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Now I’ve really come across some right mugs in my time of being alive, and believe me I have been alive for so many decades now and world wars that even I’ve surprised at some of the people I’ve met. Then again, I have actually seen some very weird drinking mugs too at times, especially when I come across weird-ass superheroes that feel the need to get creative with their drinkware because they believe, and I have no idea why, that their special mug or whatever gives them power.

When I come across these superheroes I simply shake my head and smile and as soon as they leave, I simply laugh.

Anyway, my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Therapy and Counselling Sector so it’s my job to travel around and help people maintain their mental health and basically just solve whatever’s troubling them, and I swear I will never ever drink out of a mug after this situation.

I was actually sitting down at one of my favourite coffee shops just off the high street. I really love to walk down the high street on a Saturday and feel the rough yet slightly smooth cobblestones under my feet, the nice cool breeze of the autumn air brushing my cheeks and seeing all the amazing students in the high street.

That’s certainly a reason why I love Canterbury, there was so many amazing bright young minds that really help to give the city a refreshing hint of life, unlike so many other English cities that to be honest, just feel dead to me.

But I will admit the biggest problem is that because I don’t look a day over 30 (or 25 most days) I do get a lot of both female and male attention, so I’m just glad that I like both most of the time.

Like right now as I sit at a smallish wooden round table in my favourite coffee shop I could see two young men up by the wooden bar looking at me, and talking to each other about who should be the one to start chatting me up.

They actually didn’t look too bad and the golden copper light reflecting off their smooth milky white skin made them look very attractive, but they were a little young.

Instead I simply relaxed and allowed the cool metal chair I was sitting in to take the full weight of my body as I waited for a friend to show up, and since I had just finished up a therapy session with a wonderful woman with severe depression the few moments of silence before my friend were great.

And it might sound weird that after a great and rather intense therapy session that I liked to come to very busy places, as there were rows upon rows of little wooden tables with tons of people cramped around them, but I like the energy they give off.

Since my superpowers are whatever the myths about non-superhero psychologists are, I can instantly read a person’s mind just by them talking, and I can feel their emotions with only a glance.

And it was such a relief that all these people were so happy today, and it was that feeling of happiness that I really needed. Like there were a group of five expecting mothers in matching black t-shirts, long brown hair and some had their nose pierced, and it was seriously nice to feel their positivity pulse through my body.

Even the amazing coffee shop smelt amazing with its strong, almost choking hints of battery-acid bitter coffee, sweet spiced pumpkins and I even saw a few peppermint candy canes kicking up a faint hint into the air.

Now I could easily understand the pumpkin because it was only two weeks until Halloween, but I flat out hated how shops were already starting to get Christmas products in stock. I love Christmas, but seriously, it had just become far too commercialised of late.

“Hi Matty,” a woman said to me.

I instantly looked away from the wooden bar area and focused on the very attractive woman in front of me wearing an amazing black overcoat, white t-shirt and black trousers. It wasn’t a look that I thought could possibly ever work but she looked beautiful in it, and my throat even went dry on me.

“Isabella Homer,” the woman said to me in a very thick Greek accent. “Distant Daughter of Homer itself, the father of Modern History,”

For some reason I just bowed my head at the woman because I instantly knew that she was a superhero from the earliest days and she had had to be kicking around the planet for at least two thousand years if not longer.

I felt like a baby compared to her.

Granted we had only really met a handful of times throughout the centuries but it was always nice to see her, and I knew if I ever needed help in the History sector then I would only turn to her.

That only made her call and want to meet even stranger.

“What’s up?” I asked.

Isabella weakly smiled at me and swirled her hand a little and a small black wooden box appeared in front of me.

Now lots of non-superheroes would have panicked if their friend did that in front of me, out of some strange idea that normal humans could see that “magic”, but thankfully if any humans did see that they would “know” that the box had always been there.

I tapped into my superpowers a little and tapped into Isabella’s mind just to make sure that the box wasn’t dangerous. It wasn’t so I opened it.

I was rather surprised when the wooden box dissolved at my touch and revealed a very large golden mug without any jewels, diamonds or anything attached to it. There were only a bunch of symbols, words and phrases in a long dead language that I couldn’t read.

The mug itself had to be the size of a small plant pot, it was a little big for your morning coffee but I would love my coffee mugs to be this big. 

I just had no idea what Isabella wanted with me.

“This shouldn’t exist in history,” Isabella said. “The language is a version of Latin that never existed in history and the mug has superpowers of its own. Order a drink,”

Now if Isabella was flirting with me that was certainly a way to get my attention.

“Hot chocolate with soya milk and marshmallows please,” I said.

I hardly expected anything to happen but when I blinked the golden mug was filled with very warm hot chocolate and little white marshmallows.

“Wow,” I said.

“That’s the problem and don’t drink it,” Isabella said. “The problem is that whenever someone drinks from the mug they turn insane,”

As a psychologist, I have to admit that I flat out hate the term insane because it just isn’t helpful but as a superhero I’ve learnt that sometimes the outdated and harmful terms are rather accurate.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Isabella leant closer to me and she smelt wonderful of hints of coconut, jasmine and lilacs.

“I mean whenever someone drinks from it. They start rocking back and forth, screaming and cursing everyone around them in a language they most certainly did not know before taking a drink and then those people they curse start doing the same 24 hours later,” Isabella said.

I weakly smiled and slowly nodded as I realised exactly how she knew all of this and why she was telling me.

“When were you cursed?” I asked.

“Twenty-two hours ago,” she said. “Me and the other superheroes and the Gods and Goddesses in the History sector have tried to solve this but we can’t. We need someone who understands behaviour and the mind. We need you,”

As a psychologist there were very few things that couldn’t persuade me to help someone in need and she certainly hadn’t said any of them. And she was right about one thing, somehow this mug and the language it caused was able to make people behave in “crazy” ways?

The only problem was I had absolutely no idea how it worked and if I could reverse the effects.

No clue at all.
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Since it was well after lunchtime now in the little coffee shop with its copper lighting, small round wooden tables and amazing smells of bitter coffee, there were a lot fewer people inside now. That was something I was rather grateful for because it meant I could at least start to think aloud a lot more because this was something that needed to be solved yesterday.

Or more precisely, we needed to have this solved in under two hours.

“Do you want another drink?” a woman asked in a tight black uniform and I had recognised her from the local university that I walked through every so often but me and Isabella just smiled and sent warm energy into her.

The last thing we needed was her or any other staff members to kick us out for not ordering any drinks and paying our way.

“What do you mean the language never existed in history?” I asked.

Isabella shrugged and pointed to the symbols on the golden mug. “There are a lot of Latin dialects through time and space but this dialect does not exist. Someone added it,”

I nodded. My expertise laid in behaviour, therapy and the mind, not how a superhero or god could add a language into history without people noticing.

“How could someone do it?” I asked.

Isabella smiled as she tapped the golden mug a little more. “That’s the problem. No one knows. All the History superheroes, Gods and Goddesses are accounted for and they didn’t do it,” 

I stood up and stretched my back and it was only then that I realised I really had been sitting down far too long.

“What about someone from the Time Sector?” I asked.

It actually made perfect sense because the superheroes, Gods and Goddesses in the Time sector were a little weird to be honest, and no one could really understand them too much. 

My main problem, and please don’t judge me too harshly, is because they constantly see the past, present and future at the same time and they talk like it. They can’t describe things in an order that I would perceive them as happening in so I hate to say it but talking to them is hard.

Way too hard for my liking.

Which is actually rather funny considering my profession lives off talking to people through their difficulties. 

Anyway, I noticed that Isabella was just staring blankly at the golden mug and I even could have sworn that the golden writing was glowing slightly. Like it was talking to Isabella.

I tapped into my superpowers and started coursing through her mind.

I needed to understand what exactly was going on with her and why she was staring blankly.

Icy coldness slowly grew over my skin and I just felt so cold as I realised that her mind was rather empty. It was sort of felt like walking through a ghost town inside her head, there should have been thoughts, feelings and desires in her mind.

But there were none.

Then I felt everything return to her and I disconnected.

“That felt weird,” she said.

I folded my arms and really focused on her mind and it felt different. There was still an icy coldness to her mind as I tapped into it but all of her thoughts were there.

I knew that she wanted to go and get strawberry ice cream later on with her boyfriend (damn it. The hot girls are always taken), I knew she
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