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Introduction
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Somewhere beyond the mapped constellations, an Office exists whose only task is to decide whether stories deserve to stay written. Today its crimson beacons have turned toward the Wanderer.

Here, paperwork can erase planets, and an unfinished sentence is grounds for cosmic audit. The crew must prove they are not statistical noise but melody—alive, resonant, unfinished on purpose.

As you read, you become part of the evidence. Every turned page is a signature testifying that the narrative continues. If the auditors ask, tell them: I am still reading, therefore the song is still being sung.

The stars are not silent.  

They are waiting to hear what comes next.

—-
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The Wanderer Chronicles
Collected Logs and Histories
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Introduction

This document serves as the official evolving logbook of the ISS Wanderer, chronicling its journeys, encounters, and mysteries across the deep void. As the crew ventures further from known space, these entries will preserve not only the facts but the stories — the songs, the horrors, the moments of wonder and silence that shape the legacy of the Wanderer.

Each entry may reflect a different mission, encounter, or philosophical reflection recorded by the crew or reconstructed from ship systems. Together, they form the living tapestry of the Wanderer's travels.

—-
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Chapter 1

Real Signs of Intelligent Life; Corporate Raiders of The Cosmos
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By the time Earth found signs of intelligent life, 

the contracts were already signed.

CEASE AND DESIST FROM THE STARS

First Contact—Incorporated

It started the way it always starts, with a desperate little species broadcasting its loneliness into the void. Earth’s astronomers swept the skies with radio telescopes, hoping for a faint reply, some cosmic handshake that proved humanity wasn’t alone.

What they got back wasn’t a message.

It was a cease-and-desist order.

The signal came stamped in shimmering quantum glyphs that resolved themselves into every human language, simultaneously. A sleek legal document projected directly into the screens of every major space agency, corporate headquarters, and government office. The letterhead was from AstroDivest Holdings, a galactic mergers-and-acquisitions firm with offices spanning three spiral arms and two irregular galaxies.

Congratulations, Earth! You’ve been discovered! You are now a wholly owned subsidiary of the Zalithic Investment Conglomerate, effective immediately.

—-
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A small Earth delegation was hastily assembled—a mixture of diplomats, economists, and the kind of corporate lawyers who could smell blood in a quarterly earnings report. They were granted a single Zoom call with the Galactic Acquisitions Manager, a being that looked like a collection of rotating jewelry held together by some invisible force.

"We're not ready for contact," Earth's diplomats said. "We were hoping to find intelligent life—"

"You did," the alien cut in. "Us."

"But this is an invasion!"

The alien chuckled, the sound like coins cascading through a slot machine. "Not an invasion. A hostile takeover."

—-
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Due Diligence

Within days, Earth's stock markets were no longer tied to human activity. They were tied to the Galactic Exchange, a dizzying transdimensional financial system that made cryptocurrency look like seashell trading. Entire industries were re-valued according to alien metrics: how useful they were to galactic supply chains, their memetic brand power, and, inexplicably, their flavor profiles.

The global economy was asset-stripped at lightspeed. Governments were converted into "brand stewardship divisions." Environmental laws were dissolved in favor of "resource optimization strategies." Every human being was issued a personal Behavioral Performance Index, which fluctuated minute-by-minute based on their productivity, social influence, and aesthetic appeal to alien luxury markets.

A child's lemonade stand in Kansas was appraised at 14 trillion galactic credits because its hand-painted sign was declared "primitive chic." Meanwhile, the entire European Union was reclassified as a mid-tier "Cultural Amusement Park Asset."

The aliens didn’t need laser cannons. They needed spreadsheets. They didn’t conquer Earth with weapons. They did it with binding arbitration clauses.

—-
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The Acquisition Mindset

Earth's business leaders tried to resist at first, but the aliens were too savvy. They spoke the only true universal language: leverage.

"Why fight us?" said the Senior Partner of Zalithic Holdings in a holographic webinar beamed into the United Nations. "We’ll make you rich beyond your wildest dreams."

"But we already have wealth!" one CEO protested.

The alien laughed so hard it shed a ring. "Oh no, you have money. We’re talking about wealth at the scale of stellar industrial liquidity."

Within weeks, Earth’s corporations started competing to sell the planet out faster. Pharmaceutical companies offered up human DNA patents like rare Pokémon cards. Media conglomerates auctioned off cultural heritage to alien streaming services that found humanity’s history "exotically tragic." Even the rights to Earth's moon were quietly licensed as a Luxury Meditation Retreat for stressed-out exoplanet hedge fund managers.

Intelligent Life, Indeed

The thing is: Earth adapted alarmingly well. Humans, it turns out, had been practicing for this for centuries. Colonialism? Check. Resource exploitation? Check. Hyper-capitalism? They practically invented it.

Earth’s advertising agencies became legendary for their ability to market anything to anyone—from synthetic oceans for parched aquapods to artisanal human tears bottled for the discerning Zorbian elite. Even the Vatican pivoted, licensing "exclusive rights to authentic human spirituality" to a startup specializing in soul-based NFTs.

In fact, humanity’s talent for branding itself became so impressive that after only a few years, Earth was promoted from "Acquired Asset" to "Galactic Cultural Phenomenon." Tourists flocked to experience "authentic terrestrial experiences"—which, of course, were heavily staged for maximum alien engagement. Real life became just another content stream.

—-
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The Boardroom Coup

But humans weren’t done. They had learned from their corporate overlords. Quietly, human lawyers—some of the best legal predators Earth had ever produced—began studying the fine print of the galactic contracts.

Hidden deep in Subsection 3842.1 of the acquisition agreement was a poison pill clause: If Earth could successfully convince the Galactic Exchange that it was, itself, a fully autonomous Corporate Entity, it could buy itself back.

All they had to do was incorporate the entire planet.

—-
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Earth, LLC

It was the most ambitious IPO in history. The ticker symbol was simple: E.

The initial pitch deck to the Galactic Exchange was bold:

"Earth: The Only Planet That Sells Itself Better Than Anyone Else."

Humans offered the ultimate investment opportunity—a species that could not only generate infinite cultural content, but monetize its own exploitation in real time. The pitch was so absurdly self-aware that the Galactic Exchange couldn’t resist. Earth was approved for full planetary incorporation.

On paper, Earth now owned itself. Technically. In reality, Earth’s population became both shareholders and product. Every birth automatically issued Class B Shares. Every death triggered a stock buyback program.

The aliens were delighted. They didn’t mind losing direct control, because Earth had become the most profitable content engine in the galaxy. Humanity had transcended mere existence. It had become a brand.

—-
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Epilogue: The Final Shareholder Meeting
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Years later, at the first annual shareholder meeting of Earth, LLC, the human CEO stood at a podium high above the Great Pacific Garbage Patch (now a luxury floating resort called Plastique™).

"We searched for signs of intelligent life," she said. "And we found it."

She raised a champagne glass filled with a bioluminescent cocktail popular among the Andromedan elite.

"They were the aliens. And then—we became them."

The shareholders cheered. Somewhere, across the light-years, the galactic corporate raiders smiled. After all, nothing is more intelligent than knowing exactly what something is worth—and selling it anyway.

End.

—-
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Cease and Desist from the Stars

I was halfway through my third cup of coffee—cold, bitter, and tasting like every bad decision I’d ever made—when the signal hit.

The rest of the team in SETI Control was still hoping for some beautiful cosmic handshake, maybe a mathematical proof wrapped in radio waves, or even just a string of beeps that could be stretched into a hopeful message like "Hi neighbor!" or "We see you! Nice planet!"

What we got instead was a cease and desist written in legalese so dense it made my eyes water just looking at it.

"What the hell is this?" I muttered.

Beside me, Dr. Kim was rubbing his temples like the signal had personally insulted his ancestors. "I think," he said, voice grim, "we just made first contact... with a corporate law firm."

The document unfolded itself into shimmering glyphs, then self-translated into a cascading list of languages, from English to Xhosa to Klingon (which was probably a joke). A booming, polished voice—like Morgan Freeman if Morgan Freeman sold used planets—narrated:

"Greetings, inhabitants of Sol-3. You are now a wholly owned subsidiary of Zalithic Investment Conglomerate, per the successful acquisition filed under Galactic Asset Transfer Act 4428-G."

I blinked. "We got... bought? The Earth got bought?"

The document continued scrolling, highlighting key clauses like a lawyer with way too much time and absolutely no soul.

"Any objections must be filed via certified interstellar counsel within one galactic standard week, or Earth’s cultural, biological, and economic assets will be fully incorporated into the Zalithic portfolio."

"Objections?" I barked at the screen. "Yeah, I got a few! Who the hell are you?"

The signal paused. Then a video feed crackled to life.

Onscreen was something that looked like a fidget spinner made of gold and arrogance, spinning slowly in front of a window showing a nebula so expensive-looking it probably charged admission. Its voice, smooth and condescending, practically oozed across the room.

"I am Rilthis Vek, Senior Partner at AstroDivest Holdings, representing Zalithic Investment Conglomerate. We are pleased to welcome Earth into the Zalithic family."

Kim leaned into the mic. "We didn’t agree to this!"

Rilthis made a soft clicking noise, like a banker laughing at your overdraft fee. "Oh, you did. When you broadcast that little ‘Are we alone?’ message into deep space? That was an implied solicitation. Standard practice. You invited offers. We made one. Your atmosphere alone is worth a fortune in micro-luxury aerosols. Congratulations."

—-
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I Had Questions. Rilthis Had Answers. None of Them Good.

I could feel my caffeine tremor syncing up with my rising panic. "What happens if we refuse?"

Rilthis spun faster, like we’d just asked the stupidest question in the universe. "Refuse? My dear human, you’re not at the negotiating table. You are the table. This deal closed light-years before you even knew it existed."

"That’s illegal!" Kim shouted. "You can’t just buy a planet without consent."

Rilthis’ glow brightened—aliens don’t smile, but this felt like a smile. "Consent is implied by your failure to secure competent interstellar counsel prior to broadcasting your existential loneliness. It’s all in the Galactic Asset Handbook, Section 3, ‘Desperate Civilizations with Inferior Legal Representation.’"

—-
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The United Nations, But Make It Corporate

Within the hour, every major screen on Earth—government feeds, corporate news, even bathroom smart mirrors—displayed the Welcome Packet. It was painfully sleek. The Zalithic logo (a swirling spiral that somehow made me want to buy things) hovered over a tagline:

"Earth: Our Newest Acquisition, Yours to Experience."

Inside the packet were "resource optimization strategies" that made colonialism look subtle:

Oceans reclassified as "untapped aquaculture experiences."

Indigenous art declared "pre-collapse luxury goods."

Human religious texts priced as "speculative memetic investments."

Rilthis joined a special emergency broadcast, live from orbit, floating in his obscene luxury office. Behind him, I could see the Moon already getting rebranded with a glowing neon sign:

"Zalithic Presents: Earth’s Moon—By Appointment Only."

"This is an outrage," President Kimura said, sweating through her blazer in the UN war room. "You can’t turn our planet into... into a theme park!"

"We can," Rilthis purred. "And we did."

—-
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First Contact, Late-Stage Capitalism Edition

I turned off my mic, took a deep breath, and said the quiet part out loud. "You know what the worst part is?"

Kim barely glanced at me. "What?"

I gestured at the welcome packet, the slogans, the way it all felt so... familiar. "They aren’t conquering us. They’re just better at the game we invented."

He slumped into his chair, nodding slowly. "We were expecting aliens with death rays."

I held up the contract. "We got aliens with spreadsheets."

—-
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Chapter 2

Due Diligence
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The first time I met an alien auditor, I was drinking room-temperature Mountain Dew and trying to file a legal injunction against "unlawful planetary foreclosure." The motion was rejected before I could even finish the online form. Turns out, Earth’s legal system didn’t have a dropdown menu for galactic hostile takeover.

That’s when the wall opened.

Not the door. The wall.

A shimmering portal like someone had yanked the zipper off reality, and through it floated The Auditor—a blob of translucent gel encased in a crystalline egg, balanced delicately on eight spindly appendages that looked like luxury chopsticks.

"Who the hell are you?" I asked, trying not to spill my Dew.

The egg rotated and projected a holographic business card directly into my eyeballs.

‘Tirvok Strell, Senior Asset Assessor, Zalithic Holdings. Certified in Cultural Extraction and Experience Monetization.’

"Lovely," I muttered. "What do you want?"

The egg chirped cheerfully. "Everything. Please sit still while I scan your value."

—-

[image: ]


Appraising the Species

The first thing Tirvok did was shove a valuation probe directly into my head. It didn’t hurt—just felt like someone ran my entire life through Zillow. Pictures, memories, regrets, all sorted and stamped with prices. My high school mixtape? $83,000 as a "vintage primitive emotional artifact." My grandma’s recipe for kimchi? Licensed to an alien cooking show for 2.8 million galactic credits. My spleen? Barely worth $50.
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