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Of all the different ways I get my work, from doctor referrals, local social housing and organisations to my various superpowers detecting people in need, there is one way that I flat out hate.

That is whenever a school calls me up.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. Normally, I flat out love hearing from people in need who need a little psychological help, guidance or even just a friendly ear to listen to them. 

And I help them improve their lives, decrease their distress and I help them take back control of their life.

But I have to admit as I walked up a very narrow, dirty street filled with small terrace houses with black mouldy windows, that I hated it when schools called up.

The street itself was rather horrible with its awful little houses. I suppose back in the day all the different houses had tried to look different by being painted different shades of blues, reds and oranges but that was clearly a long time ago.

I stopped outside a particular house. It was just like all the others on the street but under all the black marks, dirt and grime that covered the brick walls. I could still see an echo or a splash of the original bright orange the house had been painted a long, long time ago.

I actually felt sorry for the houses because no one liked looking after them, that was clear enough. Even the tiny front gardens were mainly filled with concrete tiles with weeds and long grass growing in-between them. I had no idea why no one tried to maintain the houses but I got the sense that maybe someone had a long time ago, but they had given up recently.

I continued walking down the street, and I wanted to cough at the sheer aroma of weed, urine and poo that filled the air. It was a disgusting combination and I flat out hated the smell of weed. 

To me, weed was just such an awful drug that certainly had its benefits but people always mistook the common street stuff as medical-grade. It was just awful to see so many lives destroyed and good people turned into stoners because they didn’t realise that until it was too late.

I spotted the little black house that was my target a few metres from me. Just like all the other houses on the street, there were rusty cars, rusty bikes and broken-up vans in the driveway. There were tons of foul vehicles on the street but none of them look like they had been used for decades.

And this was a new neighbourhood. 

This entire street had only been developed a decade ago, that wasn’t enough time for most of this damage to happen.

And to make things even worse, it was almost like I could feel the street draining the life out of me.

This flat out wasn’t what I was expecting when a local school called me an hour ago asking me to perform a welfare check on a 17-year-old girl, Sam Cole, that had missed a few days of school. Then it turned out a volunteer at the school had put in a safeguarding complaint about her, something the school wasn’t sure what to make of because it was questionable how seriously they needed to take it.

Especially, because the young woman had “only” mentioned depression, drugs and how bad her life was.

So that’s why they called me. I was meant to check on the young woman on their behalf and make sure she was okay.

I went up to her blackened front door after walking over all the weeds, grass and various cigarette butts. 

I was just about to knock on the door when it swung open and Sam appeared. I was surprised how thin, fatigued and unhealthy she looked. Her white t-shirt (probably a small) hung on her tiny frame, she had massive black bags under her eyes and she just looked unhealthy.

“Sam Cole?” I asked already knowing the answer.

Sam didn’t even try to talk to me, she simply stood there and looked at me. I wanted to roll my eyes because unless she spoke to me, I couldn’t use my mind-reading superpowers on her to understand everything she had experienced.

“I’m Doctor Plum,” I said, knowing sometimes it was just easier to make people think I was a medical doctor and not a psychologist. 

Sam’s eyes widened and she managed to crack a smile. She took me by the hand and pulled me into the house.

It took my eyes a few moments to adjust to the sheer darkness of the house but I followed Sam as she kept dragging me deeper.

A moment later, Sam let go of my hand and I realised I was in a living room that was almost pitch black. The long blackout curtains were shut with only a thin line of sunlight around the outside, and even though the odd smell of coffee filled the entire room.

Normally I loved the smell of coffee but it just seemed so out of place here.

I managed to see the outlines of a coffee table pushed against the wall under the window, and there were two side tables next to two blue sofas. Yet I couldn’t understand why the coffee table had been pushed up against the wall so far away from the sofas.

I went to go over to it.

“Stop,” Sam said.

I stopped and I looked down at the floor and I saw the outline of two adults, a man and a woman, just lying there on the floor. They were clearly sleeping (or dead) and they didn’t make a sound.

Thankfully, as soon as Sam spoke to me, my superpowers activated and I gasped in shock as I saw exactly what had been happening for the past two weeks.

Something was literally sucking the life out of the street.

About two weeks ago, everyone on the street had started to notice little things no longer working. Sam’s dad had brought a brand-new smartphone and it fell to pieces in his hands as if it was 100 years old. Then the cars and vans and houses started to rust and decay.

And then the people started to have the life sucked out of them. It was taking Sam every single bit of energy she had to stand up and focus on me, but she wanted, needed to save her parents.

And I needed to save her too. She had no idea yet but she was dying as well.

I looked at Sam. “What happened exactly the day things started happening? Did anyone new arrive? Were there any strange noises, smells, tastes?”

Sam shook her head and she sat down and started breathing heavily.

I went over to the curtain and I gestured I was going to open them. Sam didn’t even seem to react.

I opened the curtains.

“Help!” a woman shouted.

I closed the curtains and I gasped at the sight of Sam’s mum and dad. They had massive wrinkles covering their face and their hair was so white I didn’t need much light to see it.

“So sunlight increases the life-draining,” I said to Sam. “We realised that with Nanny. She died two weeks ago,”

That was interesting, so I gently went over to Sam and I sat on the floor in front of her.

“Tell me about your Nanny,” I said using my influencing superpower to help her along. 

I had a feeling time was critical here so I didn’t want her to close up if I could help it.

“Nanny Mary was a great one. She would always bring me little cakes and sweets when I was a kid and when I started college she was super proud,”

I nodded and I could feel her fatigue was growing. She wasn’t going to be able to keep up this conversation for long.

“She started getting sick three weeks ago and then we took her outside for a few moments to get her vitamin D. And she...”

I gently rubbed her hand as Sam started to tear up and that damn coffee aroma got even more intense. And I realised Sam’s skin was feeling a lot, lot older.

So I checked my own skin and there was no change but even then, I’m a superhero so we don’t actually age. I was born in the early 1900s and I don’t look a day over 30.

“When did the coffee smell start?” I asked.

Sam shrugged and she just laid down and went to sleep.

I went to wake her up but I knew it would be useless. Whatever magic or power was doing all of this, waking up a person by shaking them wouldn’t be a good idea.

Instead I gently touched her forehead, I had to get inside her mind. Normally I didn’t need the physical contact to read her mind but because she was sleeping, I needed the touch to access her entire neural networking. Including her memories.

I hissed in pain as her mind tried to fight back harder and harder with each passing moment, but I broke through and I saw the exact moments I wanted to.

It turned out Sam had first noticed the coffee smell when she saw her Nanny Mary on the day she died. And even she admitted to herself (but later forgot) that Mary seemed odd and angry and very much not like herself. 

It was like she was an entirely different person.

A moment later I screamed as I felt a burning sensation press against my mind and I knew there was nothing natural about any of this.

Something hadn’t wanted me to look anymore into Sam’s mind and now I could only cough and gag on the sheer overwhelming aroma of burnt coffee.

I stood up and folded my arms. “Whoever you are, you cannot age me,”

I heard footsteps come up behind me and then a woman laughed lightly. 

I looked at the young, glowing woman with long blond hair, perfect skin and deep white eyes that I forced myself to look away from.

“I am a Daughter of Chronos,” the woman said. “I
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