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Today I was a sex therapist to an alien.

Now as a superhero Psychologist, I supposed I should have sort of believed in aliens for the most part because aliens were just as likely as superheroes to exist, and I existed so I have no idea why I refused to believe that aliens could ever be real. 

Ever since I was a child in the early 1900s I flat out refused to believe in magic, superheroes and aliens. Granted no one believed in that rubbish back in the day because it went against God, the Church and all the other crap that people in the 1900s believed. But now that I’m a superhero I suppose I seriously should have been open to the idea.

But as I stood in my best friend’s large, bright white spacious office and stared into the dark black eyes of an alien I still couldn’t believe it.

I have to admit that I’m very stubborn when I want to be and I had to believe that this was a trick. The alien, after all, was a small black cube creature with shiny smooth skin, three large black eyes with a ring of glowing white around them and his (or her?) wafer-thin mouth grinned at me as I stared.

The cube couldn’t hide in such an office because the office was so white, spacious and homey that the black cube of an alien just stuck out like a sore thumb. Actually it stood out like a broken thumb in a field of sheep.

That was exactly how stark the contrast was.

And it was strange how the alien gave off a strong aroma of freshly fried, crispy fish that left the great taste of salty fish and chips on my tongue. I was definitely going to have to go to the fish and chip shop on the corner afterwards.

I looked at my best friend Jack and he looked hot as always in his smart black trousers, white crisp shirt and his handsome face looked stunning in the light. His boyfriend Aiden was working in the other office between mine and Jack’s and he clearly had no idea we had an alien in our practice.

And I should probably clarify that I’m Matilda Plum a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. And normally I help look after people’s mental health, solve their mental health difficulties and practice psychotherapy in my office.

I don’t deal with aliens.

“Do you, like um, have a name?” I asked.

The alien then made a very low-pitched sound that I was fairly sure was just a sound but judging by the look on Jack’s face it was something. It was actually a language that he understood.

I knew that Jack and Aiden had been spending a lot of time lately with our boss Natalia learning about the history of the Gods and superheroes and all the shenanigans that go on behind the scenes. But aliens, seriously? That was a new one.

“She doesn’t understand your most honour language High One,” Jack said.

Thankfully now that I knew for sure it was a language my superpowers kicked in, because my superpowers are all the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists so someone only has to talk to me for me to read their mind.

But as my superpowers started reading the alien’s mind out of instinct, I instantly shut it down. I couldn’t understand an alien’s mind.

Then the black cube smiled at me again. “I am an alien from the Galactic North called a High Being. Me and my race travel world to world in search of knowledge and I believe you can help me Matilda Plum,” 

I had no idea what the strange alien was talking about but I couldn’t deny I was a little intrigued.

“I’ve been experiencing... urges your culture would say. I’ve been wanting to kill my girlfriend when she approaches a certain topic and I did hit her once,” 

I instantly started to listen because I was shocked that an alien wanted two mere human superheroes to try to treat his mental health difficulties. 

I mean I was damn good at my job but actually helping an alien, that was a stretch. I didn’t even know the first thing about alien culture, mental health and how they think. 

Jack shrugged at me so I knew he wanted me to take the lead. 

“What topic do you react in this way to?” I asked.

The cube looked at Jack and the two of them had a quick conversation in the low-pitched noises of the alien’s language. That was just amazingly disturbing to watch.

“Sex,” the alien said.

Oh wow. I had to be a sex therapist to an alien. That was so going on my CV later on, if superheroes had CVs of course.

“What makes you want to kill her?” Jack asked, even I was impressed with how non-judgemental his voice was.

I had no idea how this alien had sex let alone how to help him get some.

The alien looked a little unsure of himself so I gestured over to Jack’s impressive array of bean bags, wooden chairs and sofas and the three of us went over to them. 

A lot of clients think this is some psycho test but it seriously isn’t. At my practice we just believe everyone should sit in whatever they want. And this is so much better when we deal with children. Children don’t want to talk to us on sofas, they want to talk to us on bean bags. 

The black cube alien looked unsure of himself as he sat on a light blue sofa and me and Jack sat opposite him. And I sent him some of my Trusting and Relaxing Superpowers so he would open up a little.

The alien grinned. “That superpowers feels nice. Thanks, but my problem is I cannot get my suction devices working,”

Wow. It turned out this alien race did have sex differently to humans. I was half tempted to ask him why didn’t he seek professional help in his own culture but I had a feeling that this was a personal matter.

And as long as he was willing to pay I was happy and I did love helping people after all.

“The High Ones have sex by the men and women placing each other’s suction devices over the top of each other. Then each one turns on their suction devices as hard as they can and whoever sucks out the liquid first gets pregnant,” Jack said. 

I couldn’t exactly see the downside here because at least he didn’t have to get pregnant. Which I have to admit is still a major concern of mine as a superhero.

“But I so badly want to get pregnant. In our culture whoever has children increases in social status, power and influence. Some parents can even fly and teleport,”

I didn’t have the heart to tell the alien that I could teleport and I didn’t have children, but I was human after all. I felt sorry for the alien. He clearly wanted to have children, be a father and have all these extra powers. He just didn’t know how to get there.

Then I remembered something I really liked about humans.

“Friends with benefits,” I said and Jack gasped and placed a firm hand over his mouth.

If the alien had a separate head from his cube I think he would have cocked his head at me.

“What’s that?” he asked.

Wow. Right I had to explain friends with benefits to an alien. 

“Some humans who want sex without getting into a relationship ask their friends to have sex with them so we all get what we want,” I said completely unashamed that I did this at least three times a week with over superheroes. We all needed release.

The cube alien simply hopped on and down on the sofas like he was nodding or trying to think about this.

Jack smiled at me. “High Ones believe that sex is the most sacred act of all and all High Ones only have true sex once in their life. The rest are simply practice sessions,”

That was actually really interesting. I couldn’t imagine only having sex once in my life and a few training sessions. I seriously couldn’t.

“That’s my problem. I’m due to have sex in two hours and I’ve used up all my training sessions and my suction devices still aren’t strong enough for the Act,” the alien said.

I stood up and paced around for a moment. I brushed my fingers over the soft warm fabric of Jack’s other sofas and I had to admit that I loved a challenge.
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