
RANDOM TOUCH

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to real places, names and people are simple coincidence.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2025 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

RANDOM TOUCH

GET YOUR FREE AND EXCLUSIVE SHORT STORY NOW! LEARN ABOUT NEMESIO’S PAST! And get signed up to Connor Whiteley’s newsletter to hear about new gripping books, offers and exciting projects. (You’ll never be sent spam) | https://www.subscribepage.io/fireheart

Other books by Connor Whiteley:

OTHER SHORT STORIES BY CONNOR WHITELEY

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

RANDOM TOUCH

[image: ]


I had never been a stranger to the sexism, violence and odd behaviours that men show towards women (I had experienced more than enough myself) but there was just something about this random touch that shocked me forever.

Now, as a woman who was born in the 1920s and had to deal with more sexism and harassment than any woman should ever have to deal with before I became a superhero, I suppose the touch that happened on that warm sunny August evening shouldn’t have been a surprise. 

But it was, because it wasn’t a typical touch. 

My name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. Normally, I use my superpowers from the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists to improve lives, decrease distress and give people back control over their lives.

Sometimes I even fight the occasional God or Goddess, but I never tackle sexism, until now.

“Want to go for Japanese food?”

My stomach rumbled painfully as one of my best friends Jack reminded me that I hadn’t eaten all day. I had been too busy with psychological assessments, meetings and creating treatment plans for my clients. I had wanted to dedicate so much time to each individual client that my eating wasn’t good.

And now I was paying for it. My stomach felt like there were monsters inside wanting to crawl their way out to find their own food.

Me and my two best friends in the entire world, Jack and Aiden who were both wearing their matching black jeans, light navy blue denim jackets and black trainers, were walking along Canterbury High Street when it happened.

I always enjoyed the slightly rough feeling of the cobblestones under my feet, the wonderfully cooling summer air and the rich aroma of Italian food as we passed a restaurant cladded in ancient stone like most of Canterbury. 

It only made my stomach rumble even more. I wanted that Japanese food.

I was never going to get tired of the great smell of rich tomato sauce, strong cheese and the refreshing hint that only freshly cut basil could provide. Canterbury in the evening was always a concert for the senses. 

As we went down the cobblestone high street, I glided past and broke away from Jack and Aiden time after time as we went through the busy evening crowds. It was August so there were sadly barely any students with their friends, partners or families coming to visit them. 

Yet there were a lot of great young and old couples smiling and strolling up and down the high street. 

The young women were all wearing some variation of blue, red and black flowery dresses that blew lightly in the evening air. I had always preferred those loose-fit ones myself because tight stuff was just awful.

I smiled at a particular old couple as the man in his grey suit with a black tie held onto his wife like his life depended on it. The wife had a stunning pearl necklace and long light blue dress that I was almost jealous that I would never be able to wear.

Superheroes never aged so unfortunately I never got to experience the wonders of old age and fashion for older people. But I would much prefer to help people, improve lives and save them too than be old.

I clicked my fingers and sent “good luck” to them. I wasn’t entirely sure how it worked but it increased the probability of good things happening to them. 

“Yeah I’m up for Japanese, babe,” Jack said holding Aiden’s hand even tighter.

At times I was jealous of them because they had been together for years and they were the perfect couple full of love, passion and they never got tired of each other. I really wanted the same one day. 

My skin tingled and I stopped dead in my tracks.

“What’s wrong?” Jack asked me before turning to Aiden. “Why is she always first to detect threats?”

I waved a hand to silence them, I didn’t like doing that but I had to concentrate. 

After a moment Jack and Aiden let go of the other’s hand and they too scanned the crowd for what we were all sensing.

My skin felt cold and my hairs rose up. I hadn’t experienced something like this before, it was a strange feeling that made me feel slightly sick. 

My senses were telling me that something bad was going to happen and that someone was going to suffer unless I help them.

I searched all the faces in the crowds. All the young and old, student and not student and all the different types of people that flooded Canterbury every month of the year. I had to find these people and help them.

As they were all talking to one another I tapped into my reading mind superpower that was thankfully growing stronger and stronger with each passing year. Before I needed someone to talk to me directly to be able to read their minds, now I just need to hear their voice.

A thousand voices filled my head with their desires, hopes and dreams. One young woman in a red dress wanted her boyfriend to propose to her. An elderly woman wanted to talk to her husband about downsizing because they both couldn’t keep up with the cleaning. A young man wanted to ask his best friend out on a date.

I clicked my fingers and sent “good luck” to all of them. 

I wanted everyone to have a lovely evening tonight. 

Then I noticed a bright white and a deadly black aura at the end of the high street. I had to get to those people now. 

I didn’t even tell Jack and Aiden. I simply ran through the crowds of people. My feet pounded the rough cobblestone high street.

The rich aroma of basil, tomato sauce and garlic being replaced with sweat. 

People dived out the way for the three of us. They muttered, moaned and gasped but I did not stop.

A few moments later I came to the top of the high street where the cobblestone let way to smoother paving slabs. A large group of Chinese, French and Spanish school children were walking about, presumably they had just been dropped off by a coach. Their eyes were wide and excited and massive grins painted their faces at the sight of historical Canterbury.

I didn’t see a white or black aura nearby.

“Where did the auras go?” Jack asked.

“The back alleys?” Aiden asked. 

I shrugged. It was worth a try so as Jack and Aiden went off into the crowds to check the back alleys and all the small little streets that shot off from the high street, I wanted to sense out my prey.

I closed my eyes and tapped into the psychic background noise of the high street. Again, I tapped into the thoughts, feelings and emotions of the constant stream of people that went up and down. 

It was a common myth that psychologists could read minds and instantly predict what you were going to do, so I was happy for the myth at this point. Each myth was a superpower.

My skin felt warm, calm and loved as that was the main emotion coming from the crowd. The cute young couples were so loved up and grateful to be out on a wonderfully warm evening. The elderly couples were grateful to still be around and have good health, and the single people were content with life. 

Everyone was happy.

Except one person.

I hissed in pain as it felt like an icy cold needle had stabbed me on my shoulder.

I spun around and gasped as I went towards a back alley filled with little coffee shops and French cafes in red, blue and white stone. 

I went carefully down the little street as I focused on a young woman standing there. She was beautiful with her long brown hair, average body with a nice pair of black trousers and tight-fitting blue shirt that made her stunning eyes look even brighter.

The woman was on the phone, laughing and smiling and then it happened.

A young man wearing black jeans and a red hoodie with the hood up walked past her and touched her ass.

He didn’t look at her. He didn’t smile. He didn’t do anything. He simply touched her ass and kept on walking like that was a completely normal thing to do.

The woman jumped and dropped her phone so it smashed.

A cold numbness filled me and my skin went icy cold despite my heart rate increasing. I had no idea what the hell had just happened. Why the hell would that man do that?

On what planet is it ever okay to just touch a woman’s ass without permission or consent? 

The hell was wrong with him.

I clicked my fingers and time froze all around me. It might not have been a misconception about psychologists but it was a superpower that a good chunk of superheroes shared regardless of their sector. 

And it was more like slowing time down and gliding in between seconds rather than actually stopping time. So I went over to the bastard and I hated the awful aroma of fine aftershave with hints of cedarwood and sugar plum that invaded my nose.

I ripped off the warm hood and I just wanted to punch him, slap him and spit in his face. He wasn’t a remarkable looking man, his skin was smooth, almost handsome and his eyes looked kind.

It made no sense why he would just touch a woman’s ass without consent.

All I wanted to do was floor him but I took a deep, calming breath of the cedarwood-scented air and I didn’t.

Instead I placed a hand on his forehead and I invaded his head. Blurred images of forests, seas and ships filled my mind as my powers and his mind battled. 

He hadn’t spoken to me so my powers didn’t want to work, but I was not taking no for an answer. If he didn’t ask consent to touch that woman then I was not asking consent to touch his mind, his memories and his thoughts.

My blood boiled more and more as I
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