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The new year for me is a very special, exciting and great time of year. It means a fresh start and I can leave the past year behind and look forward to the future. It means I can start on my various projects and tackle my yearly goals with gusto and I can start making progress. Also, it gives me a chance to evaluate where I want to be at the end of the year. For example, I know I’ll be finishing my clinical psychology MSc in September so I need some more clinical work experience to help my job hunt easier in the second half of the year.

The new year gives us all a chance to achieve things, move on from the past and start taking steps towards our goals, no matter how small.

However, that means that we are all back at work, back at university or back at school, and let’s face it, that’s stressful. Therefore, we all need some gripping fiction to help us kick off the New Year with, so we can relax, smile and escape from the everyday busyness. 

To kick off this new year of great fiction, everyone’s favourite superhero psychologist returns to these pages. Matilda Plum makes her 2025 debut in Wet Alien, a brilliant short story that seamlessly blends science fiction and fantasy in a gripping, riveting and tense short story. A must-read for sure. 

Next, you get to travel to the far future with an almost young adult story from my Agents of the Emperor universe with Too Young To Fly. A tense science fiction space opera story best described as:

“A Young Pilot. A Dream to Fly. A Deadly Threat in The Shadows.

I always wanted to fly away from my homeworld. My parents said I was too young to fly. I never believed I could fly away. Until today. 

As I quickly find myself in the middle of something far larger, I fear for my life. I realise everyone and everything I love hangs in the balance.”

Thirdly, we remain in the Agents of the Emperor universe for a funny sci-fi humour story called Attack of Crocs and Doughnuts. I flat out loved writing this story so I know you’re going to love it too. 

Fourthly, we return to the present to explore a fascinating new and terrifying technology in Head-Hopping:

“A Hot Man. A Killer. A Strange Case Of Head Hopping.

People exchange minds in the near future.

When scientist Sarah Winter wants to explore a love interest, she hops into his girlfriend's head.

Sarah quickly realises an innocent life depends on her.

A weirdly wonderful, enthralling, gripping Science Fiction story hooking readers from the first line and transporting them to a rich, exciting world.”

Finally, we wrap up the short story section of the issue with the vivid, gut-punching story To Stop or Be Damned. Now, this was actually inspired by a sad comment the UK Government made off the cuff in 2022 about the subject matter of this story. I won’t say any more to avoid spoilers but it is fascinating for sure. I really did love writing this story that perfectly blends near-future science fiction and mystery.

When it comes to the novellas in the issue, you might be aware that for the 2024/ 2025 academic year I moved into a shared house with some friends. I already created by new series Hell’s Place from living in Canterbury, England, but when I wrote this book, I had just signed my tenancy agreement. Then the writer part of my brain was like “Hey, what would happen if a Landlord had their tenants to repeatedly sign back contracts?”.

Therefore, Private Investigator Bettie English returns to the magazine in 2025 with another puzzling, tense and shocking case in The Landlord Problem. This might be one of my favourite Bettie English books ever because of the plot, the characters and it was so much fun to write.

It provides the perfect escapism for you.

Lastly, if you’ve been a long-time reader of my Agents of the Emperor science fiction, you know in recent years I’ve been expanding and developing the superhuman legions of Angels of Death and Hope. I’ve been discovering their legion culture, attitudes and mindsets towards each other and the wider galaxy.

Yet it is known within the universe that the Galaxy Burners are mindless, psychopaths that only want to kill. Therefore, we get to explore this heart-wrenching legion with three lovable characters in the form of a HR manager, her weird grenade-obsessed friend and a brave man in Legion of Rage. 

“A superhuman legion not complying with regulations and a possible biological weapon leads HR Manager Theodora Plum to Sang Primus. A planet dedicated to blood, murder and rage. Theodora could let the superhumans be, but she doesn't, risking her career, her future and her life.”

Now we know all the enthralling fictional worlds we’ll explore in this issue of Whiteley Worlds, let’s turn over the page and start escaping into fiction.
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WET ALIEN

A Matilda Plum Fantasy Short Story
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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’t see the coffee at all.

I could smell it and it smelt amazing but I couldn’t see any bundles of coffee, chocolate or cream. All the wooden aliens looked at us until the fire morphed into a bright red wooden alien with small pieces of fire dancing over his skin without hurting him.

I was seeing a lot of weird things today. I was so going to see that trip to the Caribbean later.

“Welcome Matilda Plum and her two sidekicks. Out of all the superheroes we hoped it would be you because you are the best,” the fiery alien said, he had to be the leader.

I nodded but didn’t dare speak. I wanted him to tell me everything first.

“I am sorry to hear about Lady Natalia, she was a good, kind woman when I last saw her and it is a shame the foul Lord has trapped her,”

“Give us the coffee and you can save her,” Aiden said. 

The ten wooden aliens pointed their spears at Aiden but the leader waved his fiery hand and they lowered them.

“What is so important about the coffee supplies?” I asked. “Can’t you just go and get more?”

“When the gods imprisoned us down here they gave us ten coffee and chocolate plants and cows and the knowledge to turn these ingredients into what we needed,” the leader said.

“But you killed them all,” I said. 

I had studied human civilisations enough to know the patterns they went through and I doubted these aliens were any different at the end of the day. Life always found a way to destroy itself.

“At first,” the leader said, “we created a system where everyone owned nothing and the plants and cows belonged to the community. Then the Lord hated the system and he fought us to own all the plants for himself,”

“There was a fight and the plants were destroyed,” Jack said.

“Exactly young superhero,” the leader said. “Two plants remained and one cow. In the next hundred years the cow died and the plants were diseased,” 

I stood up and paced around listening to the running of the stream as I realised that my superpowers were trying to tell me something here.

I could partially read the alien’s mind or at least his emotions and he was lying to me. I didn’t doubt that the events described happened, I just didn’t believe they happened in that order.

The smell of watermelon appeared around me and I felt like Natalia was trying to reach me but the damn furry bastard was stopping her.

Then I realised that these aliens were imprisoned down here by the Gods. They weren’t always perfect but they always, always had their reasons and I never argued with their reasoning. It was sound.

I looked at Jack and Aiden and gestured them to come over to me.

The wooden aliens stood up with their spears and looked like they were about to attack us.

I didn’t dare put my back to them but I had to see what my best friends thought.

“The gods imprisoned them for a reason and it had to be bad. The gods don’t put good and bad people in the same place,” I said.

“I think I know the reason,” Aiden said looking at his boyfriend. 

Jack bit his lip and nodded. “Three thousand years ago there was an attack on the Gods by strange creatures from inside the Earth. The creatures invaded trying to kill off the Gods and superheroes,”

I felt a pointy spear jab me in the back.

I jumped. I didn’t know how the aliens had gotten behind me but they had us surrounded.

“The plan is simple really,” the leader said. “This is where the species ends. Our species with all our different looks, accents and powers will end shortly,” 

I nodded as I finally understood what was happening here. There was a reason why this species was imprisoned, why it was still imprisoned three thousand years later and why the Gods didn’t talk about it.

I might not have been as much of a history buff as my best friends but I knew how the Gods operated and there was always method to their madness. And these aliens were proof of that, the Gods wanted to test on them.

The gods wanted to see how these aliens would function if left to their own devices without being able to invade the surface, kill the surface dwellers and attack the Gods.

Clearly the gods realised that the aliens weren’t friendly and they were all about killing, hurting and using violence against others. So the gods probably wanted to see if they could change that by themselves, but they couldn’t.

The Lord of Tunnels was probably a title passed down through the generations that Natalia recognised for the trick it was, and maybe Natalia had realised that the aliens were finally at their end point, and some aliens had realised their race wasn’t beyond mass violence and they would never change.

So they wanted their whole race to end just to stop the endless cycle of violence, rage and death. 

“You want to kill your entire race for what?” I asked.

Aiden stepped in front of me and Jack and two spears pressed hard into him. Not impaling him but it was only a matter of time.

I had to use my superpowers to save us.

“Because our race is cruel and evil and those are two things that have to be erased from the world,” the leader said.

I tapped into my influencing superpower and forced all of it into the leader and simply commanded him to let us go.

He laughed. “You think your powers can free you? Your powers have no effect on me. Kill them!”

I leapt backwards.

The aliens charged.

I grabbed Aiden and Jack. I tried to teleport. I couldn’t.

Spears flew towards us.

The smell of watermelon, coconut and peaches filled the air.

The furry alien appeared on the ground. He snarled at the wooden aliens.

The air crackled with magical energy. The wooden aliens disappeared.

The leader dived towards us.

His fiery hands reached from the furry alien.

I leapt forward. 

Jumping into the air.

Kicking the leader away.

The air crackled with magical energy and the leader disappeared.

Then the little furry alien laughed and smiled at us. “Please forgive the kidnapping Lady Plum,”

A moment later we were all back around the conference table and red leather chairs, the Lord of Tunnels was knocked out cold on the ground and I was stunned as I watched the furry alien transform into a God I knew very, very well.

Paladin, the Goddess of creatures, mammals and birds, appeared in perfectly beautiful human form as she smiled at me and everyone else.

Natalia went over and hugged her like they were best friends and then they started laughing. 

“I didn’t expect to almost die on the mission,” Natalia said.

“Yeah sorry about that Nat, I didn’t know how else to convince the old Lord that I was a friend and another alien,”

I waved my hands in the air. “What’s going on?”

Natalia laughed hard and I felt the need to grab Jack’s and Aiden’s wonderfully soft hands. 

“Sorry guys,” Natalia said, “but every so often the gods like to check up on our experiments and we always hope that they’re becoming more peaceful but that doesn’t always happen. So when we discovered that the Lord of Tunnels wasn’t friendly, we needed a way to give them a final chance,”

“So you get the Lord to kidnap us and see if he wants peace or continues to threaten violence even when his species is about to die,” I said.

“Seems a little extreme,” Aiden said.

Natalia nodded and bit her lower lip. “I honestly hate this part of the job but it has to be done. These aliens would have attacked us all if they weren’t trapped,”

I could sadly understand but it still sucked that an entire species was going to die now because it couldn’t resist violence.

“We wanted to bring in you guys because you’re so good. If anyone could help save the day and species it would be you three,” Paladin said.

I wanted to nod because she was right and we had honestly tried but this species was beyond saving.

Natalia hugged us all. “How about we all get out of this place?” 

“Definitely,” Paladin, Jack and Aiden said.

“Yeah, but how about we go to the Caribbean and get some nice cocktails in the sun and get some real coconuts and not the odour d’wet alien?”

Everyone laughed and nodded and as we all teleported away, I had to admit that I honestly loved this weird, crazy case because I managed to help out the gods, make a new friend and I was finally going to get to taste real coconuts instead of imagining them because of the smell of a wet alien.

That really was the perfect way to end another crazy, weird day in my wonderful life.
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TOO YOUNG TO FLY

A Science Fiction Adventure Short Story
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The biggest problem of being the son of a noble family that ruled over the entire Flerk System is that my parents are stupidly protective of me, my brother and my sister. Normally in the Great Human Empire as soon as a child reaches the age of 18 they are prompted to start training, learning and flying whatever spaceship they want.

Not me apparently.

My brother and sister, they were allowed to start flying and take their pilot exams quite literally the second they turned 18, but I’m 25 and I’m still not allowed to take my exams.

Believe me, as I sit on the cold hard metal command throne of the warship Murder, I know exactly how to fly it without a command crew in case of emergency, I know how to jump system to system and I know how to perform battle manures in case we’re attacked. I’m as good if not better than any pilot in the entire system.

But my parents think differently and because they control the exam boards, the pilot associations and the airspace around all their planets, I cannot do anything about it.

Life sucks.

The perfectly warm oval bridge was surprisingly peaceful and silent. Normally when Mum and Dad were here it was such a hive of activity that I didn’t know where to sit.

But it was just me in here, admiring the coldness of the command throne, the two tiers of chairs that a command crew sat on through activate a holographic computer allowing them to do more advanced controls of the warship.

The small waist-height windows showing me the stunning sapphire jewels that were the other planets in the system were a little dirty but as soon as the warship was really activated before battle then a strange device would be activated and the windows cleared.

I didn’t really know how Mum and Dad spent all day and sometimes night in here. There were no other chairs, fridges or food synthesisers for them to enjoy but there had to be.

The very last thing I could ever imagine was my Mum sitting on a command throne all day without something to eat, drink or move around in. She liked her creature comforts and everyone in the entire Empire knew command thrones were the exact opposite.

I have to admit that it isn’t all bad to be honest, right now Mum and Dad are showing the new cadets (18-year-olds) around the warship, telling them its history and how if they study hard enough they will be in charge of immense ships just like this one.

I so badly want to contradict them but I know better than to argue with my parents. They are amazing, they love their people and they love serving the Emperor but all I wanted was to fly, fly away from this place and serve the Emperor in other ways like fighting against the alien, traitor and mutant. 

“To war we march,” I said just pretending what I would say to my command crew if I actually had one.

I wouldn’t like a massive command crew, I would like a good small crew that could actually get stuff done. I’ve read some warships have over a hundred people as their command crew but that just seemed impossible. I couldn’t imagine twenty, let alone 100 people fitting in this small bridge.

The silence of the bridge was broken by a loud hum and a moment later two red holograms appeared in front of me.

The holograms had to be so old that I didn’t recognise them and they made the air crackle and fill with the smell of burnt ozone, flesh and charred electronics. The fragile systems of the warships were state of the art so I had no idea how this ancient technology had survived its countless retrofits.

I read the holograms it was something about the invasion to end all invasions, a war to kill or save humanity, a battle that would decide the fate of the Empire.

I had heard such references before in history class about the traitor superhumans when they turned against the glorious Emperor and how the Empire ever since had been gripped in a constant state of fear, death and oppression.

Ever waiting for when the traitor superhumans, their Lord of War and all their billions of human allies would storm the Empire a final time and that would truly be the end of days.

But I couldn’t understand why this hologram was showing up right now, I looked out of the small windows and focused on the sapphire-like planets that hung there in space like they were the most important in the entire system. They were so beautiful and I could have sworn I could see something black moving against them.

“Murder, are you responding?” I asked the ship.

The ship hummed a little, popped and banged for even more moments before it decided to reply.

“Yes sir, I am here and able. What are your commands in the divine Emperor’s name?” 

Her voice might have been cold, distant and computerised but it just felt like such an honour to actually talk to a ship like a pilot would.

“I need you to run a scan of the system checking for enemy activity,”

“Negative sir,” the ship said. “You are not the Captain and your mother and father will not give you permission to do such an act,” 

“Have you asked them?” I asked.

“Negative sir. I do not need to. I know the answer,”

As much as I wanted to point out that if she really did know all the answers she wouldn’t be serving us instead of being back on the frontlines, I knew that if I ever wanted to pilot her professionally I did need to get on with her, sadly.

“Can you run any scan?” I asked.

“Not without your parent’s permission. Goodbye,”

I seriously hated it when ships got too cocky for their damn good but I couldn’t help but get more and more concerned about those black spots becoming more and more by the minute around the blue sapphire planet on the very edge of the system.

Something was happening and I needed to find out what.

I called my Mum and I was surprised she answered on the first ring.

“Hey Mum, can you get the ship to run a scan on a planet for me please? There’s a bunch of black spots around it. It could be enemy activity,”

“Sweetheart I’m working. I know you want to pilot and me and your father are going to put you through your exams but we don’t have time for your conspiracy theories. Love you,”

When Mum cut the line I had to admit that I honestly did not care about my exams, I knew that something was going wrong and something very bad was happening.

I had to cast my mind back to my military classes that I had signed up for under my brother’s name, because I apparently couldn’t attend them myself. It was annoying as hell that the Flerk system didn’t have any military operations, bases or patrols covering the very edge of the solar system.

Traitors or aliens or mutants could take over the entire planet at the very edge of the system and no one would be the wiser until we
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