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Luck doesn’t stop a crime.

Even though I am a superhero, I have never ever believed in luck up until a few months ago, and I have never encountered, smelt or seen any evidence of “luck” in all my decades of being alive and that includes my over a century of living through two world war, but it turns out that luck does exist and somehow (and I seriously don’t know how) it's one of my superpowers.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. So normally that means that all my superpowers come from the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists, but as far as I know no one thinks psychologists can give a person good luck.

Hell, maybe I’m wrong but this is the first I’m hearing of it.

So normally whenever I want to use my Good Luck superpower, I simply look at someone who I feel like deserves some good luck and I whisper the words Good Luck and then that basically casts a good luck spell over them. And yes, I do hate having to explain it like that but my superpower just confuses me so I always explain it like a spell that helps people.

But after today I was a little unsure of that helping fact.

I was carefully walking down an extremely busy block-paved road in the heart of London with massive tall glass buildings either side of me with bright, almost-blinding shop windows filled with lights, products and more music than I cared to think about.

Just to get out of the endless stream of people for a moment, I stood next to a very beautiful window display for a perfume shop. The display filled the entire floor-to-ceiling window with hundreds of red, blue and purple round bottles of perfumes and they were positioned in such a way that they sparkled in the sunlight like hundreds of stunning diamonds.

I had already heard tens upon tens of people gasp behind me and go quickly into the perfume store to see what was going on and what deal they could get.

The rich fruity smells of apples, lemons and oranges filled the air making the wonderful taste of lemon merguine pie form on my tongue, and it was great to hear so many people walking up and down the high street behind me.

In the reflection of the window display I could see two elderly women wearing dresses from the 40s, ill-fitting shoes and they were muttering about the lack of support for them these days.

I knew from my other superpowers that they actually needed the help so I simply subtly pointed a finger towards them and smiled.

“Good Luck,” I said quietly and a little zap of energy buzzed around them, and now I was just hoping beyond hope that that little piece of good luck would do some good today.

Out of the corner of my eye, more and more people were going into the perfume store, I had to admit that the perfume bottles did look beautiful but I didn’t need any perfumes and I did want to get home to Canterbury before nightfall.

Which was only slightly meaningless considering I was a superhero and I could teleport back home in less than a second instead of the wonderful two hour train journey back.

I shook my head and I went inside. Damn it.

But my stomach churned as I knew something bad was about to happen.

The perfume store itself was stunningly beautiful in a very London type of way because the store might have been on a major London street filled with tons of other immense stores, but this one was rather tiny.

The store took up a single floor in the shape of the box that was no larger than twenty metres wide as it was long and I was surprised that all the shelves and counters and perfume bottles were made from glass.

The bright white lights of the store were delightful because they made all the thousands of little round perfume bottles in their wide array of colour spark like jewels. I had never seen so many reds, blues and oranges before on a single shelf. And I was seriously starting to realise that if a person could think of a colour, it was in the store sparkling away.

And I was just amazed there were so many people in here in all their heights, sizes and extreme degrees of fashion senses.

A very large woman in a very tight and ugly red dress pushed past me like I wasn’t even there.

“Can I help you?” a woman asked me.

I looked at the woman who was standing at the back of the store surrounded by thousands of little round perfume bottles all in baby blue. The woman was wearing a striking sunset orange dress and she was leaning against a glass counter.

I went over to her but I couldn’t help but feel like something bad was about to happen.

Because the woman behind the counter had spoken to me my superpowers activated and I started to read her mind. She was a wonderful woman called Sandra who was working here to pay for university, but her parents weren’t talking to her for a while, her boyfriend hated her at the moment and her family had basically cut her off.

“Good luck,” I said at her and thankfully no one overheard me.

“What are you looking for?” the woman asked.

“Get down!” someone shouted.

I spun around. Everyone in the store jumped to the floor and placed their face in their hands as five armed women poured in.

They were all wearing black. Their faces were covered and all of them were wearing masks to cover their faces.

I didn’t move.

“Get down!” one of the women shouted at me as she started waving an automatic rifle in my face.

I simply stood there and watched as three of the women secured the doors and got some of the people in the store to get against the windows so snipers couldn’t hit them.

The fifth woman who was presuming the leader started demanding Sandra empty the cash register for them and go into the back room to get money from the safe.

But I was still connected to Sandra’s mind so I knew that she was a part of this and she wasn’t scared in the slightest.

I had to act quickly and try to get everyone out of this situation alive. Something that was very hard to do when you had five people waving automatic rifles about.

“I said-” the woman in my face said.

“Shut up,” I said using my influencing superpowers to actually make her shut up. I didn’t need this woman being stupid right now.

I just needed to save lives.

As the woman had spoken to me twice now I started reading her mind and I just stared into her cold hard eyes. The woman, Paula, no longer wanted to be a part of this plan and she knew that Sandra and every single person in the perfume store was going to die.

They were going to shoot everyone and everything in here in a few minutes. The women didn’t care about money.

They only cared about killing a single person but they were happy to slaughter an entire shop full just to kill them.

“You don’t have to do this,” I said using my influencing superpowers as much as I could. I had to convince her to help me stop this.

I hated guns with a passion so I wasn’t going to use one but it didn’t mean I couldn’t get Paula not to use it for me.

“Please help me,” Paula whispered. 

“Tell me who the target is,”

“Shut up!” the leader of the gang said as she punched Sandra in the head.

Sandra started crying and blood poured down her nose.

I instantly knew that Sandra had figured out that she was going to die with everyone else and what friendship she thought she had with these people, it clearly didn’t exist anymore.

“Good luck,” I said sending good luck to every single person in the store.

You might think that was a little silly, sending good luck to the women with guns but thankfully good luck only makes them improve their lives not destroy them. So hopefully that good luck might make them realise what they were doing was extremely wrong.

I went over to the leader woman and smiled at her. She looked identical to all the other women in black but just her aura was telling me she was a true believer in what she was wanting to do.

She really wanted to kill someone.

“Sit down,” the leader woman said.

I
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