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“Our house disappeared,”

Now there are only so many responses I could give when my best friends in the entire world, Jack and Aiden in matching black jeans and white t-shirts, stood in front of me in front of the massive empty gap in the terrace houses pointing to their own missing house.

All the other lowly terrace houses in the street were covered in fresh, dirty white paint that didn’t make them look cheap or run down. Instead the dirtiness of the white paint made them look lived in and a lot less clinical compared to some of the other horrible houses I’ve seen popping up in so-called classy (more like soulless) neighbourhoods. 

All the other houses in the street were narrow with two floors and nothing looked wrong. There wasn’t a broken window, a dented door, everything else was perfectly okay.

Even the tiny front gardens were intact. Most of the gardens simply had long, thick, lustrous grass that would make most elderly people jealous. Jack’s next-door neighbour had a long row of yellow and white and red roses. It added a great pop of colour to the street.

Everything looked fine. 

It was just Jack and Aiden didn’t have a house. They only had a massive gap in the row of houses. It was almost like their house was never here.

And before you ask, they did used to have a house here. It was only last night we had all teleported back here after a long day of meetings, supporting clients and helping to improve their mental health.

You see, my name is Matilda Plum. A superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. So together, me, Jack and Aiden work in my clinic as superhero psychologists to support people, save lives and every so often we save the world along the way.

It is just what we love.

So the very idea that their house had disappeared was confusing as hell, but a very fun challenge too. 

A wonderfully refreshing cool breeze brushed my cheeks as I went towards the massive gap. The delightful hints of vanilla, pecans and candy apples filled my senses that made the taste of warm toffee form on my tongue.

That had to be part of the problem, but I wasn’t sure how it fitted together. There was a missing house, a weird candy apple smell and toffee taste. They weren’t exactly three things that naturally fit together in my mind.

“Tell me exactly what happened?” I asked.

Jack took Aiden’s hand in his. “We woke up at 8 am and went on our morning run and when we got back an hour later, the house was gone,”

I didn’t know what to be more surprised about. The fact that they were awake for 8 am or they went on an hour run. It was a Saturday morning and that was surely a lie-in day. I couldn’t imagine getting up before 9 am let alone going for a run on a Saturday morning.

That was just insane to me. Still, I wasn’t going to say that to them.

“Did you notice anything wrong?” I asked.

“Besides the massive gap where our house was meant to be?” Aiden asked smiling.

I nodded and stepped onto where their front garden should have been but it was nothing but cold, smooth concrete. I didn’t feel any grass under my feet so it wasn’t an invisibility thing.

The house was actually gone.

“Nope,” Aiden said. “It was a normal night and morning. We went to bed shortly after you left, we read for a bit, had great sex and slept great,”

I clicked my fingers and pointed at Aiden. “You slept fine?” 

Jack cocked his head. “Of course, you haven’t been able to sleep solidly for a week or two,”

The best thing about all our superpowers coming from the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists is that I only need someone to talk to me, and I could read their minds.

I burrowed into Aiden’s mind and thankfully he opened everything to me. There were no doors, no psychic defences, he was giving me free rein on his mind.

Normally, this was the last thing you ever wanted to do to people, because I could find out what he really thought about me, I could find out what he got me for Christmas and birthday and all his nightmares. 

I didn’t look at any of that. Instead I coursed through his mind, which was like an endless library filled with millions upon millions of constantly twisting, shifting and swirling bookshelves.

On each shelf were a hundred or two hundred red leatherbound hardbacks detailing another year or facet of Aiden’s life or personality. It was a nightmarish hellscape that was a psychic defence in its own right. It was clever. 

It would take me thousands of years to truly search and understand everything about him.

Still I was looking for any signs of psychic manipulation and if a superhero or God had tried to manipulate his mind. 

So far there was nothing until I turned a corner and a very warm breeze gust past me, and I noticed some books had been moved on a shelf. 

It was a subtle change, a very, very subtle change but I could notice it. All the books in Aiden’s mind were organised by date, title and importance and there was a single book switched round.

I picked it up and the entire library groaned and the rows of bookshelves sounded like they were going to explode around me. They didn’t and I opened the book to find someone had handwritten a lot of personal commands into Aiden’s mind regarding sleep.

The handwriting wasn’t in any human language, but I recognised it. It was an early form of the Divine Language that the gods and goddesses used on each other regularly. But the handwriting was so neat that the writer clearly hadn’t been concerned about being caught. 

The bookshelves groaned even louder as the air crackled with white magical energy. The entire library buzzed and popped like it was going to explode.

I erased the handwriting and disconnected from Aiden’s mind.

As soon as I returned to my own body, the overwhelming aroma of candy apples hit me, and I explained what I had found to Aiden and Jack.

“So who did this?” Aiden asked pacing round. “It would have to be a powerful God or Goddess to get past my defences,”

I nodded. “Psychology superheroes do have the strongest defences and our minds are the most reactive in the superhero world,”

“The handwriting is an odd touch,” Jack said starting to pace round like a lecturer. 

It wasn’t that surprising Jack was starting to walk round like a lecturer. He had studied with Aiden the lore, laws and history of the Gods and Goddesses. They both probably knew something I didn’t.

“Writing a sleep command in someone’s mind isn’t new,” Jack said. “In fact, it was the earliest sort of mischief in the world starting only three years after the creation of the First Goddess,”

I rolled my eyes at the very mention of the First Goddess. She had been a massive myth designed by the Gods and Goddesses to root out a corrupt cult of superheroes that wanted to take over the world.
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