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Let me tell you the real problem with fat humans, it isn’t that their heart will give out any moment, it isn’t that the old fatties are slow and ugly, it isn’t even that the old fatties are slobs. It ain’t any of them because only the first one is true.

The real problem with fat humans is that they’re all different, lazy and it’s hard to infect them with my alien race. 

You see as I’m a Liquid Alien race and that is such a brutal translation of our language into your abominable language that I’m never going to mention it again. That is the insult of calling myself a “Liquid” and yet I digress.

I’m currently a massive fat stomach the size of a camel hump on a large fatty of a man who’s currently lying on an icy cold metal slab. Don’t worry he isn’t dead, I wouldn’t allow him to die, but by your God is it cold in here.

I can feel everything he feels. I can feel how cold it is and I can feel how fat and slow his body is to moving around. And even though he wants to move one of his lumpy fingers, he can’t because he’s simply too fat which is why he actually allowed himself to be infected with an alien race, like myself. 

Because as the advert says, we make fat walk away.

The human air was just disgusting to me. There was way too much nitrogen in your Earth atmosphere for my liking and it was awful, but I did enjoy your sweet aromas of rosemary, strawberry jam and custard doughnuts that my host wolfed down earlier because it had been ten minutes since dinner.

I ain’t kidding.

And your human medical rooms need a bit of colour at the very least. I don’t like the bright white clinical walls that send shivers down my tenacles and into my host’s spine. I don’t like how every single surface of the room is sterile, polished and shiny.

That just blinds me with the glare coming from those damn bright lights. 

You humans really do seem to love it all and that is why you didn’t even care of the side effects of allowing us to infect your fat people, because all you private doctors want is money. 

If you can remove all the body fat a person has and people are willing to pay you millions for it. Then you don’t care about the cost to your little plump race.

That’s why I love humans.

The strange shriek echoed around the medical room and I realised that a very skinny, muscular and rather attractive human male walked in wearing a white lab coat.

He was Doctor Edward or as my species calls him The Idiot. Not because he was the doctor that likes us infecting humans but because he was the Doctor that fought against us.

Doctor Edward really didn’t want us to infect humans, but all the other doctors on the “medical board” or whatever you humans call it, told him to let us or he would be “fired”. I think it’s monstrous you humans would fire someone into the sun.

That is just murder plain and simple. You should be ashamed of yourself.

Doctor Edward came over to my host, looked at him and started making notes.

“I think you aliens will be walking off soon,” he said quietly.

I partly wondered if he would be glad to get rid of us for a few hours whilst we adjusted and relaxed after being inside this fatty for the past week.

You might find it strange that we infect the fat tissue of obese humans, but it isn’t. Obese humans are the tasty kind and they have so much fatty tissue that I can infect one person and over a hundred of my kind can grow inside them. And when all of them are ready to mature, we simply grow legs and arms and a wonderful smile and we simply walk away.

The human host walks away a skinny rake and they gain the ability to never ever put on wait ever again. Whenever their body wants to create fat, it actually creates a small baby version of us.

And yes, as you can see, the more humans we infect, the more we are created and the whole glorious cycle continues.

“Can you aliens be killed?” Doctor Edward asked.

That made me take notice of him. He was standing right over the stomach of my human host. Right in front of me with a large knife that I was fairly sure would kill me.

I wasn’t sure about human anatomy but this man was so fat a stab wound to the stomach would only kill me. I doubt the knife would even touch the guy’s arteries and organs. That was how thick the layer of fat was.

I forced myself to connect to my host’s spinal cord, I forced my influence into the guy’s brain and I forced him to speak on my behalf.

“Don’t do that,” I said. “You’ll be fired if you hurt me and my friends. Your bosses will hurt you,”

Doctor Edward shook his head. “I cannot let you keep infecting people. I know that you’re building yourself up into an army,”

I seriously love how humans always believe aliens want to conquer Earth. We seriously don’t. Let’s face it, Earth is a shithole. There are too many toxins in the air, too many idiots and too much arguing between humans whilst your world is burning down around you.

I’m a case in point. If you humans worked together, my ship never would have landed and started infecting you idiots.

Humans are funny but dumb as fuck creatures.

“You took an oath to preserve life and heal it,” I said. “If you kill me then you have betrayed your oath,”

Doctor Edward pressed the tip of the knife into the host’s stomach and I flinched inside his fat stomach out of sheer fear. I hated this.

“You are an alien. I took an oath to protect humanity and now I will protect it,”

I hated that the Doctor was right and I didn’t actually want to hurt him but my job from High Command was simple. Create as many aliens (because I refuse to use the L-word again) as possible.

That’s what I’m doing and if a human doctor tries to stop me then I will have to act. But thankfully I’ve overheard a lot of doctors talk about something called “ethics”. I had to put that limited knowledge into practice.

“If you kill me then this human will get injured, you would have caused harm. You would have caused another human to get stabbed. That is not right Doctor,” I said.

I felt the human host starting to fight back now. It felt like he was trying to grab control of his mind again and he wanted to attack the Doctor. I couldn’t let him do that because he was too fat to attack and kill the Doctor. 

I had to find another way to stop this.

So I did the unthinkable and I forced my influence and alien DNA into my host’s spinal cord and brain.

“Doctor if I die then I am taking his human down with me. If you don’t kill me then I will allow this human to live,” 

I noticed how my host’s heart rate pounded in his chest. I never did understand how the human heart works in response to stress.

But I would kill him if needed.

Doctor Edward looked pained. He hated this. He hated what he was having to do. 

He pressed the knife slightly harder into the host’s fat stomach and I hissed in pain as the knife’s edge drew the smallest amount of blood.

Doctor Edward’s eyes went wet but he wasn’t crying. He was disappointed with himself that was clear but he hadn’t committed to the full act yet.

And I could feel the arms and legs starting to grow in all 100 of my brothers and sisters. Soon it would be time to feast on humanity.

Na not really. I just want some Fried Chicken before I return this lot to the spaceship and I infect another human next week.

“Doctor you haven’t done anything wrong yet. If you stop this now then I will command this human not to tell anyone of your misconduct,”

“I’ve already broken my oath. I’ve cut someone else. I’m going to lose everything because my bosses will never believe this was an accident and that I wasn’t trying to
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