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One of the things that I flat out love about Canterbury, England, besides the great university students, the endless historical buildings and the wonderful buzz of the city, is the sheer amount of wonders that never cease to amaze me. It could be a brand-new coffee shop, a new woodland, or a new piece of history to discover.

There’s always something new in Canterbury, and that’s why I love it, and I love helping people even more.

You see, my name is Matilda Plum. A superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. It’s my job to help people, improve their lives and support their mental health.

That led me to meet Mr Ezra White in a very, very unfortunate way.

For a change, I was out for a wonderful walk in the woodlands around Canterbury by myself. The bright sunlight shone through the thick and thin branches of the large silver birch, willow and oak trees that lined the wide path.

The shadow of the leaves made sweet patterns on the hard, cracked ground. Granted, the cracked ground was covered in lumps and bumps that made me feel like I was a tank walking over a warzone at times, but it was nice. It got me to concentrate on everything and pay attention.

Sometimes in our modern world that was actually what we needed to do. Simply pay attention to the present, forget about the past and the future and just focus on the present to relax ourselves. There was a lot of research support behind it too.

The sweet sound of birds singing, tree branches rustling in the warm breeze and the crunching of leaves from other animals made me smile. There was nothing better than taking a walk through the woodlands. 

The great hints of nature, damp and refreshing moss filled my senses. I couldn’t help but smile and the taste of summer picnics with my family formed on my tongue. 

Then I noticed him.

I felt a pull on my mind from my left, I turned and I noticed a middle-aged man in black jeans, a bloody white shirt and short brown hair was just standing in front of a large oak tree. And he was staring at a very sharp, very pointy broken branch that was level with his stomach.

Given how all my superpowers came from the myths and misconceptions about psychologists, I couldn’t read his mind until he spoke to me. Yet I could read his aura and body language like nobody else. 

He wanted to kill himself.

He fully intended to kill himself.

I almost wished my best friends in the entire world, Jack and Aiden, were here. But they were busy at our clinical practice supporting clients. My sessions didn’t start for another hour so I wanted to practise my mindfulness, be out in nature and just enjoy myself.

Anything so I didn’t have to go back to my endless mountain of paperwork. That was the one bad side about being a superhero psychologist. There were no superpowers to help with paperwork. 

I went carefully over to the man. My feet crunched the leaves, I almost twisted my ankle on the lumpy bumpy ground and I went up to him.

“Hey, are you okay?” I asked.

All I needed to do was get him to talk to me. That was all that mattered, but I felt like something was wrong. 

Normally when someone was suicidal, they were hyperalert, they were a little out of it and if someone tried to stop them they would have a reaction. This man wasn’t reacting to me at all. 

I’ve supported some very lethargic people with depression in my decades, and thankfully because I’m a superhero I don’t look a day over 30, and they still reacted to me.

This man wasn’t. 

I reached out to touch his shoulder but I couldn’t. I was a few inches away from his bloody white shirt and my hand couldn’t move closer. It was like I was touching warm glass. 

I followed the feeling of warm glass to the left, right and downwards. It seemed like there was something like a glass cage around him. I tried to touch his head and the glass cage was there too.

I paced round him a few times. My feet threatening to twist on the lumpy bumpy cracked ground and I was glad I managed to keep my footing. Sure I could teleport, but the last thing I wanted was a broken ankle.

The man’s body tensed, he broke out into a running stance and he took a deep breath.

My chest tightened, my stomach churned and I panicked. I didn’t want him to run towards the branch and kill himself.

I had to save him.

“Stop,” I said, sending as much of my superpowers in the command.

I heard the sound of glass cracking. The man still prepared to charge, to end his life and he was going to charge at any moment.

“Stop!” I shouted as loud and as forceful as I could.

The sound of glass cracking got even louder, I could see the faint outline of the glass cage around him in the bright sunlight and the birds had stopped singing as they flew away. They have thought my shouting meant danger.

Maybe they were right.

Lactic acid started to build up in my muscles, my joints and the rest of my cells. I was probably putting way too much power into my commands but I wanted to save this man’s life. I didn’t want him to die, I wanted to protect him and I was not failing.

“Stop!” I shouted with every single fibre of my being and I poured all my strength, all my power and all my will into making him stop.

The glass cage shattered, the shards melted away and the man just glared at me.

I collapsed to the ground as the lactic acid became too much, a wave of fatigue washed over me and the bumpy cracked ground dug into my knees like daggers.

The man came over to me, his hands formed fists and he looked like he was going to kill me.
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“Why did you save me? Why did you interfere? Why couldn’t you just leave me alone?” the man asked.

As soon as he had spoken to me, our minds connected, I read his mind and a chill ran up my spine. Ezra was a monster, an abuser and he certainly deserved to die.

Ezra had met his wife Cindy fifteen years ago, he had loved her, beaten her and cut her off from all her friends and family members. They had had two brilliant kids but as soon as the kids turned 16 years old, Ezra had started to beat them too and Cindy was too injured to defend them.

Cindy had tried to call the police, she had tried to leave with the kids to get away from Ezra, but Ezra always found them. The police didn’t believe her anyway. So Cindy had killed her adult children as soon as they turned 18 then herself and then Ezra had come home from a breakfast meeting with clients.

I flat out hated the awful blood bath of their house. Their living room was the scene of a massacre, Cindy was still barely alive when Ezra came home and he was terrified of her victorious smile as she died. She had won, she had beaten him and she had saved her family when no one else would. 

I was surprised at the sheer overwhelming grief, self-hatred and torment that flooded his mind. Then I realised this wasn’t a natural response for a person like Ezra. 

This was the result of a superhero’s suggestion, influence and power.

I disconnected from his mind, I sighed and I tried to force myself up but I had used too much strength breaking the glass cage.

“Who did you see?” I asked. “Who did this to you?” 

Ezra’s body tense, he broke into another running stance and I wanted to shout another suggestion directly into his mind, but I didn’t have the strength. Whoever created the glass cage was immensely powerful, strong and they clearly knew exactly what they were doing.

Ezra broke into a run towards the sharp branch. I connected to his mind. I implanted a command so deep about his want to live that it could never be removed.

He stopped, leapt to one side and he screamed out in frustration because he clearly wanted to die after seeing everything he had done to his family.

Of course, a small part of me would be happy to see someone as evil, twisted and monstrous as Ezra die. Yet I wanted to see who had commanded him to end his own life. That was illegal amongst superheroes, it was unethical and it was immoral.

I forced myself up, I stumbled over to him and I touched his forehead. I coursed through his mind and I ripped off the layers upon layers of thoughts, feelings and behaviours until I found the command that asked him to kill himself.

I recognised the thought pattern, the command and the superhero suggestion immediately.

It was mine.

I took a few steps back in utter horror, confusion and fear. Someone had copied my mental commands, my influence and my superpowers to the letter. There were superheroes and sectors that could easily do that but it was illegal.

I needed help, so I looked up at the sky and shouted for my boss Natalia, the Goddess of Psychology, Counselling and Therapy. 

A moment later a massive golden portal appeared and she stepped out looking as stunning as ever. Her long golden dress highlighted her perfect body, her long blond hair flowed around her and her golden aura was blinding.

Natalia went over to the man, touched his forehead and clicked her fingers.

The man fell away, Natalia stood up and smiled at me. And let me tell you, when a Goddess smiles at you it makes you feel amazing.

“Amazing job catching this one,” Natalia said. “I have a feeling I know who set this up and believe me they will be punished. Great job saving his life, even if he didn’t deserve it. I trust you’ll sort him out.”

I bowed as Natalia left, because she was clearly busy and a surge of happiness, delight and relaxation flooded through me. I flat out loved saving lives and now I got to deal with Ezra White properly.

I knelt down next to him, I touched his forehead and I implanted a very, very simple
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