

It was as close to freezing time as anyone could get.

The sheer silence of the club made me grin. That was so much better and it was wonderful to be able to think again. 

Jack and Aiden stretched and they too had massive grins. Clearly all of us were quickly realising why we never went clubbing anymore.

It just wasn’t our thing.

“Let’s head over to the bar,” I said as I started pushing through the immense ocean of people.

The weird thing about pushing frozen people is that I expect them to be icy cold, but they aren’t. They’re warm and it’s weird because everyone in the club was frozen mid-song, mid-dance movement and even mid-sex (why people have sex on the dance floor is beyond me).

I just kept moving through the crowd.

After a few moments I found our target. There was a very cute young man, maybe twenty years old with blond curtains and wearing a white t-shirt and black jeans. He was leaning against the bar trying to get a bartender’s attention but the bar area was swarmed and understaffed.

The poor bartender was probably way too busy to even hear the young man over the booming music.

Let alone hear his subtle cry for help. 

I went over to the young man, looked back at Jack and Aiden who nodded and I clicked my fingers. The deafening boom of the love song pounded in my senses as I restarted time.

The young man jumped at me just appearing there.

“Hey,” I said. “Are you okay?”

The young man looked nervously around. “Not really. My date set up a fake profile and she followed me here. She kept trying to grind against me even after I said stop,”

I nodded because he had spoken to me, and one of the great myths about psychologists is that we can read your mind as soon as you say anything to us. 

So I read his entire mind.

I wanted to be sick as I searched his mind, because he had to be one of the most innocent people I had ever met and this woman was seriously not. The young man was a virgin, he had never kissed, held hands or even slept with a woman in his entire life. 

And the woman, who was more like forty instead of the 22 that she claimed on her profile, had followed him from the café to the club and she was getting more and more physical with him without his permission.

I looked back at Jack and Aiden and they shook their heads in disgust, so they had thankfully read the man’s mind too.

“Hey sugar baby,” a woman said cupping the man’s ass so he jumped and tensed.

I just looked at the awful woman in her tight-fitting black dress, blood red lipstick and her beehive hairstyle.

I clicked my fingers and Jack and Aiden rushed over to me and all three of us placed our hands on her forehead. 

The young man might have been frozen but I was still connected to his mind and I could feel the fear and terror radiating from him. He had no idea what to do, he was scared and he had no idea what this woman was capable of.

I couldn’t blame him as Jack tapped me on the shoulder whilst grimacing. I joined my best friends in searching the woman’s mind and Miss Hope Gatson was not a good woman at all. 

She had been charged with assault more times than I cared to admit, she never took no for an answer and she had hospitalised three men and four women. Mainly because the women had tried to stop her from “enjoying
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