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THE MOON IS A
SPACESHIP….RESTAURANT!

Violating my non disclosure agreement
to reveal classified information is nothing short of a death
sentence, but so is inoperable, untreatable genetic wasting
syndrome. So I guess it all evens out in the end, HA!

Did you know 750k-1M human beings
vanish annually without any trace? That’s right friend, one million
people go “POOF,” every year, bet you didn’t hear that on your
precious “news.” Plus, those are just the disappearances that are
never solved.

First, allow me to provide a bit of
history please. In 1969 Apollo 12 crashed their lunar module into
the moon in a “vibration experiment.” Upon impact the moon “Rang
like a bell,” according to witnesses for 30 minutes. Apollo 13 just
happened to repeat the experiment a few years later with even more
astonishing results. This time the moon “Rang” for 3 hours and 20
minutes. What does this mean? It means the moon is hollow, and
possibly has liquid in the center.

Now then, having said that, I don’t
need primitive human tests, I know for sure it’s hollow because I
have worked there for sixty earth/human years. I’ll give you the
scoop; the moon was hollowed out billions of years ago and placed
in earth’s orbit, apparently to guide the planet’s progress in some
way. The builders of the so called “moon” are long dead, and
whatever name they called it has long been forgotten. Its
usefulness as a military or scientific outpost also seems to have
been replaced or forgotten eons ago. No one knows its true origin
or intent, we only know it sat empty for almost half a million
earth years. It was colonized and renovated again about 8,000 earth
years ago.

Since then, it has served as an
intergalactic restaurant/airport/hotel to hungry travelers of all
races and planets. And that my friend is where the missing 1
million humans come in, or go out as it were, depending on their
given situation.

My name is Jexton Parcksen, half human,
half something you don’t want to know about or you’d never sleep
again. I am the head server inside the moon and have been for the
last 30 earth years. Let me give you an example of a day.
Enjoy!

DRUGS, CANNIBALS AND BROKEN
HELPER DROIDS

The hydraulic damping system kicked
into effect just as I was serving eight cups of bile juice to a
very angry Gvagtarthig, kind of a cross between a squid and spider
on earth, a cannibalistic race of epic proportions. Their mating
season is also their greatest cause of depopulation.

“Damn space rocks,” I
muttered while almost falling over as the hydraulic damping system
kicked in to compensate for the impact miles above.

Every damned time I serve drinks, it
seems a space rock or rocks smack into the surface of the moon, it
can’t just be bad luck. The hydraulic damping system still works to
counteract most of the damage, but after millions of forgotten
years the big hits are becoming more and more wobbly. No one has
been able to figure out how to repair the system, not even the
Zoldematsji, a race of sentient machines. The technology is beyond
all races currently alive and it’s billions of years
old.

So we live with the uncertainty of a
system crash, happy that such old tech even works at all. The
interior of the moon is one giant restaurant, transportation and
hotel center for multiple galaxies, not just the Milky Way.
However, it is run by a detestable race that lives only for profit
and business, so if something doesn’t make them money it’s
forgotten, so the place if falling apart! Nevertheless, I work for
them happily as long as they keep the paychecks coming! Their
restaurant has no named itself; every race just knows that for
delicacies only our restaurant can provide, you go to the moon
outside of earth…the new earth, not the last one…that one’s ummm…
gone.

When stationed on the moon, many of the
human non-terrestrial based officers in the various militaries of
earth’s governments have serious issues staying away from “Kreb,”
an ancient alien drug peddled by a race of drug addicted Xenomorphs
called the Phurcia. They usually serve as the galaxies pharmacists
and doctors, if they can stay off their own drugs long enough to
help someone else! Right now they have a problem with a doctor
shortage due to excessive overdoses.

Maybe it is the excitement of meeting
so called alien races or being stationed on the moon, but whatever
the reason, humans become addicted to “Kreb” over and over, always
causing various problems for the facilities, regardless of the
consequences. A few of the addicts were eaten alive for bothering
Xarthixan’s while intoxicated. Xarthixan’s resemble a cross between
a dinosaur and a shark, and their brains are just as small, they
only know violence and short, bloody lives. You rise in their
society by your number of scars and disfigurements, aren’t they
sweet?

To keep the humans safe during their
term of service, refurbished “accompany” droids are assigned to
protect the various human officers. Mostly to protect them from the
Kreb, it just seems calls to them! Also, many races on the moon
hate humans and others view them only as food. The latest problem
is some officers have begun feeding Kreb to their accompany droids,
causing many unforeseen consequences. Apparently it works on
artificial life forms as well, what this means, we don’t
know.

I first noticed it during a
particularly busy shift over several intergalactic meetings with
all of the various big-wigs gathered in the restaurant. As I
delivered the first course to a human non terrestrial based officer
and his droid companion, I saw his droid was gone somewhere and the
human had a lost and faroff look in his eyes. He was definitely
somewhere else mentally.

“Another droid blowjob,” I
thought while looking under the table. That would have been nothing
new, but to my surprise I saw the droid orally inserting Kreb
pellets into the human officer’s penis hole and I couldn’t believe
what I was seeing! I reported this aberration of behavior
immediately to SecDesk 47, but it was almost too late.

Many of the humans had actually been
turned into droids through the transfer of nano-bots, the Kreb
allowed unintentional maximum absorption. The program of droid
companions was immediately discontinued and only four human non
terrestrial based officers remain on the moon. Mostly confined to
their
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