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“Matilda, the aliens are back,”

When my best friends in the whole wide world, Jack and Aiden, said that single little sentence in perfect unison, I just looked at them because they had to be flat out wrong. Right?

As it was early April, the three of us were sitting in my massive therapy office with its wonderful bright white walls with stunning art on three sides and beautiful floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Canterbury, England along the other side.

The three of us had all picked our seats from my rather large range of seating, that clients always thought was some kind of psychological trick but it was actually just to make them feel comfortable. I was sitting at my brown desk, Jack was sitting on a beanbag and Aiden was sitting on the floor resting his head on his boyfriend’s lap. They really did make such a cute couple together and I really did love them too.

They looked even cuter with their matching jeans, white shirt and black shoes that I was fairly sure was more due to the fact their washing machine was broken than any planned matching.

Thankfully it was getting fixed today by a great friend of ours, but they still looked way better than me in my cream blouse, navy blue trousers and high heels I seriously couldn’t walk in. 

We were all meant to be going over the year’s taxes and seeing how we could make sure we pay no tax whatsoever, because I always preferred to donate my tax bill to charities that actually did good work instead of the UK government.

As superhero psychologists, the three of us had all the superpowers of the myths and misconceptions about psychologists but because no one believed psychologists didn’t have to pay tax. That was a superpower we were so missing unfortunately.

My office smelt amazing with hints of jasmine, lavender and oranges from a new smelly candle Jack had bought the practice because a superhero in the Candle Sector of the world was starting a new business. We were all too happy to help her out and it did smell amazing. It even left the warming taste of orange tarts on my tongue like my mother used to make in the 1900s.

Jack and Aiden were looking at me like I was meant to say something about their comment about aliens. I personally really wanted to ignore them because the last time I had dealt with aliens I ended up being a sex therapist to a small cube alien and I didn’t want to go through that again. Not when I had taxes to do.

“They’ll be here shortly,” Jack said.

I just rolled my eyes because that was the problem with having best friends that always, always spent extra time with our boss Natalia learning the history of the Gods and superheroes and that just happened to involve aliens at some point. I knew I was going to have to learn it at some point but I was normally too busy helping people.

Then the alien appeared.

I didn’t actually know if I was more shocked about the alien not being a small black cube, or if the fact it looked like an immense black snake troubled me more or less than the first.

I hated snakes with a passion because of my service during world war one and two but this alien was just scary. The alien had awfully long white fangs that dripped sweet-smelling venom onto my white carpet, its scales were a shiny black and the cold blood red eyes of the creature was very off-putting.

I wanted to shout for my boss to come and help me but considering I was the best superhero (her words, not mine) I was hoping I could handle this with my best friends.

The alien licked the air and just stared at the smelly candle like it was a demon about to kill it.

“Can you please remove that thing? It smells awful and soon my venom glands will start overproducing,” the alien said.

Aiden looked at me and I nodded so he got up and blew out the candle.

“Natalia said you could help me,” the alien said with one eye focused on me and another eye on Jack and Aiden. That was just creepy.

“How do you know Natalia?” I asked. 

The alien licked its fangs before a large glob of venom could fall on the carpet. “Who do you think bought the Gods, Goddesses and Superheroes to this planet before you humans crawled out of the sea?”

That was amazing.

“We are the Creators, an alien race by your standards, that watch, help and aid all civilisations in the galaxy to thrive in this cold dark universe,” the alien said. “We found the Gods on a faraway planet and that made us realise we needed to help them,”

“And Earth was the perfect home for them once humans crawled out of the oceans,” I said wanting to sound like I was understanding this.

The alien nodded. 

“So why are you here now?” Jack asked. “The Histories said that you tried to kill the Gods once they created superheroes and you’ve been banned from Earth and the Sol System ever since,” 

I might have been a psychologist by trade but I could definitely fight if I needed to. I just didn’t want to fight an alien. 

“I’ve been experiencing some problems with a friend of mine and I reached out to Natalia and asked if she could help me. She refused because I tried to kill her once but she said it was her mission in life to help everyone. So she sent me to you,”

Now I really wished I knew what Natalia wanted me to do. Do I help him or turn him away?

As much as I wanted to turn him away because he was evil for trying to kill my boss, I just knew that I had to at least hear him out.

“What’s the problem?” I asked not even trying to use my non-judgemental language.

He shook his head so I used my Trusting Superpower and he slowly nodded to himself.

“My girlfriend isn’t herself of late and she wants to conquer our race and lead it for herself. She thinks everything everyone else says is stupid and she thinks she’s a Goddess of some kind,” the alien said.

I looked at Jack and Aiden because we had a massive problem. It was stupid of us to apply mental health conditions for humans to an alien race. Their psyches, mental processes and more were all different to ours so why did this alien think we could help him?

“Let me bring her to you in one hour and you can see for yourself,” the alien said.

Before I could protest he disappeared and I just looked at Jack and Aiden. I had a very, very bad feeling about this and I only get these feelings before something truly horrific happened.
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The next hour was incredibly tense in the office so much so that I had changed sitting at my brown oak desk for a blue sofa that I had tucked against a wall, and as much as I wanted to relight the smelly candle I couldn’t because it would upset the damn aliens.

I liked aliens, I liked helping people but I always felt out of my depth in these sort of situations. 

The only benefit of the past hour was that Jack and Aiden had told me everything they knew about this alien race and it was barely anything. Apparently, the Gods refused to record what happened and it had been so many millions of years that most people had forgotten about it all.

Even Natalia.

A few moments later the alien from earlier reappeared with his shiny black scales even shinier and this time he carried a much, much smaller black snake alien with bright sapphire eyes.

She looked beautiful in a weird alien sort of way but I could sense that something was wrong. I normally don’t use my mind reading powers (that only work once a person has spoken to me) on aliens but I felt like I was going to need them.

The girlfriend laid on the ground perfectly still and grinned at me, Aiden and Jack before laughing.

“She does this a lot,” the boyfriend said. “And my name’s Bobley,”

“Matilda Plum,” I said offering him my hand to shake before realising he didn’t have hands.

“That’s a stupid name Bob. You should have changed it like I said. You are stupid, weak, pathetic. I am the rightful ruler of the Creators and we need to create an army,” the girlfriend said.

Bobley just looked at me. “She says this stuff every hour of every day like clockwork,”

I nodded and closed my eyes for dramatic effect as I started to read the girlfriend’s mind. Like always I couldn’t understand an alien’s mind because it was way too different to a human mind, but I could feel her emotions.

Maybe that was enough.

I coursed through her mind using her feelings and emotions and rages to guide me. I saw weird images without sound, smell or any sensory details but that was to be expected in a way. The human mind did this a lot but my superpowers could easily bring it all together to give me a full picture.

Clearly my superpowers didn’t know how to do that in an alien mind yet.

The images were of weird spaceships, maybe some planets and maybe some dreams but there was a repeating pattern emerging. This girlfriend hated her boyfriend for no reason.

Or no good reason that I can tell. She thought everything about him was pathetic, every idea he had was pathetic and she was planning to kill him as soon as today.

She had actually been “cooking” something to kill him but this little therapy trip had stopped her most evil plan.

I pulled out of her mind and she was just focusing on me. 

“Your girlfriend hates you and if she was a human I think there’s a good chance she’s psychopathic and she could be narcissistic too,” 

Jack and Aiden nodded so presumably they had been doing the same as me in
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