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Us psychologists, especially superhero psychologists, really are just like everyone else at the end of the day. We feel emotions, we love partying and sometimes, we really, really like to drink. Personally, I am always a massive fan of dancing in the middle of the club and singing with a cocktail in my hand.

Of course, I am an awful singer, an awful dancer and I really do not have any clubbing superpowers whatsoever. And even being born in the 1920s and not looking a day over 30, none of that has helped my clubbing abilities.

Not one bit.

You see, my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. It’s my job to help people improve their lives, decrease their distress and just help people.

Yet I am also a human being, so I need to relax and have fun too. Hence, the clubbing once a week.

Tonight, me and my best friends in the entire world Jack and Aiden, who were wearing the cutest matching black jeans and white shirts as they danced and grinded against each other in a ways that made me blush. And seriously wanted to get laid badly. All of us were in Club Physics. A new place in Canterbury, England.

I mean this is the best thing about living in a student city. There are always new clubs, party joints and places to explore.

Club Physics was an interesting place. It was a massive single room that the owners had brought, smashed up all the lights and there was only a single golden spotlight in the middle, there were some blue and red lava lamps by the wooden plank of a bar and there was nothing by the DJ.

The sound system was killer though.

Literally.

I had no idea how the hell my ears were going to survive the constant pounding of the beat. Some kind of new pop music that I had never heard before was roaring over the vibrating speakers. I didn’t know if the speakers were going to explode or not.

I leant against the warm, sticky brick wall nearest to the bar and wished I had a superpower to block out noise. Sadly because all my superpowers came from the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists, I didn’t have that option.

Even the constant smell of sweat, cheap alcohol and petrol was making me feel a little sick, but seeing my best friends so happy was worth it.

Jack and Aiden were laughing, giggling and grinding and I couldn’t blame them at all. We had all had some amazing news that a client who all of us supported hadn’t tried to kill themselves for a whole year as of today.

That was brilliant news considering everything the client had been through. He really was a soldier and I was so happy for him, and he had even found a girlfriend. 

I’m going to kill you. 

My superpowers immediately heard the words and judging by how Jack and Aiden bolted upright I guessed they had heard the words too.

My other superpowers activated and I could see everyone else’s aura. All the hundreds upon hundreds of students were mainly yellow and blue and some green auras which was all perfectly normal. It meant they were all happy and enjoying themselves.

The young men in their jeans, polo shirts and shirts were laughing and dancing. They were trying to pick up women and some were clearly successful as young women in tight dresses and loose tops kissed them.

I couldn’t see any red or black auras. They were the dangerous ones.

I looked towards the packed bar and managed to see a glimpse of red in amongst all the blue, green and yellow.

The bar was the weirdest one I had ever seen because it was so simple. It was tons of wooden planks sitting on top of plates and young shirtless women and men were serving drinks.

I really wanted to make sure the bar staff were okay and they weren’t being exploited for their good looks, but now wasn’t the time. I had to make sure someone didn’t die.

Jack and Aiden held my hand and we tried to force our way through the crowd. No one was moving. No one could hear Jack shouting for them to move.

The damn music was just too strong.

I clicked my fingers and slipped the three of us in-between moments of time and all the staff, all the young people and the damn deafening music stopped. 

The very hot young woman with long black hair in front of me froze in an awful twist of her mouth and that really did prove being frozen in time was just unattractive. 

“At least we can hear ourselves think,” I said.

Jack and Aiden laughed and we managed to gently push past everyone. I felt a little weird doing it because I was touching people and moving them slightly without permission. Maybe this was just the English in me but this felt like pushing in a line. 

It was just wrong, but if someone was in danger then I needed to save them. Politeness can be damned, as much as my mother would cane me for saying that. 

After a few moments we managed to reach the red auraed man. The man was striking with his high cheekbones, black curtains and his killer smile. Yet this time, his smile really was killer because his aura was bright red and he really wanted to kill the two young women standing next to him.

Both the young women had been batting their eyes, grinning and probably flirting with the young man. The blond one had her hand on his ass and the other hand was clearly heading somewhere very exotic. 

“Why would he want to kill them?” Jack asked.

I shrugged. “Let’s make him talk to us,”

I restarted time and the damn thundering music smashed into me like a tidal wave and I jumped. I was never going to get used to that tidal wave of sound. It was just annoying if you ask me.

“Get off me!” the young man asked.

I hadn’t even realised Jack and Aiden had pushed me as I jumped as I landed on the young man.

Clever, but a little harsh. 

Because the man had spoken to me, I could used my Read Minding superpower to course through his entire mind. It all came from the silly idea that people needed to watch what they said around psychologists to stop them mind reading.

I could always read a mind.

I gasped. 

Liam Smith was vulnerable as hell and these two women really hadn’t helped him. It turned out Liam had just finished college and he was in a massive friendship group and the last one without a girlfriend. Everyone told him just to be patient and wait until university but he didn’t want to wait until September.

He wanted a girlfriend now.

He had been clubbing every night for months and he still couldn’t find a girlfriend, so he had been talking to incels online. He didn’t believe in their rubbish but he was starting to. Especially, as an incel had mentioned women were only freeloaders and these two young women had just mentioned they were only touching him in exchange for free drinks.

They
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