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PART ONE: THE SUPERHERO PSYCHOLGIST
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CHAPTER 1
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As I leant against the cold brick wall of one of the many little shops in Canterbury high street with its cobblestone ground, little cafes everywhere and plenty of university students, I just watched people go about their business in the busy university city.

The air was amazingly fresh with the hints of pine, designer coffee from the local coffee shops and the strange combination of all the wonderful brands of aftershave and perfumes the students wore. That all combined to leave a strange, but rather pleasant, taste of refreshing mint on my tongue.

I always had loved Canterbury that little historic city in the south of England that no one actually cared about, remembered or did too much with. But I had gone to university, lost my virginity here too and just fell in love with the city.

So when I became a superhero in the counselling and therapy sector, I knew exactly where I wanted to return to. I had to come back to the place I love, and with there being three universities close by, I just knew that there would never be a shortage of people who needed my help.

It really just makes me smile now, because before I became a superhero I was a mental health doctor and worked for the National Health Service, but the amount of myths and stigma and other awful things I faced on a daily basis was ridiculous.

All because people believed psychology wasn’t a real science and therapy was useless, and I was only good at profiling people. 

Hell! Psychology isn’t profiling. Profiling is shit.

But I really do laugh at it all now, because it turned out that a bunch of my superhero powers are versions of the psychology myths. And they are pretty cool. I can know everything about a person just by what they say, I can read their minds and I can influence them if I really want to.

Being a superhero is great!

So that was what I was doing today, I was simply walking around Canterbury wanting to find someone who needed my help. Of course, I always hoped when I went out that I wouldn’t find anyone. I always had hated seeing people in pain.

But there were always people needing my help.

As all the young university students laughed and talked and listened to the street musicians, I couldn’t help but start to feel like something was off ever so slightly.

I focused on all the people walking up and down the high street and noticed that one particular man in the crowd was giving off a slightly red aura. 

That was definitely still a superpower I was getting used to, seeing people’s auras was still so strange to me, but I was sure that this person was in deep trouble.

I slowly started to glide through the crowd towards him and I just stopped. A few people bumped into me and started to look annoyed but I just focused on my smile and that seemed to make them happy, so they went on with their day. 

I stepped back out of the crowd so I wouldn’t bump into anyone else, and I was right. I recognised that particular man with his middle-aged fit body, long black beard and expensive look. He was another superhero, yes, he worked in the Gambling Sector.

I couldn’t remember for the life of me what his name was, but I had worked with him decades ago on helping a young woman off her gambling addiction. But I couldn’t understand why this man wasn’t okay.

And the red aura was still troubling.

Normally when people were sad, annoyed or depressed they just looked it and my superpowers would direct me in their direction. There was none of this red aura stuff. 

So why was he giving off a red aura and what did it mean?

With me being a relatively new superhero (at least when compared to those who had been one since ancient times), I just knew that I was going to need help, superhero help.

“Octavia!” I shouted.

A few people looked at me weirdly and I quickly realised that I had to stop doing that in public.

But a few moments later everyone around me sort of became blurry and then one of the most stunning women I had ever seen just appeared, and everyone in the high street just acted like she had always been there. 

Now I was definitely into both men and women, and whilst I seriously leant more towards men most of the time, Octavia was definitely one of those women that made me question myself. She was that stunning.

I had always loved her stunningly fit body without an ouch of body fat, her long wavy brown hair and just her smile. Believe me that smile could honestly melt the icecaps without any help from global warming.

So yea, she really was that stunning, and damn well hot.

“Matilda darling,” Octavia said with a massive smile.

Octavia was probably the first ever superhero I met decades ago during my own transformation into a full superhero. She had worked in a few different sectors of the superhero world, and now I knew she was currently working in the Gambling Sector and helped out there.

If anyone would know what was going on with that red aura man it would be Octavia. So I just pointed to him, and Octavia’s face just dropped.

“Well my darling that is hardly a good aura,” Octavia said. “I had heard a rumour he was bad...”

Then Octavia just started to look me up and down and smiled. God, that smile could make me do anything.

“Matilda darling, are you free for a little helping?” Octavia asked.

I just smiled. “What’s going on?”

Octavia gestured us to glide into the crowd and walk with everyone else as we spoke, but I knew she wanted to stay close to the red aura man. I just didn’t know why.

“His name is Jaxon Ellis. A Superhero in the Gambling sector, a very good one from what I heard but he has a problem...,”

I just shook my head. Saying that people had problems was so horrible, demeaning and so last century. Modern day mental health preferred to describe that as difficulties, since these “problems” were just a part of a person, but they should be changed to help them have less “problematic” behaviour.

But I decided this wasn’t the time for details with sexy Octavia.

“Is that why you started working with the Gambling Sector?” I asked.

Octavia nodded. “Yes Jaxon went missing, superhero worked needed to be done so I stepped up,”

“What is his difficulty?” I asked.

A few people bumped into us and knocked Octavia into my arms, that was a very pleasurable accident. She quickly stood up and got back to walking with the crowd.

Shame.

“He has what professional gamblers call a leak,”

I bit my lip and nodded. I had treated plenty of gambling addicts over the decades in my practice and I had come to understand that there was real skill involved in poker, and you could actually win a lot of money playing it.

Yet you were stupid to try and play and win at blackjack, the slot machines and the other games in casinos where the house would rig the odds in its favour. That’s why professional gamblers never played those sorts of games.

Clearly Jaxon wasn’t as professional as I thought, and it was clearly affecting his mental health.

“How much has he lost?” I asked.

“He’s homeless. His kids and parents and wife won’t talk to him and he is about to be fired as a superhero,”

I just stopped dead in my tracks. Lots of people bumped into and swore but I used my calming superpowers to make them happy.

I pulled Octavia against a window of a small supermarket near the edge of the high street.

Before now I didn’t know that could actually happen, superheroes were superheroes. I didn’t think we could get fired or anything.

“How do I help him?” I asked.

Octavia frowned. Damn even with her frowning she was hot as hell.

“He is another one of your... clients as you like to call them. Treat him and see if he wants to get better. Then call me with your results,” 

With that everyone round me became blurry once more and then Octavia was gone. I always liked it how easy and straight forward people made therapy sound, but even as a superhero it still took time.

I looked back into the crowd of people and saw Jaxon was lighting a cigarette and walking towards me. His red aura started to get bigger and bigger and darker. 

Then as he stood next to me I instantly recognised the smell as weed. He wasn’t just smoking a cigarette, he was trying to get stoned.

I went over to him and gently tapped his shoulder.

I didn’t always need people to talk to me to be able to analyse them and see all their thoughts. And all I had expected to see in Jaxon’s mind was some gambling difficulties, a need for thrills and maybe something going on in his personal life.

But this was something else. Jaxon was a massive drug addict and I was amazed he wasn’t brain dead with the amount of weed he smoked every day. But that’s why he loved being a superhero because it took tons of weed to start affecting him. Then he used his poker winnings to buy drugs, and when they weren’t enough he started to play the slots to get more.

Yet he only lost.

“What ya prob girl?” Jaxon said, clearly starting to get stoned.

I focused my calming and trusting superpowers on him, and he slowly started to look at me like a friend.

“You really should stop doing drugs,” I said softly.

With my hand still on his shoulder I felt my minor command sink into his mind but his face didn’t look impressed. He didn’t want to stop doing drugs, and as much as I wanted to do properly therapy with him I really didn’t like the colour of his aura.

It seemed like the more he smoked the red it got. And even the aura was starting to turn black around the edges. 

Black meant death.
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As much as I didn’t want to even start to admit it, I was really starting to believe that Jaxon was going to die or end himself by tomorrow morning. 

I almost couldn’t blame him. He had no friends left in the superhero world, his family refused to talk to him and he was in extreme amounts of gambling debt. He had nothing to live for.

So I decided I needed to try a more direct path.

“I’m Matilda Plum, superhero in the Counselling and Therapy Sector,” I said extending my hand.

Jaxon’s eyes looked a little distant but he barely managed to shake my hand. 

“Jaxon, superhero of... I donno. A sector,” 

“People are worried about you Jaxon. They love you so why don’t you tell me why you’ll doing this destruction to yourself,”

Jaxon seemed to frown and smile and want to cry at the minor reminder of the damage he had caused. I focused my superpowers on making him want to feel like he wanted to change his ways.

“I just needed the thrills,” he said. “Poker gets old quickly. I wanna smoke,”

He just started laughing as he smoked more and more. I knew I was going to have to do something a bit extreme but I didn’t feel like I had another option.

I focused every ounce of influencing superpower to make him feel sick whenever he thought, looked or tasted any sort of drug, even caffeine.

Extreme I know, but I had to save him from himself.

He just started coughing and stamped out the cigarette. His aura only started to get darker and darker around the edges.

Then I implanted the suggestion of all the superheroes that were missing him, caring about him and wanted him to be okay deep into his mind.

He slowly smiled. “They really care about me?”

I wrapped an arm around his shoulder. “Of course. They’re worried sick about you. They just want you to be okay and back being the amazing superhero you were,”

As Jaxon just stared out into space for a few moments, I wondered if the drugs had already taken affect too well. But he just sort of smiled and nodded.

“I want to see them too,” Jaxon said. “What I need to do?”

I folded my arms and wondered about that myself. His difficulty was clearly caused by the drugs and gambling so if I could get him away completely from all of that for a while, so we could work on the other causes and anything else that might be causing his addiction. Then that would work.

He would have to be away from the internet (online poker), other people and everything else that could possibly make him relapse whilst he focused on me and his recovery. But it could work.

I actually might even know a great place we could stay for a while.

“You know,” I said to Jaxon, “my boss Natalia, the Goddess of Counselling and Therapy, owns a wonderful villa on the coast of Italy we could stay for a month or two for your therapy. There’s plenty of sun, sand and that sea view is just stunning,”

Jaxon really looked like he was going to hate it, and I honestly thought he was going to say no. But he started nodding, still frowning and gestured that he should get going.

“You sure you want to help your addiction?” I asked.

“Of course. I want to be back with my superhero friends and helping them out,” he said.

But I just couldn’t believe his heart was in it entirely, yet as a superhero, I had to try and help him as much as I could. Even if his heart wasn’t completely in it.
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Now I had wanted to spend two months with Jaxon in that wonderful Italian villa so we could work on everything. And I mean everything! But that seriously hadn’t happened and I was rather furious actually.

I walked into Octavia’s large black office that was decorated in wonderful black tones, pictures of famous poker games and she was sitting at her massive black desk. I had to admit she looked stunning, sexy and just perfect in her little red dress that made her look so dangerous and alluring.

“Matilda darling, this is unexpected,” Octavia said.

I just frowned at her. I always had a rule whenever I did these sorts of things with people like Jaxon. The rule was simple, they could leave at any time, because I was a therapist, I was not a prison guard.

But that always became risky when I was dealing with people as... “problematic” as Jaxon.

“Not in the slightest,” I said. “His drug and gambling addiction is far worse than I ever imagined, and there is a reason why he doesn’t want to stay,”

Octavia leant closer. “Why?”

“Because whenever people come to therapy, they have to be willing to change their behaviours because it is their behaviour that is causing the problem. Jaxon will never change or be willing to change,”

Octavia folded her arms. “You've done everything you can,”

My eyebrows rose. I was so used to being questioned in my methods because I had a psychology degree I didn’t know why I still reacted, but I had to admit it did hurt each and every time someone questioned me for no good reason.

I nodded.

Octavia stood there and then paced round her office for a few moments. 

“Thank you,” Octavia said with a killer smile. “Me, the other Gambling Superheroes and the God of Gambling himself thanks you,”

“What will happen to him?” I asked. “I’ve already dropped him off at a casino in London because he demanded it,”

Octavia kept smiling at me, and I couldn’t help but feel like it was the sort of smile you give someone you wanted to do... and hard.

“I will report to the God of Gambling and he will most properly fire Jaxon and make him a normal person again,” Octavia said before she disappeared.

I just wished I could do something else, this felt like such a failure, but I could honestly say I had tried everything with Jaxon. 

But he just didn’t want to change.

Two weeks later I was walking along the wonderful cobblestone high street of Canterbury on a breathtakingly warm evening with the sounds of musicians playing, students drinking and talking when I got the news.

Jaxon Ellis had been found dead by a heroin overdose a few hours before, and as the air was filled with great hints of alcohol, rich Italian food and freshly baked garlic bread. I knew that there was nothing that I could have done.

You see as a therapist and superhero, it is my job to do my best with whoever I have to deal with. I love it. I get to help people improve their lives, stop their distress and help them in ways no one else can.

99% of the time, the job was amazing and it was more like play rather than work. Because it was so fun and I absolutely loved it.

But it was days like this when my hard “work” didn’t pay off that honestly just felt shitty. And like everything I did just didn’t matter and I was nothing more than a failure.

Yet I was never that. I always did my best, helped tons of people and most of all I allowed people to make their own choices. With all my superpowers I could easily bend people to my will, but I didn’t. Because it was wrong and I really do believe in one particular therapy concept.

Everyone has to have a capacity to change.

And Jaxon Ellis did not.

He didn’t want to help his addiction, so he was always going to end up like this sadly. I truly hated that fact.

But as I started to walk along the high street again, looking for someone else to help, I just knew there would be another time, another person, another opportunity to help someone.

And that time I would be able to. All because that person would have a capacity to change.
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Bloody hell, let me tell you being a superhero on a very drunk night out is amazing. Not only can you drink a lot, lot more before you start to be seriously drunk but you get no hangover the next morning.

Brilliant!

So as I sat on a very comfortable black chair around a little glass table on the top level of an extremely packed night club. I was definitely starting to feel a little drunk, the night club wasn’t moving too much, but I doubt I could walk too much in a straight line.

It was amazingly fun being a superhero and drunk. Especially because my superpowers also went a little... weird let’s call it. Like one of my superpowers was to influence people in minor, subtle ways. So when I found an extremely hot guy and wished he took his white dress shirt off.

He did.

And boy, oh boy it was worth the unethical behaviour. His chest and body looked like it belonged to a Greek god more than a real flesh and blood man.

I loved the show.

Yet I do have to admit with the night club pumping loud pop music, drunk people shouting instead of talking and my own superhero friends talking. I couldn’t deny my head wasn’t hurting.

It was pounding.

And my sense of smell was plain awful, as all the different hints of gin, beer and other alcohol all mixed together to create something flat out strange. I didn’t know if I would stay here too much longer without being sick.

The sound of my friends laughing made me smile as I looked at two other superheroes from the same sector as me. Aiden was a really cute young man dressed in a hot white shirt, tight black trousers and some very stylish shoes.

Then his boyfriend Jack was another adorable guy who was basically wearing the same as Aiden just in a different colour shirt. 

I always found it amazing how gays always managed to dress better than me in my jeans, pink shirt and blue hair. Granted I changed my hair colour like the calendar changed days, but I needed a hobby according to my friends.

So I choose dying my hair.

As superheroes in the counselling and therapy sector, it was normally our job to look after people, watch out for people in need and manage their mental health. But tonight was something very special because Aiden had just started working at my practice and I loved it.

It was so nice having another guy around besides Jack because my male clients prefer talking about their difficulties with a man instead of me as a wonderfully hot woman.

Relax, I’m quoting some of my clients. I’m not that vain. Ha!

“He’s hot,” Jack said pointing behind me.

I looked at the guy and it was the exact same guy who I influenced to take his shirt off, and him and his female date were really getting it on over there.

I really wished I could see what the woman was thinking about, feeling and experiencing.

Images of the woman killing, eating and frying the man entered my mind.

“Shit!” I shouted. “Fucking hell!”

Jack and Aiden just looked at me, so I quickly told them what I had seen and despite how drunk they were. They also tapped into the hot guy’s and his date’s minds and saw what I did.

“Hot guy’s also thinking the same,” Jack said. “Just not as fucking twisted,”

I quickly realised that the two killers or twisted lovers must have been groaning or talking or moaning to each other, because unless we’re touching someone it’s the only way how we can read their minds.

I really did love that about being a superhero, all the myths about therapists became true. I really could analyse people by how they spoke.

“What we do?” Aiden asked, clearly drunk.

I just smiled. “Well we are here to celebrate you joining my practice,”

Jack smiled too. He knew exactly how my mind worked sometimes and sometimes I could be a tat twisted myself. Just not quite as much as Jack, and definitely not as much as these two lovers.

“Want to implant some suggestions for tomorrow?” Jack asked.

“Of course,” I said almost laughing.

I focused my influencing superpowers on the woman and made her want to be sick all over the man.

She suddenly vomited. All into the guy’s mouth, over his stomach and all over his crotch.

Jack started laughing. I did too. 

The man vomited too. All into the woman’s mouth and into her hair.

They both looked fuming. 

We were all laughing so hard no sound was coming out. 

After barely managing to recover from laughing, I focused my influencing superpower on making the woman want to get out of there and not kill anyone tonight.

She didn’t seem like she wanted to do that. She was fighting me.

I clicked my fingers and I felt Jack and Aiden lend me some of their superpowers so I could strengthen my command.

After a few moments I felt the command sink in and then I did the same to the hot man. He was a lot easier to convince.

But they both muttered something about other victims, and how much of a shame it was that they weren’t going to be able to add to their tally tonight. 

“There are a lot more vics out there,” I said.

Jack nodded and looked like he was focusing on the man. 

“Got it. All his victims are buried in his back garden,” Jack said.

I focused on the woman and as she was talking to herself, I easily got into her mind and saw where she had buried her victims.

“Got it,” I said smiling.

Jack hugged Aiden and they both looked at me.

“Should we really celebrate tonight?” Jack asked.

I just laughed at what he was referring to, so I focused as the twisted man and woman started to walk away, I really focused on them. I wanted them to feel extremely guilty about all the killing they had done and whenever that happened they wanted to confess to everyone around them.

They were already hesitant about that command.

I clicked my fingers, and both Jack and Aiden threw all their energy at me. I loved the feeling of their power, youthfulness and love flow through me. 

Neither one of us wanted these monsters to hurt anyone.

The command went through and as me, Jack and Aiden just wet ourselves laughing as we watched those monsters break down in tears and wail, cry and shout about the killing they had done.

It was a hell of a way to end tonight.

***
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About an hour later the night club was a lot more empty, the music, talking and shouting was quieter and the police had arrived. Me and Jack and Aiden had loved influencing the twisted lovers into confessing to the police, and thankfully they were never going to be hurting anyone ever again.

That damn well felt amazing.

And with the twisted lovers confessing about the other murders too, I just knew that all the other families of the victims were finally going to get justice, and that really was the perfect way to wrap up tonight.

All three of us got up and as I helped Jack carry a very drunk Aiden out of the nightclub, I just smiled at Jack as I felt all of Aiden’s horniness just radiate from him. Whatever was going to happen when Jack and Aiden got home it was going to be good.

I was almost jealous.

Yet as we walked out on the cobblestone high street and I heard the police cars drive away. I knew we had all done an amazing thing tonight, and that was just perfect.

A perfect way to celebrate Aiden’s new beginning at my practice.

Maybe this was definitely a start to something great, fruitful and exciting.

Actually, that was more of a definite than a maybe. And I loved it.
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THE CREEPER INCIDENT
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I fully admit that having to go and get milk is definitely one of the most mundane tasks I do, but there is a very, very particular reason why I do it. 

Of course I could send one of my staff off to get such items, I could easily just teleport there or I could do what most people do in this day and age, I could just order it online.

My name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Counselling and Therapy Sector, so for me these little jobs like getting milk are just another chance for me to help people. It gets me away from my practice and out onto the amazing streets of Canterbury, England so if anyone is in trouble then I can find them, help them and improve their lives.

Well that’s the hope at least.

With my practice being just off the high street with that delightful cobblestone path, tons of university students talking, laughing and musicians playing in the background, normally I would go to a shop for milk on the high street.

But today I wanted to change things up so I was walking along a little street with small well-kept houses lining the entire street, plenty of cars were parked which was normally considering it was the start of a Bank Holiday as it was May Day. Plenty of people had the day off and I had no doubt people would be celebrating their day off later on.

Granted most people would be going to the mini-May Day festival in the high street, I had already noticed tons of stalls setting up with games for the children. I had even helped a very stressed out manager calm down about the event, and I made him realise everything was going to be okay.

It was actually a rather perfect morning, not too hot, not too cold and thankfully not a rain cloud in sight. Which for England was probably as strange as it could get and there wasn’t another person out on the street, so it was relatively silent.

And considering I spent most of my days listening and helping people with their difficulties and their conditions, I had always learnt to love the quiet times in my life.

“She’s banging,” I heard someone say.

Now if I wasn’t the only person on the entire street then I wouldn’t have been quite as disturbed as I was. But I looked around again and I was the only person out here.

Then I realised that my superpowers had picked up someone saying that, or thinking that, towards another person. And if my superpowers were getting concerned about what that person had said then I needed to check it out.

Thankfully I knew my two staff members, Aiden and Jack, at my practice, also superheroes, wouldn’t mind a lack of milk for a little while. 

I crossed the road as I felt my superpowers were drawing me towards the high street once again and that was strange in itself. The festivals didn’t start until later on, barely any of the shops were open and no students had lectures. So there was basically no reason for people to be going to the high street this early.

A few minutes later I got very close to the high street when I noticed a very tall man wearing a long black trench coat, a cowboy hat and boots just standing in the alley I was going along. 

I could smell how disgusting he was from here, I doubted he had showered in weeks or months or even years. 

Yet that wasn’t what got my superpowers so annoyed. I just got the sense from him that he was up to no good and that something strange was going on.

So I walked up to him. “Hi there,”

The man huffed and looked furious to see me. Then he looked me up and down and smiled. 

Normally I’m used to this sort of thing because I am sort of rather attractive according to most people with my very thin, but healthy looking, body, my long hair that I had decided to dye a very light blue today, and my small breasts were apparently something people liked.

I felt something try to press into my mind.

I tapped into my shielding superpowers that stopped other people from tapping into my mind, and I tapped into his own mind to see what the hell he was doing. 

One of the great benefits of being a superhero in the Counselling and Therapy Sector was the myths about psychologists and therapists were actually true now. So I really could analyse people by what they were saying and their body language and more.

I was flat out disgusted.

This man was such a creep. It seemed like he wasn’t a superhero but he had a mind reading ability and he always focused on their sex lives. 

The weirder the better for him.

Then instead of watching pornography at home, he would walk the streets reading the minds of people’s sex lives and then he would “deal” with those images later on in an alley. Which was probably what I just stopped him from doing.

But perhaps the most annoying thing about his mind reading ability was how powerful it was. I was almost struggling to maintain my mental shield around my own thoughts, he was really interested in what a girl like me did in the bedroom.

“Stop!” I shouted into his mind.

The man fell to the ground, holding his head.

I really did love my influencing superpower, I hated using it but I did love it when I needed to use it.

The man just looked up at me. It was only then that I realised he was nowhere as young as I believed, he wasn’t university age in the slightest. He was at least thirty.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked.

The man just smiled. “It’s hot. You clearly have some power yourself,”

That really made me curious because I had never met a person who wasn’t a superhero with powers. It was strange but there was a minor possibility that this man was a superhero he just didn’t realise it yet.

And no one from the superhero world had contacted him and recruited him. 

I know from personal experience how difficult it was learning what I was, how to use my powers and what on earth was happening to me. To say it was a confusing time is a massive, massive understatement.

I was definitely going to need some help.
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