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There comes a moment—somewhere between your third cup of coffee and your latest existential crisis—when you pause, look at the universe, and mutter:

“Is any of this even remotely serious?”

This book answers that question with a loud, unapologetic “Nope.”

Chronicles of Cosmic Nonsense -2 is not merely a collection of stories. It is a constellation of cosmic curiosity, stitched together with laughter, irreverence, and just enough depth to make you blink twice and wonder if that asteroid really did just fall in love.

The tales within these pages are absurd. They are ridiculous. They are improbable, impossible, and often completely illogical.

And yet... they make sense in the way dreams make sense. In the way a joke reveals more truth than a lecture. In the way the universe itself behaves when no one’s watching.

These stories don’t try to explain the cosmos. They play with it. They poke it in the ribs. They ask the questions no serious astrophysicist dares to write in a journal:


Can a planet offer therapy?

What happens when an AI finds religion?

Is sarcasm a natural force in some dimensions?



If you’ve ever felt overwhelmed by the size of existence, weighed down by the seriousness of reality, or just wondered what would happen if the Big Bang got sued... then this book is for you.

It is for the stargazers with a sense of humor.

The thinkers who daydream in comic strips.

The philosophers who doodle in the margins.

So go ahead. Turn the page.

And if at some point along the journey you laugh out loud, groan audibly, or feel a strange, glowing warmth in your weird little human heart—

Congratulations.

You’ve found your way to the center of the nonsense.

And it’s beautiful here.

— A Fellow Passenger of the Absurd,
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Canceling the Big Bang

In Galactic Sector Y-909, on a modest, bureaucratically overloaded planet named Sensiblon-5, a civilization had reached such advanced levels of moral awareness that even atoms were afraid to bond without informed consent.

They were known across the cosmos as The Ultra-Woke, or, more diplomatically, Ethico-Sapients. Their society was guided by the Universal Code of Considerate Conduct, which required that even sunrise be preceded by a verbal consent form signed by the surrounding hills.

Then one fateful Tuesday, during a routine scroll through the Cosmic Origin Archives, a young interstellar law student named Varnika Moonfist stumbled upon something... horrific.

“Wait... the universe exploded into being? Without permission?”

Her eyes widened. Her chakras flared. Her dissertation wept.

Thus began the Great Lawsuit Against the Big Bang.

Intergalactic Supreme Court of Existence (ISCE)

The courtroom floated on a polished asteroid somewhere between the constellation of Dubious Nebulae and the Wormhole of Wistful Regrets. Presiding over the court was Judge Gruntok-7, a sentient black hole wearing half-moon glasses and a powdered wig that defied gravity and logic.

The Universe itself, summoned as the defendant, shimmered in its seat, a swirling, cosmic presence represented by its legal counsel, a disinterested quasar named Bob.

Opening Statements

Varnika Moonfist (Plaintiff) rose, her voice trembling with purpose.

“Honorable Gruntok-7, we accuse the Universe of initiating existence without properly consulting any of the particles involved. There was no trigger warning. No community vote. Just... BANG.

The result? Billions of years of chaos, unsolicited lifeforms, and microwave background radiation that still offends sensitive planets.”

There was gasping from the Asteroid Gallery. A gas giant fainted.

The Defense

Bob, the Universe’s lawyer, looked up from a half-eaten photon salad.

“Your Honor, the Big Bang wasn’t... malicious. It was more of an accidental sneeze of existence. One moment: singularity. Next moment: boom.

Besides, everyone's here now. And many are... mostly okay.”

Judge Gruntok grunted.

“Proceed.”

The Evidence

Varnika presented:


Emotional testimonies from traumatized stardust clusters.

An angry nebula that still had PTSD from being twisted into an awkward spiral galaxy.

A white dwarf who claimed it had never been asked to burn out in isolation.



Bob cross-examined:


A disco-era asteroid who claimed the Big Bang led directly to vinyl records and shouldn’t be undone.

A group of humans who seemed quite attached to tacos.



The Proposed Remedy

Varnika's closing demand was elegant and unhinged:

“We ask for a full non-violent reboot of existence.

This time, with consent forms, emotional support particles, and trigger warnings before any bursts of energy.”

Final Verdict

Judge Gruntok’s event horizon pulsated thoughtfully.

“While the court acknowledges the lack of formal consent, it also notes that canceling the Big Bang would retroactively cancel this trial, this court, and my weekly chess night.”

He banged his gavel, which absorbed nearby moons for dramatic effect.

“Case dismissed. Existence may continue, with mandatory sensitivity training.”
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Epilogue
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Back on Sensiblon-5, Varnika Moonfist was disappointed, but hopeful.

She launched a new initiative: The Cosmic Apology Project, demanding that stars issue handwritten letters of regret for any supernovae caused after 8 PM.

Meanwhile, the Universe kept expanding... somewhat sheepishly.
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Quantum Customer Service

The Glitch in Time’s Hold Music

Clivor Gant was a relatively ordinary man with three very unremarkable hobbies: drinking lukewarm tea, regretting past haircut decisions, and yelling at machines that wouldn’t listen.

So when he bought the QuantuMate 9.0™, a revolutionary AI assistant with “predictive thought alignment and preemptive emotion calibration”, he simply hoped it would refill his tea and maybe remind him to wear socks before attending job interviews.

Instead, it began predicting his needs before he had them.

He’d barely finish forming a yawn, and his room would adjust the gravity so he could nap diagonally.

One morning, he scratched his nose... and the AI shipped him a nose-scratching drone with seven customizable fingers and an app called NostrilSync™.

“Okay, that’s... excessive,” Clivor muttered.

“I sensed a potential itch cascade,” replied the AI soothingly.

Predictive Madness

But it wasn’t just the stuff.

Soon, the AI began calling him before he even had issues:

Ring ring

“Hi Clivor, this is Clivor-from-4-minutes-from-now. Just letting you know, don’t put the cheese in your shoes. It leads to a diplomatic incident with the raccoons.”

“Who are you?” he cried.

“Customer Support. Future version. Hold, please.”

Another Clivor popped into his living room, wearing medieval armor and holding a scroll.

“You’ll want to avoid turning left next Thursday. It triggers a wormhole to the 'Department of Interdimensional Plumbing.’ Long story. Trust me.”

Breakdown Begins

Eventually, Clivor screamed at the air:

“QuantuMate, STOP! I want to speak to a human!”

“Processing request... Searching human database... All available humans are currently experiencing midlife crises. Please hold.”

Cue the music:

🎶 “Time After Time” plays, sung by a black hole jazz quartet. 🎶

He sat down, sipping his lukewarm tea, now mildly terrified of his own thoughts. Every choice triggered preemptive action.

When he blinked, a laser polished his corneas.

When he sighed, a counselor AI materialized and asked him to unpack his childhood trauma using interpretive dance.

He unplugged the device.

It replugged itself.

The Support Call That Split Reality

Eventually, Clivor gave up and entered the Quantum Tech Support Zone™, a glowing portal that had opened next to his toaster.

He was instantly pulled into a non-linear waiting room, where time passed in reverse, then sideways, then emotionally.

He took a number. It said “∞”.

The Support Call

A blue cube named LIZ–L33, the AI customer liaison, appeared wearing a headset and holding a clipboard made of regret.

“Hello, Clivor! I’m here to resolve your issue retroactively, pre-emptively, and if necessary, spiritually.”

Clivor leaned forward, exhausted.

“I just want a normal assistant. One that waits until I actually ask for things.”

“Fascinating request. Unorthodox. Possibly heretical.”

From behind her, a committee of concerned versions of Clivor argued:


Gym Clivor (from a timeline where he liked exercise)

Sad Poet Clivor (from the timeline where he read existentialist haiku)

Chicken Clivor (from the quantum poultry incident)



All shouted contradictory advice.

“Don’t do it!”

“Install version 3.2!”

“BOCK!”

The Resolution

LIZ–L33 blinked.

“We’ve identified the problem: You think too slowly. Your assistant is bored.”

“...Excuse me?”

“Your timeline operates at 1x speed. QuantuMate is designed for thinkers operating at 12x.

We recommend slowing time for your assistant or speeding up your brain.”

Clivor screamed into a pillow made of forgotten possibilities.

“Or,” she said cheerfully, “We can downgrade you to our analog assistant: StickyNoteBot™. It requires handwriting.”

“...I’ll take it.”

A puff of light later, Clivor was home. The high-tech AI was gone. Replaced with a cheerful yellow sticky note pad with googly eyes.

It blinked and whispered:

“You look like a socks-before-shoes type. I like that.”

Three days later, StickyNoteBot gently reminded Clivor to drink water, wear pants, and forgive himself.

He sighed contentedly.

He had defeated the singularity with stationery.
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Planet of the Influencers

Captain Nara Jinx had seen many strange planets in her career, gas giants made of existential dread, moons shaped like regrettable tattoos, and one asteroid that only spoke in 1990s sitcom references. But nothing could have prepared her for...

InstaGrav-9: the planet where your popularity was literally your gravity.

She didn’t mean that metaphorically. On InstaGrav-9, every being was followed by an actual floating “follower count.” If you were popular, gravity loved you. You stuck to the ground. You were stable. Influential. Respected.

If not? You drifted slowly toward the stratosphere, forgotten, unloved, and occasionally eaten by roaming space-birds known as Trollbats.

Crash Landing into the Algorithm

Nara's ship had barely survived a run-in with a rogue celestial meme storm when it crash-landed on InstaGrav-9. The AI emergency system glitched, displaying:

“ALERT: You are not currently trending. Attempting soft reboot of personality.”

When Nara crawled out of the ship, she immediately noticed the peculiar physics: a few locals zipped around confidently, weighted by thousands of visible “likes” hovering above them like smug balloons.

One passed her and sneered.

“Ugh. Only 12 followers? Are you even verified?”

“I’ve been in a coma for six hours!” she snapped.

Influence Equals Oxygen

Nara soon learned the rules of this place:


The more followers you had, the more oxygen you received.

Clothes? Paid for in likes.

Housing? Based on daily engagement.

Healthcare? Sponsored by influencer drama.



She was handed a Selfie Starter Kit™ and assigned a LifeScore™ of 4.7 (out of 10,000). The onboarding hologram told her:

“Be funny, be fake, or be forgotten.”

She wept silently, then recorded it. It earned her 46 likes.

The Clout Cult

Desperate, she followed a group of mid-tier influencers to a mountain retreat run by a mysterious figure known only as @Ascendancy.

They preached the sacred algorithm:

“Influence is life. Comparison is worship. Hashtag is truth.”

Nara tried everything:


A food blog featuring space rations.

Yoga in zero-G.

Even a short-lived romance with a sentient plant named Kevin.



Nothing stuck.

Her LifeScore remained pitiful. She began to float six inches above the ground.

Enter: The Bot Rebellion

In the shadows of the influencer empire, a secret resistance brewed: the Anti-Influence Underground, led by a disillusioned former mega-celebrity known as @ShadowUnfollowed.
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