ALIEN ENCOUNTER

By MAXOUT

It was twenty years ago that the Delvian armada arrived.  I was a mere boy of twelve but I remember like it was yesterday.  Incredible is not even close to the word for it; for what words can really describe first contact with an alien species, especially a hostile one.

The fleet seemed to appear from out of nowhere, several hundred ships filled with Delvian soldiers and armed to the teeth with technology, if not superior, then far different from our own.  They were able to successfully jam all wave frequencies, so that our entire communication network collapsed in a matter of hours.  Without this, we were reliant on more traditional warfare and we were hopelessly overmatched.  The Delvians came from a small planet orbiting a dying moon somewhere in the Hercules system.  The planets’ gravity was three times that of earth, so subsequently the Delvians were built low and wide, with incredibly strong muscles to survive in their 3G environment. 

They weren’t really all that dissimilar from humanity, possessing two arms, two legs, two eyes, two ears, one mouth; although they were much furrier than we and their nose was more of a wide snout than a nose.  That and their incredibly strong, bulging musculature.  Even their smallest female would make Arnold look like a mere child.  It was no wonder that they were able to defeat us so easily in close combat.  Not only were they quite skilled in martial arts tactics but their tremendous strength could easily overpower even the strongest of our Delta force and Ranger specialists.  Plus the fact that they were used to 3G’s and were lightning fast in our mere 1G environment.

So it was that mankind was vanquished.  We fought hard and well, but our spirit was eventually broken and the Delvians became our overlords.  It became almost like the medieval feudal system where the humans worked for the Delvians and the Delvians took whatever they required and left us with the crumbs.  How could we rebel, when before we could raise a hand in anger they could easily react and have already broken our necks?

Soon after victory was secured several large transport vessels arrived carrying the Delvian women and children.  It soon became apparent that they saw mother earth as their new home and human kind as their servants.  The Delvian women, while smaller than their men, were still quite buff and, aside from their alien qualities, were in a way, quite beautiful.  They kept their fur shaved to resemble a silken second skin, and adorned themselves with an erotic array of jewels and gauzy clothing, leaving not much to the imagination.  

I began working for the Delvians when I was fourteen. Being blessed as something of a linguist, I was able to pick up the nuances of their gruff, yet strangely melodical language, so I quickly moved from manual labor to an in house staff position within the provisional government in Northern California.  The Delvians were doing a passable job of getting commerce back on its feet after the conflict, but still could use advise concerning how we humans made things work.

The head of the Northern California government was a gregarious Delvian named Fumar.  Mid forties, broader and taller than most Delvians, so strong that even his muscles had muscles.  For some unknown reason Fumar took a liking to this brash young man who seemed to relish speaking in the Delvian tongue.  It amused him no end to hear me spout off double entendres in Delvian with a sly wink.  

So I became somewhat of a celebrity.  Fumar loved to have me present when entertaining other Delvian dignitaries, parading me out to spew nonsense like some medieval court jester, all the while booming out his hearty laugh.  But Fumar was no fool, for he knew I was possessed of a quick mind, so he began asking for my input on matters concerning the humans.

At some point early in my employ, I don’t know what possessed me, but I made the suggestion that Fumar sample some human cuisine.  I reasoned that it would be quite novel to serve human food to the dignitaries at his next state dinner.  Fumar thought it an excellent idea and asked what manner of food he should have prepared.  As a kind of inside joke to myself I suggested hamburgers and french fries, telling Fumar that this was international cuisine and all the rage amongst the upper crust before the war.  To my surprise, the Delvians literally ate it up, thinking that they were being “smart” by sampling our “haute” cuisine.  The big hit, of course were the french fries.  Numerous queries were bandied around about the process of cooking such a delicacy.  Soon deep fryers were running full time in all Delvian households, even in the military barracks, as the Delvians couldn’t seem to get enough of this new taste sensation.  Fried chicken, fried vegetables, you name it and the Delvians consumed it in mass quantities.

Fumar became famous among the Delvians for introducing such a delicacy to his people, so it was easy for me to persuade him to introduce a new beverage: beer.  I was amazed at the constitution of the Delvians, not only for their terrific appetites, easily able to consume enough deep fried food at every sitting to clog all major arteries, but their ability to slog down beer by the gallon and not feel its’ alcoholic effects.  Once instructed that there was indeed a buzz to be garnered from enough consumption, the Delvians took to the task wholeheartedly, drinking pony kegs in one sitting, in search of that elusive lightheadedness.

Although the Delvian system was adept at assimilating alcohol, and fairly adept at processing all the fried food, the amazing quantities they were consuming were beginning to take its’ toll.  I watched with amusement as all those toned muscles became hidden behind a layer of excess flesh, and beerbellys became more noticeable week by week.  Fumar, being the ipso facto cultural leader, lead with his belly.  He loved his beer.  Couldn’t get enough of it.  Soon his belly protruded like a giant beachball, which amused him no end.

Picking up on their “leaders” cue, it became the fashion to promote your belly, much the way it was in Victorian times.  It became a sign of wealth and power, even among the women, to display their bulging bellies with pride.  It became all the rage for the Delvian women of substance to even completely shave their belly fur, the better to show off the pink hugeness of their tummies.  Sporting a huge, saggy jelly belly meant that you were “with it” and in a position of power; the bigger the better.  In the first ten years of the occupation, the average female Delvian’s weight went from about 130 to over three hundred pounds, and the men were gaining at an equally astounding rate. 

At the same time the Delvians were becoming accustomed to our lighter gravity.  Their great muscles only had to work one third as hard, so, through lack of strenuous exercise, their muscles started to atrophy and turn to flab as well.  By the time that the first earth born offspring reached maturity it became obvious to we humans that the Delvians were no longer the supreme fighting machines they had been.  Their progeny, having lived their entire existence in our puny 1G had hardly any musculature at all, being merely short, incredibly fat children with limited co-ordination.  It was no wonder as, especially in the ruling class, most children’s’ bellies hung down to their knees and a typical child of ten weighed in excess of two hundred pounds, all deep fried fat.

Out resistance underground took heart in the lack of shape so proudly exhibited by the Delvians.  Once we figured out a way to communicate by bypassing their wave jamming all we had to do was silently build our forces and wait until the Delvians fed themselves into near immobility.  I almost felt sorry for them.  Fumar and his wife really weren’t a bad lot, as far as despots go.  

Well, their indulgence was short lived, but it was obvious they enjoyed it; giving themselves over completely to their love of gastronomic delight.  Perhaps if I were in their shoes I’d have done the same.

