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Something that still shocks me about this modern world is that food insecurity still exists. There is more than enough food in the world to feed everyone but richer countries have more access to it, and the richest in society can hoard it for themselves. All whilst poorer people have to struggle to afford basic foods and even then, more often than not, the poorest in society can only afford cheap, fatty food with no nutritional value.

It isn’t right. 

I might be a superhero who doesn’t age a day over 30, so I know what food insecurity is and how awful it was. After the Great War and the 1920s, my family could barely afford to put any sort of food on the table. We couldn’t afford meat, cheese or anything. Me and my brother would typically spend our days crawling across the coastline just hoping to find some seafood for dinner.

Most nights we didn’t eat. 

The fact that food insecurity actually still exists in the 2020s is shocking to me.

Anyway, my name is Matilda Plum. A superhero in the Psychology, Therapy and Counselling sector of the world. I help people solve their difficulties, I save lives and I occasionally go to schools but I wasn’t expecting this strange case to happen.

Not today. Not ever.

I was leaning against the warm clinically white walls of a school’s reception area wearing a very nice navy blue business dress. My best friends in the entire world Jack and Aiden were standing next to me, tapping their feet in annoyance at the young blond woman who was laughing on the phone to her mum instead of seeing us. 

Jack and Aiden were both wearing matching crisp white shirts, black trousers, but Aiden was wearing a black leather belt. I suspected Aiden used that belt for more than its intended purpose with his boyfriend Jack. 

Aiden’s foot was tapping faster and faster and I couldn’t exactly blame them.

The reception area itself was very nice and probably one of the nicest I’ve ever seen in such a poor area. All the walls, except the one I was leaning on, was made out of crystal-clear floor-to-ceiling windows. There was a walnut hardwood coffee table, a mini-fridge and a coffee machine in the waiting area. 

I had already helped myself to three mugs of caramel latte. It was some of the best lattes I’ve ever had because it was just the right amount of bitterness from the coffee, sweetness from the caramel flavouring and rich indulgence from the cream. Personally, I would have rather the money was spent on the kids, but that was one of the many problems with education these days.

“Excuse me,” Aiden said harshly.

The young woman simply raised a finger to him.

I just rolled my eyes and went towards the thick blue fire door that the receptionist needed to buzz open for us. I wanted to see if there were any teachers or anyone else with a keycard who could let us in, but there wasn’t.

I could only see through a small slit window in the door and there was nothing but an endless stream of children coming into school. They all looked identical to me in their black trousers, skirts and blazers. All the boys tended to have crew or bow cuts and the girls had wavy long hair. 

Maybe there was a celebrity or TV character that everyone wanted to be or base their style on. 

“Stop him,” a voice said in the back of my mind.

I tensed as I focused on a small child coming into school. He was only around 11 years old and his little feet in dirty, scuffed black shoes were making their way across the horrible blue carpet tiles that seemed to be school regulation in the UK. 

He went into the library where breakfast club was meant to be happening.

I wasn’t sure why my superpowers were telling me to stop that boy. All mine, Jack’s and Aiden’s superpowers came from the myths and misconceptions about psychologists, and unless this kid was going to do something harmful, I didn’t know why I had to act.

But I was going too.

I went back over to the reception desk and technically I can’t do too much unless she speaks to me, that would allow me to read her mind. She hadn’t done that yet and I needed access to her mind so I could force her to open the door.

I grabbed her phone away from her.

“Stop that,” the young woman said.

I just grinned as I tapped into her mind, influenced her to let us through and I gave the phone back. Of course, I erased the memory of me grabbing it and made her very happy to see me.

“Have a nice day,” the woman said as me, Jack and Aiden went through the fire door.

“What’s happening?” Aiden asked.

I liked that Jack and Aiden always knew when something was happening.

“I don’t know, not for certain. There’s a boy at breakfast club who we need to stop for some reason,” I said.

I somehow managed to gently glide through the tidal wave of young and older students as they talked and laughed with their friends and bumped into us from focusing on their phones too much. 

I couldn’t say the same for Jack and Aiden, they were swarmed and pushed by the random tide of students so I was fairly sure I wasn’t going to see them for a little while. 

I went into the library and it was just as beautiful as I remembered. No one ever talked about the left of the library because it was a “chaotic” mess according to Sophia the librarian with all the random piles of books, paperwork and displays over her desk. I had no idea how tall her desk (or what shape) it actually was, but it was taller than me today. 

The rest of the library was a lot more relaxing with lo-fi beats playing in the background and rows upon rows of books covering everything a young or older student could possibly want. Whether it was course-related, fiction or self-help to deal with a troublesome home life, Sophia really had put in some serious effort. 

I was immediately hit with the wonderfully warming aroma of cheap, watery hot chocolate, strong coffee and freshly melted butter on toast. I knew Margret from the few times I had brought children into the beautiful library to have a therapy session with them. Some students just preferred to open up around books and I couldn’t blame them.

I loved books too.

“Matilda,” Sophia said, a large lady with long wavy ginger hair, “I wasn’t expecting to see you today. We have classes in here this morning, I’m afraid,”

I was a little disappointed. I had an autistic girl that I was starting work with today that I had hoped to bring in here. 

“That’s okay,” I said really not impressed about that. Maybe I was very disappointed. “How’s breakfast club going?” 

Whilst Sophia explained how great Breakfast was, a massive smile formed on her face and I started searching her mind. I wanted to see what she knew about the young boy I was meant to stop and a wave of sadness washed over me.

Margret was worried, scared and worried that Owen Backshaw was back at Breakfast. He hadn’t been here for months and the last time he was here, he had eaten so much food that he had vomited over and over. No one knew why he had eaten so much but there were open safeguarding investigations into him. 

She knew more than that but the sadness, fear and grief coming from Margret was too much, too intense. 

I sent positive thoughts into Sophia’s mind and I told her I would talk to him. 

“Owen,” Sophia said waving to a little young boy sitting on a round fake-wooden table with some other young people. “Come and meet my friend,”

I could see Owen properly now and he grinned a little at me. He was chomping on a croissant filled with cheap vanilla cream and I could already see he had stuffed another two croissants into his pocket.

Owen came straight up to me. “Hi, I’m Owen. What’s your name? Do you like trains?” 

I gestured we should sit on the two blue sofas a little to our right and Owen jumped on the sofa. 

“I’m Matilda Plum, and I talk to people about themselves,” I said sitting next to him. “And yes, I love trains. Do you like trains?”

Owen nodded so hard I was scared he was going to injure himself. 

As Owen started telling me about all his trains, his favourite ones
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