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This was the night I learnt that trauma, abuse and pain were some of the most powerful forces imaginable. 

When I get a phone call at 10 pm on Wednesday night, there are only three possible people it could ever be. The normal type of caller is one of my many fuck buddies who want to know if I’m free for a little adult fun, I normally say yes if I’m free because, well, what woman doesn’t like a bit of fun in her midweek evenings. 

The second type of caller is one of my many psychologist friends wanting to pick my mind about the human mind, my experiences as a psychologist and they want general help with their own clients. I flat out love those calls, sometimes more than the sex, because I love helping people, improving lives and helping others to live better lives.

But there is a third type of call that I don’t like.

I hate these types of calls.

There are rare evenings when my boss Natalia calls me, and I flat out hate these calls because there are extremely serious. I might love Natalia because she is a brilliant woman, a wonderful psychologist and she is one of the hottest women I have ever seen.

But when she calls me in the evening, it has to be bad.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy Sector of the world with Natalia being my boss, a Goddess of the Sector. I normally go round helping people in my therapy room or in the client’s own homes.

But sometimes I get summoned to the worse places on earth.

Hospitals.

You see I was currently going up a very long, ugly sterile white corridor of the Canterbury General Hospital in the south of England. I had never liked its cold clinical appearance and even now the white plaster walls looked so cold, depressing and clinical that I felt like I was walking into a morgue. 

There were dirty cream-coloured fire doors every ten metres allowing me to go into the massive wards where the sick, injured and dying laid. I didn’t want to go in this time, I had done that a thousand times before and hated it.

Sometimes I come here to help grieving people get over the death of a loved one, sometimes I help the dying deal with any distress or regrets they have left and other times... I guess I come here to remind myself why psychology and mental health is so important.

As a young male nurse in a fresh, crisp white uniform came out of a ward, I heard the moaning, low talking and even singing of all the tens upon tens of the sick in the ward. The young nurse looked relieved to escape for a few moments before he walked across the corridor and went into the opposite ward. I really hoped he was going to have a good night.

I continued down the corridor and I could see the slightly cracked open fire door that I was heading towards. Natalia had wanted me to speak to a man in his late twenties that was going to be Sectioned in less than an hour because he said he could see a dead boy following him about.

It was all I knew but I had to admit that Natalia certainly knew how to give me the most interesting cases. 

The overwhelming aroma of urine, bleach and death filled my senses and made the awful taste of chemicals form on my tongue as I reached the fire door with my client inside. 

I slowly opened the fire door, surprised by the icy coldness of the door handle and I went inside. The lights were thankfully already on and I just smiled at the young man sitting on the dirty white hospital bed with one of his hands cuffed to the side. 

He was certainly beautiful in a way. The man wasn’t my normal type but he was beautifully fit and somehow the light blue of the hospital gown brought out the light in the eyes. The man’s face was all lines and angles and he could have been a model in another life perhaps.

He smiled at me and I almost blushed, he put down the fantasy paperback he was reading and just focused on me like I was the most important person in the entire world. Maybe I was to him, maybe he was deluded or crazy and he liked to lure in his prey before striking.

I didn’t know anything about the man, not even a name, but the hospital room smelt comforting of rosemary, thyme and freshly roasted chicken that made all those heavenly tastes form on my tongue. I was certainly going to have all those delightful things for dinner tonight. I might even invite some friends out.

“Who are you?” the young man asked with a warmth and interest I didn’t expect him to have.

Thankfully because all of my superpowers came from the myths and misconceptions people had about psychologists, as soon as he spoke to me I read his mind and I was rather impressed.

It turned out Mr Henry Hunter was a university graduate in clinical psychology (an amazing man in my arrogant opinion) four years ago, he worked as a trainee forensic psychologist helping prisoners improve their lives and he had donated a lot of his time at the weekends to help homeless kids get back on their feet.

I almost laughed when I learnt we had briefly been at the same university together. He had been a student on one of the modules I had guest lectured on but he was sick that day.  

“What happened?” I asked deciding it might be best not to read his mind completely and allow him to tell me what had happened and why he was going to be sectioned in less than an hour.

“Are you here to Section me?” Henry asked.

I shivered at the very notion. I flat out hated the idea of Sectioning people and drugging them up so they were incapable of causing any so-called trouble. I fully understood that the most dangerous and violent people might (and that is a massive might) need to be Section so they didn’t cause harm to anyone else.

But I hated the idea of this great man who helped so many people, was going to be Sectioned, locked away and drugged up. I had seen his mind and he wanted to help people, the world needed him out there. The world didn’t need him locked away in some dark horrible place where he would be forgotten about and abandoned.

I went over to him and enjoyed the wonderful herby aroma. 

“No, I am not here to Section you. I am a psychologist, not a psychiatrist so I don’t have the legal powers but I am the only person that can help you. Because I do not believe you’re crazy or insane like the people coming here to Section you believe,” I said, surprised by how cold and serious my tone was.

Henry smiled and nodded. “Thank you so do you want to know what happened?” 

I nodded and subtly looked down at my watch. We had barely 40 minutes left if what Natalia had told me was true. Time was running out.

“I started seeing a corpse following me around a few days ago. It looks exactly like me when I was 13 years old but it’s different at the same time,” Henry said picking up his paperback to play with.

I went over to the edge of the hospital bed and gestured him to continue.

“He was different because he looked weird and moved strangely, almost like he was moving and walking by puppet strings,”

I had no idea what he was talking about so I tapped into his mind and forced myself not to gasp as I saw exactly what he was talking about. He wasn’t wrong, his eyes were telling him a 13-year-old boy that looked exactly like him was following Henry about. 

Yet the movements were strange. They weren’t uniform and they weren’t even natural.

“It’s almost like,” Henry said, “he’s had every single bone shattered in him, and sometimes he screams at me and then pure silence but the mouth still screams out,” 

Well I have to admit even though I could see all of this in his mind, I understood exactly why the stupid medical doctors had wanted to Section him. He sounded like a classic case of psychosis with the hallucinations and delusions to match, but I hated how medical doctors only wanted to drug up people when what they really needed was some psychological help too.

And I didn’t actually buy for a single second that Henry was psychotic because I was inside his mind and his mind felt different.

Something else was going on here.

“What happened around the time you started seeing this boy?” I asked magically charging my words to force him to answer. 

“I don’t know,” Henry said.

It might have been a tad unprofessional but I wrapped my hand over Henry’s and I rubbed it gently. 

“Henry, we’re running out of time. We have less than 35 minutes to find something I can use to help you,” I said.

Henry nodded. “Actually I broke up with my boyfriend four days ago and the next day I started seeing the boy,” 

I smiled because I had a feeling that was the key to everything. “How did that break up make you feel?”

“I hated it. Owen was one of the kindest, most supportive and hottest men I had ever met. He was beautiful and he was so understanding. Whenever I was stressed because of my past or because of work, he would listen, comfort me and I would do the same for him,”

I needed to ask about his past later on, but right now I had to focus on the boyfriend. 

“Would you say the breakup was a stressful life event?” 

Henry nodded like I was an idiot, which I probably deserved.

“That’s good news for you because it explains why you started to see that boy when you did. Because when humans experience a lot of stress, it can trigger certain psychological experiences, like seeing a boy,”

“Does that mean I’m insane?” 

I laughed and paced around the room for a few moments. I really did love that wonderful herby aroma, and I still didn’t believe Henry was experiencing psychosis. There was something else going on.

I looked over at the ugly clinically white clock on the wall that I had only just noticed. We probably only had another 25 minutes to sort everything out before those damn medical doctors came in to Section him. I was going to have to up my game and that meant using some of my superpowers. Something I normally loved doing but right now I was a little nervous because I was going to have to see what Henry was seeing.

“What’s wrong?” Henry asked playing with the paperback on his table like it was a toy.

I smiled, went over to him and I looked into his eyes. I made my mind connect with his and normally I would have been a lot more subtle, careful and gentle but time was seriously running out here.

“What... what are you doing?” Henry asked a little nervous.

My head felt hot like I was entering a steaming shower as I connected fully with Henry’s mind and I sent my Calming superpowers into Henry which made him relax a lot.

“Where’s the boy?” I asked into Henry’s mind. 

Henry’s eyes widened as he looked next to me so I looked
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