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A deafening cat scream ripped through my bedroom waking me up.

I shot up. My heart pounded in my chest. Sweat dripped down my forehead.

Then there was complete and utter silence and that normally would have been fine except that every single superpower of mine was screaming at me that I was in mortal danger. 

The bedroom was in pitch darkness so I couldn’t exactly see too much except for the dim outline of my large wooden wardrobe, tons of clothes on the floor and my very large floor-to-ceiling windows that gave me a wonderful view over Canterbury, England with its roman walls, historical buildings and students very close by. 

Of course normally I would get up and switch on the lights but my superpowers just told me that moving and not being careful was an extremely dangerous thing to do. 

I wondered for a few moments because that scream could have been nothing more than a bad dream but I knew it wasn’t. I had had plenty of bad dreams before including ones where I was chased by dogs, demons and aliens but they always felt like dreams. 

This did not.

The sound of snoring next to me just made me smile because I had two gays in my bed as they basically spooned each other, and I was rather glad that me and my two superhero best friends Jack and Aiden had gone clubbing last night and they had been so drunk that they had needed to spend the night with me.

I have never been so glad to have them near me, I was about to wake them up when sweat started to drip down my forehead even more but this wasn’t a fearful sweat. It was a hot sweat almost like the temperature was rising.

And oddly enough it was. 

Outside my bedroom and house, it was a very icy minus two degrees so I had no clue how the hell it was meant to be getting warm for goodness sake so I just knew that I was in deep, deep trouble and not the type of trouble that I normally liked to be in.

I tapped Jack and Aiden on the arm and they both slowly woke up and stayed silent as soon as I placed my finger to my lips. They nodded and silently took off the bedsheets.

I had forgotten that they normally slept naked but it was a good sight so I hardly minded with their seriously fit and toned and sexy bodies. 

“What’s wrong?” Jack asked, as he wiped a massive drop of sweat off his forehead.

Aiden just looked around but either none of us could see anything strange so I reached over to the little white light switch on the wall. It burnt me.

My hand shot back and now I knew something was extremely wrong. My light switches never burnt me before so something extremely dangerous was going on.

I clicked my fingers and I placed us in-between moments of time so it was basically stopped and I really looked at Jack and Aiden. 

“What started this?” Jack asked.

“I heard something screaming. A cat I think,” I said.

Aiden shook his head like that was the worst thing imaginable. “Have you ever heard of the Guardians of The Dead working for Anubis?”

I was surprised when my stomach tensed, my body stopped sweating for a moment and my eyes widened. I knew that Anubis was the Egyptian god of the Dead and guarded the entrance to the underworld but I didn’t know that he was real.

“Natalia!” I shouted in the air. “Help!” 

A moment later my beautiful sexy boss appeared with her long glowing golden hair, massive smile and stunning golden dress that made her look so divine and so damn sexy.

Natalia looked around and shook her head. “This isn’t good. Anubis is here and that only means one thing,”

“I’m going to die?” I asked.

Natalia frowned and nodded. “Anubis and their cats never turn up unless someone is about to die,”

“But I can’t die,” I said like a silly little girl. “I have so many more people to save, more bad guys to stop and... what about my friends?”

“I’m glad we were mentioned somewhere,” Jack said. I elbowed him in the ribs for that comment but I really did love all of them.

All stopped talking and remained perfectly still as I watched a little black cat the size of a lion went over to Natalia and sit on my bedroom floor staring at me. Thankfully I could only see it because the golden light shining off Natalia.

“Do you see the Cat?” Natalia asked.

I nodded. I was amazed at how evil, cold and murderous it looked. I knew the cat could easily rip me apart with its immense claws and sheer power inside its body. 

I still didn’t want to go to the underworld.

“Can you talk to Anubis?” I asked Natalia. “We have stopped a lot of people coming down to him lately and I know he loves us for that. Maybe that can buy us some goodwill and, what do I do about the Cat?”

“I am not a Cat thank you very much,” the Cat said in perfect English.

Jack and Aiden came very close to me and hugged me because they probably knew the Cat was talking to me now and Natalia just disappeared.

“What are you then?” I asked.

“How the hell am I meant to know I just know that cats don’t look like this,” the Cat-Thing said. “I am a slave to the God of Death because of a punishment I’m serving but no one wants to free me,”

I slowly nodded as if this was just another day at the therapist office for me. “What did you do?”

“I...” the Cat said before looking at the ground. “I fell for the wrong creature. I fell in love with a shapeshifter from the underworld and I helped free it so when the Gods and Goddesses found out they punished me,”

Now as a superhero psychologist I’ve heard a lot of things and I know that you are never ever meant to be judgemental and to be honest I am not. But when a massive cat breaks or teleports into my home in the middle of the night I really think I’m allowed to be a little judgemental.

“Sounds like you deserve it in a way,” I said. “Freeing any beings from the underworld is a crime considering how dangerous some of those beings are, but is your punishment over?”

The Cat nodded. “Of course. I was meant to serve a thousand years as this cat being and helping Anubis collect the dead souls of the, well, dead and mourning them as I collected them,”

I felt so sorry for the creature and I was now noticing that whenever the creature spoke it sounded so sad, upset and terrified that its punishment was never going to end. I understood it. I would hate to be surrounded and having to deal with so much endless death for a thousand years.

I went to touch the creature but I backed away.

“I am not allowed to be touched but I do want your help,” the Cat said.

“So I’m not going to die?” I asked.

I loved it how
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