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After living for so, so long I find it extremely hard to remember when I was actually born, before I remember running messages across the frontlines on my motorbike during the Great War so it was definitely before then. Then I was alive in world war two and I am still now.

So needless to say I know lost. I have no family still alive, no friends from my childhood and during those two wars alone I had lost more people than I ever thought possible.

Sure it was damn right impossible to deal with some deaths. Like the death of my family when the Nazis bombed our family home, deaths like the murder of my first ever proper boyfriend and girlfriend, and the list just goes on and on and on.

Death is just a part of life.

And of course that might sound extremely harsh, but after you’ve lived for over a century or more you learn ways to help yourself through the inevitably harsh times when someone you loved dies. 

You see I can live forever (at least biologically speaking) because my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the counselling, therapy and psychology sector. Meaning it is my job (and utter passion) to help people solve their difficulties, improve their lives and maintain their mental health.

And death comes in a lot in my psychology practice in Canterbury, England. Most of the time when it comes to death, I tend to see people who are in deep down depression because of someone they love died. 

But not always.

I sometimes have the amazingly fun job of travelling up to some of the UK’s most secure prisons and talking to psychopaths, serial killers and other foul people thanks to my superhero friends in the prison, justice and policing sector.

As I sat in my favourite hard wooden chair in my therapist room with its large white walls with tasteful colour art hanging on them (none of that modern art crap was allowed), and my wide range of chairs for people to enjoy, I was starting to look forward to my next appointment.

The really interesting thing about this particular appointment was she had specifically requested the smell of lavender, grapefruit and passionfruit to be in the office for when she came in.

Now I became a superhero funny enough on the day Hitler invaded Poland so I have been helping people with their mental health for over 80 years (bloody hell!) and I have never had a request like that.

“Miss Plum?” someone said, knocking on the door.

As much as I wanted to wait the extra five minutes until the woman’s appointment actually began, so I could enjoy the amazing smell and the taste of passion fruit cheesecake it left on my tongue, I decided that I better help her as soon as possible.

I went to the door and welcomed in the client, explained how the therapy would work and the other legal things I needed to cover. But this woman seemed to already know it all.

It's not necessarily that’s strange, but if this woman had been in therapy before then it was perfectly natural for her to know this. But my spidey sense was telling me it was something else.

The woman was rather attractive in a way and I really liked her long blond hair, well-fitting (and suggestive) purple dress and her purple high-heels. She looked great but she didn’t look like she was here for a therapy session.

As I watched her tit-ass-about trying to choose a seat (I mean I have a wide range of different chairs to choose from but it isn’t an exam. Just choose one!), I kept seeing her flick back at me. Almost like she wanted to know exactly where I was the entire time.

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

She smiled as she pulled over a large blue beanbag and sat on it. I did the same out of politeness more than anything else.

Once we were both sitting down and comfortable I was about to tap into my analysis superpower when I felt her trying to do the same to me.

This woman was a superhero or something.

But then why would this woman be trying to analyse me? This wasn’t normal, right or fair in the slightest.

“Enough,” I said calmly into her mind.

She frowned. 

“Who are you?” I asked.

“Eris Junior,” she said.

My eyes widened. That meant she was the daughter of the Greek God of Mischief and chaos. What the hell was she doing here?

I felt myself sink into the beanbag and my hands and feet became trapped inside. I couldn’t move.

“What do you know about the Rogue God?” she asked.

I just shook my head. Me and my friends had been dealing with a Rogue God that was commanding people to hurt themselves and completely abusing the powers given to us, but I still had no idea what was going on. 

My boss, Natalia was meant to be investigating since she was a Goddess herself, but I hadn’t heard anything for ages. So it was slightly beyond strange that Eris Junior was asking.

“Why you want to know?” I asked.

Eris Junior grinned at me. I sank further into the beanbag. 

“Stop that,” I said firmly.

She kept smiling. I kept sinking. I tried to fight it.

I tapped into her mind. I commanded her to stop. She didn’t listen.

I focused more and more. She still didn’t listen. I sank faster and faster.

“Natalia!” I shouted.

Eris’s eyes widened. She kept grinning. My boss didn’t turn up. 

That never happened. Normally whenever I shouted her name she came running to help me. 

She wasn’t here.

“I am a superhero of Mischief and chaos and confusion,” Eris Junior said. “Your friends think they are with you, having dinner and talking with them. They don’t know you are with me,”

My eyes widened. That was flat out impossible, I didn’t want to know why Eris Junior had created a body double of me, but it was clearly real and I was in danger.

“Why?” I asked.

Eris stood up and wrapped her hands round my throat. 

“I want to know about the Rogue God,” 

I could only smile as she was touching me, my influencing and analysis superpowers worked in a lot of very fun ways. I could analyse someone if they were speaking or touching or merely looking at me. I was that good, and Eris Junior was that stupid.

Her mind was interesting and rather like a playground. But I knew her mind was more akin to a rose garden, something beautiful with deadly spikes, rather than a playground to read and study and enjoy. 

Whoever had helped her out with all this mind work had clearly wanted me to read her mind probably and wanted me to mentally injure myself in the process.

I pulled straight out of her mind.

Yet that mindscaping and forcing her mind to work in such specific ways so that it would be dangerous for me took some extreme skill. Again, no superhero could do that sort of work, only a god or goddess could.

“Do you know who the Rogue God is?” Eris Junior asked. “I do,”

I seriously doubted that for some reason, after all she was a superhero of mischief.

“Do
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