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In all my life I had never ever thought too much about what a wet alien might smell like, have you? I might have imagined a wet alien to smell like wet dog, a wet snake or some kind of fishy thing, if I had dared to give the weird subject much thought which I seriously hadn’t. I might have been a sex therapist to a past alien, I might have saved people from an alien terrorist, but what a wet alien smelt like? 

Never.

I was sitting in my favourite place in the entire world, my therapy office, with its stunning bright walls that I had freshly painted, I managed to add a brilliant new egg chair to my growing collection of all different types of chairs to my office (not a psychological trick I promise) and my large brown desk had been freshly waxed by a very, very sexy superhero friend of mine. I had no problem watching his bubble butt as he waxed my desk.

Yet when the small furry, ball-like alien just appeared in my office I knew I was in for a hell of a day, and coming from me that had to be saying something.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the psychology, counselling and therapy sector of the world. Normally I help solve problems, treat their mental health conditions and I even save aliens on occasion but this was brand-new to me.

And it was the smell that really sent me over the edge into how weird this case was going to be.

The small furry alien smelt like peaches, watermelon and coconut. It was one of the most overwhelming smells I had ever smelt before, it smelt like the alien had forced an entire ripe coconut into my nose and superglued it there.

At least I could enjoy the sweet tastes of the Caribbean on my tongue for ages, and if I get a bucket of sand and a hot man or woman serving me drinks then it would be like I was on holiday, all without the nightmare of air travel (even though I could just teleport there).

I actually might do that with my friends later.

As much as I loved the smell I sadly knew the scent of coconut, peaches and watermelon were going to cement themselves to my fabric chairs for months. I didn’t mind it honestly, but what about my clients? 

The entire point of my office was to create a heaven for them. And if they hated the smell of it then I might not be able to help tons of innocent people with mental difficulties. 

This just wasn’t on.

“Excuse me,” I said to the small furry alien that didn’t seem to have any eyes, ears or mouth. “I don’t want to be rude but is there any way you could, you know, smell a bit less strong?”

The alien hopped up and down at me. I wasn’t sure what he was saying but I felt the entire office collapse below me.

The next moment I was sitting in a large red leather chair at a brown conference table in some damp smelly cave. This smell was so much worse than the alien, it smelt damp, mould and the hints of rotten fish were simply awful.

I had no idea what was going on as no one else was sitting at the table so I used my superpowers to see where I was. 

Granted in normal times, my superpowers come from all the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists, but given how there was no myth about psychologists having a built-in GPS, I should have to get creative.

Thankfully my superpowers didn’t mind my creative licensing, because I knew I wasn’t in Canterbury, England where I worked, lived and had fun with my friends.

I was actually in the Lake District hundreds of miles away, currently underground and there were tons of aliens about.

A flash of light next to me made me grin as I saw the most beautiful woman I had ever seen appear next to me. My boss Natalia, Goddess of Counselling, Therapy and Psychology, was wearing her normal stunning golden dress, long blond hair and she emitted a great golden light.

Then a minute later my two best friends Jack and Aiden arrived holding hands and looking a little flushed, as if they were having some adult fun when the alien appeared.

It was their day off from the practice so I couldn’t blame them. 

“Let me guess. Small like furry ball-like alien?” I asked.

Natalia grinned as did Jack and Aiden. Basically we had all been kidnapped by the same alien and that both excited and worried the hell out of me.

A moment later a large chunk of grey rock moved to one side like a sliding door and a very large muscular green-skin creature walked through. It was a walking fish with large biceps and six spider-like legs.

Natalia stood up like she knew this guy. “Most honourable Mouthpiece for the Lord of Tunnels, it is an honour to see you once more. If you had officially requested our presence, I am sure we could have bought you gifts of coffee, chocolate and squirmy cream,”

I just looked at Jack and Aiden. They were history buffs of our little team and if anyone knew who this alien was and why Natalia knew them, it would be them.

They looked as lost as I did.

Then the walking fish made a laughing sound and dissolved away like he was made from water.

“This is bad folks,” Natalia said as she sat back down. “The Lord of Tunnels has kidnapped us and he is a very nasty alien that the Gods imprisoned here over three thousand years ago,” 

I leant closer to Natalia, enjoying the scent of her perfume, and I bit my lip. 

“Why would he kidnap us?” I asked.

Natalia shrugged. “I don’t know but we called him the Lord of Tunnels because he is deadly, dangerous and he loves the darkness of tunnels. We need to get out of here now,”

I tried to teleport away but I couldn’t and I could see in everyone’s eyes that they couldn’t either.

“Sorry about that Matilda Plum,” a deep booming voice said.

We all looked at the speaker of the voice who was a very large humanoid creature with spider-like legs and blue scaly skin. He looked friendly but after years of experience in mental health I know how nothing is what it seems.

“Honourable Lord,” Natalia said without bowing. “Why have you kidnapped us?”

The Lord grinned. “You have something I want and I need your help to save the lives of my species,”

I looked around at the smooth grey rock making up the cave and there wasn’t a dent, a fault or anything that suggested another way out of here. And as much as I wanted to teleport away, because I now had the weird sense that we could with the Lord being here, all my superpowers were telling me this creature was in deep, deep trouble.

Maybe this Lord man was so arrogant he believed we wouldn’t try to run away if he was with us. Sadly that idea was actually working.

I stood and Natalia reached for my wrist but I avoided her touch.

“What’s the problem? And give me one good reason why we shouldn’t teleport out of here right now?” I asked.

The Lord sat down in a large red leather chair that looked like it was about to break. “I kidnapped you here so I can kidnap you again and again until you help me,”

I nodded and sat back down as the little furry alien appeared again.

“There is a group of ten aliens in a nearby cave and they have stolen my coffee supply. The coffee supply is a holy relic to my species and without it, we cannot perform the needed rituals to continue the proud history of my species,” he said.

I looked at Natalia.

“Virga,” she said.

I went to laugh but seriously forced myself not to. I wanted us to escape here, not die.

“So you want us to retrieve your sex drugs?” Jack asked.

I busted out laughing and Natalia just smiled. The Lord of Tunnels looked furious but after a moment he smiled just a little.

“Yes, coffee is needed for my race. It is what makes us horny and kickstarts the biological processes in my species. Without it, we will all die in a few weeks,”

I nodded. That really did surprise me, I knew that all creatures lived for different lengths of time but only a few weeks, that seemed a little short. Especially for an alien that Natalia said she had imprisoned over three thousand years ago.

I stood up and Aiden and Jack came over to me. We sort of blocked Natalia from our conversation for some reason.

“The job is simple then?” I asked. “We just get some coffee back from some aliens,”

“Remember though,” Jack said, “why did these aliens steal the coffee in the first place? If the theft of coffee is a matter of life and death then that makes them very dangerous,”

I smiled and we all nodded at each other. We did enjoy dangerous missions and venturing into alien territory certainly fit that bill.

When I turned around I gasped as I saw Natalia was hissing in pain as the little furry alien was sitting on her head and some of its foul hair was going into her ears and nose.

“If you fail me then I will kill your Goddess,” the Lord of Tunnels said.

I went to step forward and maybe punch him but Natalia shot me a warning look.

The Lord stepped towards me and he licked his lips. “And if you dare think of attacking me then I will take out my knife, flay you alive and fry up your crisp skin whilst you are still alive,”

I gulped.

“Then I will gut you, make you watch as your friends suffer the same and then as more and more Gods and superheroes attack to save you. I will do the same to them,”

I wanted to so badly kill him there and then but I was a superhero of psychology, I wasn’t a fighter.

And even though I could normally read minds like nobody’s business, I couldn’t read an alien’s mind very well. I had no idea what this guy wanted or intended to do.

“Enjoy,” the Lord said as he tapped two spider legs on the floor and I felt the ground collapse below us.

Two seconds later we were surrounded by ten wooden aliens that looked like humans pointing spears at us.

It looked like we were in another cave area with smooth grey walls that were domed perfectly, a little stream cut through the rock and the scent of freshly roasted coffee filled the air. And I so badly wanted a refreshing latte at the moment.

“These peeps are okay,” the aliens said as one as they pointed behind us.

I couldn’t understand what the aliens wanted us to do until I turned around and noticed there was a large fire there that didn’t give out any heat or sound. It was weird but I did enjoy watching the flames swirl, twirl and whirl around each other.

The bright flames seemed to be almost dancing with each other and having fun at the same time.

Me and Jack and Aiden went over to the fire and the wooden aliens joined us. They all sat around the fire like it wouldn’t hurt them at all, in all honesty it probably wouldn’t and come to think of it, I couldn
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