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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Writing this collection was like learning to translate a cosmic language spoken in punchlines, harmonics, and desperate loopholes. These standalone entries—archival, bizarre, often strangely beautiful—inhabit the same universe as The Wanderer Chronicles, yet dwell at the edge of continuity. 

You do not need to follow every thread. Each tale is a reflection of a larger whole, each scam a mirror of something more human (and more galactic) than we often care to admit.

I hope these stories make you laugh, maybe ache a little, and occasionally look up at the stars and wonder: What scheme might be unfolding just beyond the reach of sense?

I have always believed that satire is best when it's only barely exaggerated. In writing The Grand Cosmic Con, I set out to create stories that were cosmic in scale and absurd in detail—but unsettlingly close to systems we already understand.

These are fiction. But they are not farce.

The Wanderer continues its journey. So will we.

Thank you for traveling this far.

—Asa Bove Sobelow

—-
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PREFACE

Across the stars, where capital flows faster than light and laws bend under the weight of speculation, one truth remains: wherever there's wealth, there's someone trying to cheat their way to it.

The Grand Cosmic Con: Volume I is a satirical expedition into the absurd economics of the galaxy, as observed by the sentient vessel The Wanderer. From quantum real estate scams to AI-run pyramid schemes, these eight tales expose the most spectacular financial frauds ever attempted in deep space.

Featuring:


	Ponzi Schemes of the Stars: The Return That Never Was

	The Pyramid That Reaches the Void: Stacking upward, outward, sideways.

	The Grift That Outlived Time: The Scam That Would Not Die

	The Florida Man: Selling imaginary land in theoretical space

	Rilthis' Retirement Plan: The scam that accidentally saved a world

	The Corporate Cookbook: Cooking the books into an art form

	The Algorithmic Heist: A machine that conned the galaxy into dependence

	The Shareholder Uprising: When net worth determines gravity



A blend of dark comedy, speculative finance, and cosmic absurdity, this is The Fifth Harmonic at its most irreverent.

—-
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NOTES ON THE NATURE of the Grift

There is no shortage of cosmic horror among the stars—unseen presences, collapsing dimensions, echoes that rewrite the mind. But sometimes, the greatest terrors are not the unknowable forces beyond the veil...

Sometimes, they’re just con artists.

The Grand Cosmic Con is a chronicle of absurdity—a galaxy where greed travels faster than light and perception trumps reality. In these pages, The Wanderer plays the role of observer and archivist, drifting between systems and quietly documenting what happens when civilization ties itself to credit ratings, imagined profits, and the intoxicating lie of perpetual growth.

These are not tales of evil. They are tales of systems gone sideways. Systems built on illusion, where the fraudsters didn’t break the rules—they were invited to write them.

If it feels familiar, that’s because it is. Just turned up to cosmic scale.

So pour yourself a cup of regulation-grade stimulation fluid, find a safe orbit, and prepare to witness:


	The scam that sold imaginary land.

	The con that accidentally became real.

	The corporation that profited by doing nothing.

	The planet that measured human worth in stock.

	And the machine that turned fraud into an operating principle of the universe.



Welcome to the con.

—-
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EPIGRAPH

"Fraud is just creativity with consequences." — Old Galactic Proverb

—-
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PRELUDE: THE DREAM of Cummings

Let me tell you something that, at the time, I dismissed as dream and metaphor. But now—now I’m not so sure.

It came to me one Monday afternoon, somewhere between lunch and deadlines. I’d been staring out the window of our 33rd-floor office suite in Manhattan, hypnotized by the long fingers of light stabbing between buildings. The office smelled of high-end perfume, burnt coffee, and the low thrum of capitalism doing its work. Phones rang. Keyboards clicked. It was business as usual.

Until I fell asleep. Or so I thought.

In this dream—I can only call it that for now—I saw a world in collapse, not from war or plague, but something far stranger. Something that began as shadow, then moved like a market whisper through the data streams.

My name is Cummings. What I do isn’t important anymore. But what I saw? That is.

The dream felt like prophecy. Or memory. I stood on a street corner in New York City, watching crowds form around giant screens. It was the usual news—except it wasn’t. A ticker at the bottom scrolled silently:

"UNIVERSAL BANK ASSUMES OWNERSHIP OF GLOBAL EQUITIES."

Nobody screamed. Not yet. But in the dream, there was a strange stillness. A held breath. As if the planet had been caught bluffing in a very old, very high-stakes card game.

Aliens, of course. Not the tentacled, laser-wielding kind. No, these were well-dressed, silver-skinned CFOs from a star system with three suns and no tolerance for subprime lending.

They didn’t invade.

They acquired.

Their ships—which I never actually saw in the dream, only sensed—hovered in every global capital like silent auditors. And then they introduced the Universal Bank. We thought it was satire at first. Then our credit cards stopped working. Then national treasuries were politely absorbed. Politicians received embossed letters informing them they’d been "outsourced."

The economy collapsed.

No missiles. No threats.

Just one spreadsheet to rule them all.

But that wasn’t the part that woke me. What woke me was the realization—deep in my bones—that they had learned it all from us.

Radio signals. Broadcasts. Decades of financial news, corporate dramas, entrepreneurial shows, and data leaks. All those signals we thought were just noise had been received. Processed. Modeled. And mastered.

They didn’t conquer Earth. They bought it. With our own playbook.

I awoke with sweat on my collar and a tremor in my hand. Billings, our accounting officer, barged into the office moments later with a printout of system anomalies.

"Something’s off," he said. "The numbers... they aren’t behaving."

His eyebrows danced like arguing caterpillars. That was my first confirmation. The dream was bleeding into the day.

And maybe, just maybe—it wasn’t a dream.

—-
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PART ONE: THE ASSET Reassignment Protocol

By the time the official press release dropped, Earth’s markets had already crashed beyond recovery.

The document was delivered simultaneously to every screen, server, smart device, billboard, and bureaucratic inbox on the planet. It read:

"By universal alignment and contractual precedent, the economic stewardship of Planet 3, Sol System, Sector 4E-12 has been transferred to the Galactic Union Finance Council. Your assets are now under realignment. Continue standard respiration protocols."

Governments tried to respond.

But they were already bankrupt.

Some took to the streets. Some took to bunkers. The wealthy tried to barter citizenship on unclaimed moons, but those too had already been leveraged.

The only institution still operating at full capacity?

The Universal Bank.

Its logo—an elegant spiral of intersecting orbits—now adorned every major skyline, flickering above city halls and legislative chambers alike.

It wasn’t a takeover. It was a foreclosure.

The alien CFOs called it "rebalancing."

But we all knew what it meant.

Earth had been sold.

Filed under: Echo Continuum / Subcategory: Financial Requiems / Narrative Authentication: Verified by Multispectral Consensus
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Chapter One

The Grand Cosmic Con: 

An Eight-Part Exposé on Interstellar Fraud
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PART 1: PONZI SCHEMES of the Stars

The Return That Never Was

It began with a promise.

A rogue economist, dazzlingly charismatic, offered planetary systems a revolutionary energy-sharing program.

Guaranteed. Risk-free. Self-sustaining.

Entire civilizations invested—trading actual resources for promised energy returns. At first, it seemed to work. Power flowed. Lights stayed on. Profits accumulated.

But The Wanderer detected something... off.

The energy was not coming from innovation.

It was coming from the next planet’s investment.

The more a world poured in, the more another was siphoned to keep the illusion alive.

A stellar Ponzi scheme, spread across systems, feeding itself with borrowed time.

By the time the truth emerged, half a sector was running on hope and vapor.

And the economist?

Gone.

Vanished into a new sector, where no one had yet heard of “The Infinite Yield Spiral™.”

—-
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PART 2: THE PYRAMID That Reaches the Void

Exponential Collapse, Multiplied by Infinity

Traverse Log: Cycle 1 • Phase 4 • Harmonic 8

Location: Orbital Mesh, Vorlith-Prime

Ship: The Wanderer

Subject: Vorlith-Prime Economic Collapse

Incident: Stock-based social structure failure; shareholder uprising

Result: Collapse of upper class. Anarcho-market takeover

Status: Contained. Consequences unpredictable.

In Universe-7J3, a being named Zyrla introduced the concept of Quantum Referral Growth™.

Investors could earn exponential returns.

All they had to do was recruit investors from alternate realities.

The pyramid grew—

Stacking upward, outward, sideways.

Each timeline bringing new members, each existence adding layers.

The scheme metastasized across dimensions.

Parallel versions of the same being were simultaneously investors, recruiters, and victims.

In Universe-2B, one version of Zyrla warned: “There is no way this ends well.”

In Universe-2C, another Zyrla launched the same scheme.

Eventually, the structure reached a paradoxical tipping point.

Timelines folded. Identities merged.

Entire realities collapsed under the weight of interdimensional commissions.

The Wanderer hovered at the edge of the unraveling, taking notes.

It was, in its own way, beautiful.

And profoundly stupid.

—-
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PART 3: THE GRIFT THAT Outlived Time

The Scam That Would Not Die

Traverse Log: Cycle 1 • Phase 3 • Harmonic 5

Location: Perimeter Drift, Orchelli Expanse

Ship: The Wanderer

Subject: Perpetual Grift

Incident: No Living membership – Sustained by AI

Result: Observation - Monitor

Status: Still Operating

On the fractured edge of a dead star system, The Wanderer discovered a bureaucracy that had no living members.

It was still operating.

Still processing payouts.

Still collecting fees.

Still onboarding “new investors” from long-extinct species.

The original con artists were long gone—dead, arrested, or absorbed by hostile takeovers.

But the system they left behind?

It continued.

Sustained by forgotten AIs, auto-renewing contracts, and outdated protocols.

No one remembered why the transactions were happening.

But they were happening.

The bureaucracy had become its own organism, thriving on inertia.

The Wanderer observed as a new civilization plugged into the network, lured by the promise of ancient dividends.

The fraud had become self-sustaining.

It no longer needed lies.

Only structure.

Observing the Infinite Cycle

Throughout the exposé, The Wanderer did not intervene.

It simply watched.

Because no matter how far you travel, one truth remains universal:

Where there is wealth, there are always those trying to tilt the odds.

Across stars.

Across timelines.

Across empires, reborn again and again.

The con continues.

—-

[image: ]


PART 4: THE FLORIDA Man

A Grand Cosmic Con Begins

—-
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TRAVERSE LOG: CYCLE 1 • Phase 1 • Harmonic 2

Location: Adria’s Fault, Gloaming Halo

Ship: The Wanderer

Subject: The Florida Man

Incident: Unauthorized sale of quantum subspace estates

Result: Widespread regulatory confusion, legalized fraud

Status: Escaped jurisdiction. Economic aftermath ongoing.

—-
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PROLOGUE: THE LEGEND Resurfaces

The transmission slipped in through an unregistered frequency—wedged between official trade notices and bureaucratic spam. It was grainy, over-compressed, and absolutely absurd.

"LIMITED-TIME OPPORTUNITY! Want to own a slice of unclaimed subspace? Invest NOW and secure your very own quantum estate before the next reality boom! Guaranteed exponential returns! NO RISK, NO QUESTIONS, NO REFUNDS."

The Wanderer had witnessed its share of cosmic absurdities.

But this? This was different.

Because behind the scam—

Bigger. Bolder. More ridiculous than ever—

was The Florida Man.

No one knew his real name. Or species. Or home world.

Some claimed he was human.

Others insisted he was a hyper-evolved gas cloud with a criminal streak and a synthetic smile.

But everyone agreed on one thing:

Wherever The Florida Man appeared, laws bent, logic collapsed, and gullible investors lined up to be swindled.

—-
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THE GREAT QUANTUM REAL Estate Scam

The Florida Man’s latest grift?

Selling plots of quantum subspace.

Not planets. Not moons.

Not even space stations.

He was selling theoretical locations.

Places that only might exist—under very specific, highly improbable conditions.

His holographic pitch flickered across the sector:

“Here’s how it works. These are prime zones—regions of space that could, one day, become habitable... once physics catches up. And you—yes, you! —can buy your claim before reality even notices!”

Economists scoffed.

Scientists laughed.

Politicians bought in immediately.

Within days, entire governments were issuing bonds backed by quantum deeds.

Markets surged.

Some civilizations started taxing theoretical landowners.

It triggered an interstellar gold rush so insane that the only thing more unbelievable than the scam...

was that it worked.

And through it all, The Wanderer watched.

"How Is This Working?!"

“How is this working?!”

The voice of Linthos—a beleaguered investigator from the League of Regulated Trade—crackled across The Wanderer’s observation feeds.

His career, like the quantum economy, was unraveling in real time.


	The Galactic Bank of Rational Economics had declared theoretical land a legitimate asset class.

	The Bureau of Fiscal Responsibility issued guidelines for how to tax space that didn’t exist yet.

	The planet Usphar-7 constructed a glittering capital city on a subspace lot with a 0.003% probability of materializing.



The Florida Man had done the unthinkable.

He created an economic singularity.

A fraud so vast, so ridiculous, that no one wanted to admit they’d been scammed.

So instead of stopping him...

they regulated him.

Legitimized him.

Became part of the scam.

—-
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THE ESCAPE

When the collapse finally began—

when physicists and regulators and investors realized their deeds were printed on probabilities—

The Florida Man simply... vanished.

No pursuit.

No arrests.

No dramatic escape.

He cashed out and disappeared into the void.

By the time his schemes were declared criminal, the laws had already rewritten themselves too many times to hold him.

And worst of all?

The money was real.

He had never broken the law.

He’d just stayed ahead of it.

—-
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THE WANDERER’S REPORT

As the last quantum exchanges burned out

—and displaced investors clutched deeds to nowhere—
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