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In the early days of my training as a clinical psychologist, I had one particular mentor that surprised me. Of course, I am so old despite not looking a day over 30 that this was in the 40s. And he explained that if a person actually holds a Perception Mirror up to their face, they will break and cry and shatter as they see their True Self.

At the time, it made no sense to me because I was new, green and I hadn’t lived very long in the world. Yet after a century of seeing people cover themselves in lies so they look good, and the expectations of others. I understand that strange lesson so much better.

It was why I was going to a very rare, special and apparently deadly place today. All because I wanted to help a client improve their life.

And I knew time was running out to help them.

You see, my name is Matilda Plum. A superhero in the psychology, counselling and therapy sector of the world. Normally, I spend my Wednesday mornings in my wonderfully warm therapy office with my clients to help them improve their lives and decrease their distress.

However, as I went through the small frosted glass door of Freddick’s Paradise Shop, I was almost glad I had come here instead. The first thing I noticed was a massive wall of rich Middle Eastern spices like turmeric, mace and Parkia hit my senses. The taste of Moroccan curry formed on my tongue.

It was like tasting the Middle East and I loved it. 

As soon as I got used to the sheer intensity of the rich spicy air, I was amazed at the sheer smallness of the shop. It was no bigger than my dad’s garage or my childhood bedroom. And the three rows of large wooden display cabinets that were jam-packed full of odd mirrors hardly helped the shop look bigger and airy.

The shop was almost choking with its tiny size and overwhelming spicy aroma. Even the cabinets looked like they were about to collapse at any moment from the smell. Or maybe they were going to collapse from the woodworm devouring them.

I went over to a cabinet in the middle row and the mirrors in this section were stunning. They were all pocket size and they were silver, gold and copper. I know a lot of the young women in Canterbury would like these beautiful mirrors.

It would be a hell of a fashion statement to be talking to a cute guy, whipped out one of these and adjust their make-up.

Hell, I just might get one for that purpose. It’s been a whole week since I last had sex, I needed to get some tonight or tomorrow. 

“Can I help you?” a man asked in a high-pitched voice.

I looked round but I couldn’t see anyone. I could only see the other cabinets full of larger mirrors and on the cold wooden walls of the shop, there were full-body mirrors that crackled with magical energy.

“Down here,” the man said.

“Oh,” I said looking down to see a small man, barely a metre tall, smiling up at me. His little black waistcoat and trousers were cute but I just hadn’t been expecting to see such a small man here. 

“Can I help you my dear?” 

I nodded but it took me a moment to get over his height.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m Matilda Plum, a psychologist, and I have a client with crippling depression. I’ve tried all my superpowers, all traditional forms of psychotherapy and I have even tried medication for them. Nothing is working,”

The little man nodded and he tapped his chin. “Interesting, very interesting. By the way, I am Fredrick Buttons, a pleasure to meet you Miss Plum,” 

Freddrick walked away and led me towards his so-called counter. Personally, I think the word “counter” is an insult because this was nothing more than a wooden plank covered in books and haphazard sandwich wrappers with invoices written on them.

How this man was in business was beyond me?

“Why come to me?” Freddrick asked grabbing a pile of sandwich wrappers.

The sweet hints of basil, meatballs and cheese made my mouth water and I really wanted a meatball sandwich right now, but I had to focus.

“Because my client reported intense feelings of suicide in our last session, and last night, I had a phone call from his girlfriend. Time is running out,” 

I shook my head. I hated saying the words out loud. I had tried. I had really tried to help him. Normally, my superpowers, my therapy and unfortunately medication could normally help people a great deal.

It wasn’t working for Johnathan Oaks.

And I did not want a client to die. I had to protect him no matter what because he was so clever, so caring and he had such a great career ahead of him.

Yet since his parents died in a car crash six months ago, he hadn’t been the same. 

“Because your mirrors are my only hope. Your mirrors have the power to change lives because they reveal what a person’s True Self is,”

Freddrick laughed and he pulled out a wrapper. “You do realise that a person seeing their True Self can make them go insane,”

I bit my tongue. I flat out hated when people used that term incorrectly. Just because someone had a mental health condition, did not mean they were crazy, insane or messed up. They just needed some support and help so they could better cope with life’s stressors.

I shook away the thought. This was so not the time to get up on my soapbox.

“I realise it can be damaging. If it confirms all the negative beliefs that a person has about themselves,” I said leaning closer. “But I know this client is a good person, so please. Sell me a mirror that will help them,”

Freddrick raised the wrapper and gestured me to take it.

I didn’t take it. Instead I activated my mind-reading superpower (the advantage of all my powers being based on myths and misconceptions about psychologists) and I read his mind.

He was hiding something. He wanted to sell me a mirror but it wasn’t the right one. Freddrick actually wanted to hurt my client, he wanted to make my client suffer and even...

My blood boiled. How dare Freddrick want to hurt Johnathan. How dare he wanted to inflict harm. And most importantly, how dare he try to use me to do it.

I never normally tried to make others suffer but this was outrageous. 

I tapped into Freddrick’s mind as hard as I could.

“What are you planning?” I asked. 

I hated Freddrick more importantly. I was so angry that Johnathan who was already in a fragile state was in danger from him. 

“Why do you want to hurt an innocent man? Why?” I asked.

Freddrick clicked his fingers and the spicy smell of the shop got even more intense and I gagged. 

I stumbled back and fell against a large cabinet. The small pocket-sized mirrors floated off the shelves.

“Because, just look at the mirrors,” he said.

I gasped. There was a screaming, terrified face in every single mirror in the shop. Freddrick didn’t sell mirrors. He collected suffering and torment and nightmares.

After a moment I saw horned creatures flying round in the mirror making the poor innocent victim scream even more.

“What the hell is this place?” I asked.

Freddrick laughed. “How did you find out about me?”

I closed my eyes. I didn’t remember. I didn’t know how I came here. I had just wanted to find a mirror. 

Then I remembered my mentor from the 40s and the memory exploded into a raging laughing creature. 

I screamed and blasted the creature out my mind with a superpower. 

“You tricked me,” I said and I opened my eyes.

I jumped as Freddrick grew two long black horns out of his head and his teeth became razor-sharp and dripped with yellow blood.

He wiped his teeth with his waistcoat. “Welcome to the shop of nightmares Matilda Plum. This is how I see the world. This is how I perceive you all. This is how I will kill and feast on humanity’s nightmares,”

I smiled because this was clever. Freddrick had created the perfect farm to feed his “insanity” (because that is exactly what this was). He captured people in his mirrors, tormented them or at least changed their perceptions so they saw creatures that tormented them. Then he would feed on their suffering.

Then I realised that there were no mirrors coming towards me. He wasn’t trying to kill me, capture me or anything and that felt scarier than dealing with tormenting creatures.

“Why are you revealing yourself to me?” I asked taking a few steps back.

Freddrick grinned. “Because I want to make you a deal. Give me Johnathan and I will release everyone else and I will never claim another soul,”

I went towards Freddrick and got so close to him that I felt his ice cold breath on my face. 

I looked into his black dead eyes. There had to be more to his game. What was so special about Johnathan? Why would Freddrick give up so many people just to make one man suffer?

I tapped into Freddrick’s mind but he had layered on all types of psychic defences that I didn’t have the time nor will to shatter right now. Freddrick was slithering back into my mind too so I disconnected and raised as my defences as I could.

Something bigger was going on here.

I stepped away and looked at all the screaming, terrified faces in the mirrors from the pocket-sized ones to the full-body mirrors. Everyone was screaming.

Then it hit me.

Johnathan had never responded to my superpowers or psychological therapy or medication. That was weird. That had actually never ever happened to me before and I’ve been a psychologist for decades.

That was something special and unique about Johnathan Oaks. 

My powers normally worked on other humans instantly. Even other superheroes my powers worked on after a while and even the Gods and Goddesses were...

“He’s a hidden God,” I said.

Freddrick grinned. “Of course he is. There




















[image: ]


























d2d_images/cover.jpg
\\\\\\

CQNNOR

® e
.....
0 g% °
.....
.........

e eg® x
.......
...
....

SHOP OF
PERCEPTIONS
AND MIRRORS





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





