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Before I became a superhero and I effectively stopped ageing, so I thankfully don’t look a day over 30, if some idiot wanted to talk to you and try to sell you rubbish then they needed to do it to your face. My mother threatened to punch, hit and scream at a very wide range of men over the years.

She hated people selling stuff and I seriously didn’t blame her.

As much as I love modern technology and I couldn’t live without my phone, I hate telemarketers. They are just some of the most annoying, most inconsiderate and selfish people that I have ever met. So whenever I met a telemarketer or a cold caller, I was always a little annoyed and determined to make sure they got what they deserved.

Me and one of my best friends in the entire world Jack, in his wonderfully tight navy business suit that left little of his delightful body to the imagination were coming back from a little local supermarket in cobblestone Canterbury High Street.

Jack looked a lot nicer than me in my blue jeans, white blouse and white trainers, but there was a reason for it I promise. I was seeing several trauma survivors today and I’ve always found it more helpful to be dress slightly less formally with them.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero from the Counselling, Psychology and Therapy sector of the world. It’s my job to help people, fix their difficulties and occasionally save the world.

Me and Jack were strolling down the rough cobblestone high street with a nice mixture of ancient Victorian and modern shops lining the street. There were a whole bunch of French and Spanish students swarming the high street today. There must have been some kind of international visit going on, and it was lovely to hear them constantly laugh and talk.

I rolled my eyes a little as I saw two young French boys in matching black t-shirts and jeans holding two clipboards. I understood that the schools wanted them to practise their English but getting them to ask questions to random people was just a little annoying.

I really hoped they didn’t ask me anything.

Anyway, me and Jack kept going along the high street looking for anyone to help. Jack kept telling me about the film that him and his boyfriend Aiden had watched last night, and the romantic comedy did actually sound pretty good.

Aiden was back at our therapy clinic finishing up with one of his autistic clients and then we were going to have lunch together. Hence the need for delightfully spicy focaccia tear-and-share with rich creamy mozzarella, sweet caramelized onions and Jack’s personal favourite (something I detest) some strong blue cheese.

I hated blue cheese with an utter passion.

So far there hadn’t been anyone who needed any help so far. A lot of the students in their jeans and trousers and long sweeping dresses had normal student concerns about money, their coursework and their relationship issues. One woman was concerned that her boyfriend was cheating on her with her sister.

These issues I either didn’t help with or I implanted a few simple suggestions to help them. 

Jack stopped dead in his tracks and I noticed he was staring at a very wealthy-looking man just strolling down the high street like he owned the place. His slightly shiny grey suit was clearly custom-made, his 24 karat gold watch shone in the bright sunlight and his brown shoes had to have cost a few thousand pounds.

The man was insanely rich, but I didn’t understand why Jack was looking at him. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Jack shrugged. “I don’t know. I just have a bad feeling about him,”

I went over to the wealthy man and I was hoping he would talk to me. The advantage of all my superpowers coming from the myths and misconceptions about psychologists was that all I needed was for him to talk to me. Then I could and would happily read his mind.

“Excuse me,” I said.

The man rolled his eyes and moved his hands in front of his nose like I was nothing but a bad smell. 

“Excuse me,” I said tapping his shoulder.

He tensed and stopped like I was a parasite that was going to kill him. Still, the wealthy man said nothing and the sheer aroma of heavily spiced aftershave punched me. It was like he bathed in the stuff.

Jack walked into him from behind pretending to be a university student on his phone.

I caught the man.

“Get off me,” he said and he kept on walking.

Jack stood next to me and I smiled. It wasn’t exactly the friendliest thing he could have said to me but it was all I actually needed.

His mind was horrible.

He wasn’t just a telemarketer who had hired over a hundred people to call tens upon tens of innocent people every day and he harassed them nonstop. But he sold people’s phone numbers too.

It was what he was doing right now.

He had a little device in his pocket that was scanning everyone who walked past him. The device grabbed their phone number and then he sold it to other companies who cold-called just like he did. It was why he was so rich.

Major companies paid an awful amount of money to illegally get people’s phone numbers.

I shared everything with Jack and we were both disgusted. It was so disgusting and outrageous that these major companies felt that they could use and abuse people’s personal data. 

Of course I was being idealist, but I value, protect and treasure the trust that people put in me whenever they give me any detail about their lives. Whether it’s about their trauma, their darkest fears or their dreams for the future. 
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