[image: cover-image, The Man Who Cheated Death]
 
AJ
And
The
Galactic
Stock
market
 
 
Aashish
Jung
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cover design by: A Wise Man
AJ AND GALACTIC STOCK MARKET
(The Tales Of AJ) 
 
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or means, electronic or mechanical, including photography, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval systems, without an author's written permission, for more information contact.    
 
Copyright © 2025 by Aashish Jung 
All rights reserved. ” Excerpt From AJ AND GALACTIC STOCK MARKET”
 
This material may be protected by copyright.   
 
 
Aashish Jung
London, United Kingdom
aashishjung.carrd.co
 
 
© Aashish Jung
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
https://linktr.ee/booksofaashishjung369
 
 
Table Of Contents
 
	Chapter 1: Neon Lights and Nebula Nights

	Chapter 2: Whispers of the Cosmos

	Chapter 3: A Predator's Gaze

	Chapter 4: The Fault in the Logic

	Chapter 5: The Escalation

	Chapter 6: The Healer

	Chapter 7: The Arrogance of Logic

	Chapter 8: A House of Glass

	Chapter 9: The Final Stand

	Chapter 10: The Dawn of a New Age

	Chapter 11: The New Paradigm

	Chapter 12: The First Seed

	Chapter 13: The Grand Experiment

	Chapter 14: The Echo of Chaos

	Chapter 15: The Unseen Bridge

	Chapter 16: The Final Answer

	Chapter 17: The Echoes of a New Beginning

	Chapter 18: The Final Trade

	Chapter 19: The Architect's First Test

	Chapter 20: The Rising Tide

	Chapter 21: The Ultimate Trade

 

Preface
For ten years, my world has been a universe of numbers. As a professional writer and analyst, I have dedicated my career to the unforgiving, logical domain of global finance. My work has always been anchored in non-fiction—in dissecting balance sheets, charting market trends, and attempting to quantify the raw, unblinking data of our world’s economies.
My professional life has taught me that the stock market is a battlefield of logic, a place where numbers dictate victory or defeat. Yet, in quiet moments of reflection, a profound paradox has always haunted me: the market is a machine, but its true engine is human emotion. Fear, greed, panic, and hope—these are the variables that no algorithm can truly predict, the unseen forces that drive the most spectacular triumphs and the most devastating crashes. It is a truth I have never been able to fully capture in a non-fictional report.
And so, this story was born.
AJ And The Galactic Stock Market is the result of a single, powerful question that finally allowed me to break free from the constraints of pure data: What if a teenager, armed only with a human understanding of emotion, was thrust into a stock market where emotion itself was a tangible currency? A market where species traded in logic, in memories, in collective consciousness—in everything except the human impulse to feel?
This is a work of fiction, yes, but it is an imagination built on a non-fictional foundation. It is an attempt to explore the very real truths I have learned about finance and human nature. It is a story about the ultimate paradox: that to master a world ruled by numbers, you must first master the messy, illogical power of the human heart.
Thank you for embarking on this journey. I trust that you will find a truth hidden among the stars.        
                                             ￼[image: Dingbat X Dingbat X]
Chapter 1
(Neon Lights and Nebula Nights)
 
The Observer
The air on Deep-Space Relay Station Epsilon-77 was a perpetual cocktail of ozone, recycled oxygen, and the faint, greasy scent of fried synth-protein that clung to every surface like a second skin. It was the scent of a thousand species converging, not for diplomacy or cultural exchange, but for the raw, chaotic hum of commerce. To AJ, at seventeen years old, it was the most beautiful scent in the universe. From his precarious perch on a gantry overlooking the main concourse, he was a ghost in the machine—a silent observer in a world too loud and strange for casual conversation. His sanctuary was in the forgotten corridors of the station’s maintenance sector, a place where the rhythmic hum of life support systems was a more predictable and comforting sound than the swirling chaos of the alien marketplace below. The steel grating beneath his worn boots was cool to the touch, a constant reminder of the physical, metallic reality of his existence. He was a creature of a different world, a world of ordered predictability.
Below him, the concourse was a kaleidoscope of perpetual dusk, bathed in the sickly glow of a thousand neon signs that advertised everything from starship fuel to synthetic psychic stimulants. The light cast long, shifting shadows that danced with the movement of the crowd. Hulking, silicon-based lifeforms from Rigel VII clanked past willowy, photosynthetic humanoids from the Cygnus Dendria, their leaves rustling like whispered secrets. The Luminians, in their crystalline glory, shimmered with a soft, internal light that changed color with their mood. A gaggle of mischievous, multi-limbed Pipkins haggled loudly over a stall of stolen ship parts, their chittering laughter a bizarre musical accompaniment to the station’s low thrum. This was the underbelly of the cosmos, a neutral ground where the currencies were as diverse as the beings who traded them.
AJ held his datapad in his hands, its screen glowing softly, a stark contrast to the vibrant chaos beneath him. On its display, the familiar, comforting chaos of Earth’s stock markets scrolled by—the Dow, the NASDAQ, the Nikkei. He knew this world, this market, with an almost spiritual intimacy. For as long as he could remember, he had understood the emotional tremors of his homeworld’s finance. He had spent his childhood, not on playgrounds, but in libraries, devouring every financial history book he could find. He had spent his teenage years building algorithms that could predict a CEO’s resignation based on the subtle emotional shifts in their social media output. Human markets were a theatre of sentiment, a predictable dance of fear and greed, and AJ, a quiet, observant seventeen-year-old, understood the script intimately. It was a language he had long since mastered, a stable and predictable system in a universe that seemed to have none. His datapad, a tool of his own creation, could predict a recession with 90% accuracy, forecast a bull run with a quiet confidence. His name, on Earth, was already whispered among a small circle of professional traders, a kind of teenage prodigy, a ghost in the machine of his own world.
But his eyes, forever drawn to the glittering, alien circus below, kept drifting from the screen. His mind, restless and insatiably curious, was hunting for a pattern that defied the logic of his algorithms. He saw the price of thruster coolant inexplicably spike just moments before a T’karr freighter docked, a silent, symbiotic trade that no human model could predict. He watched the value of Xylian moon-gems plummet after a particularly beautiful harvest was announced, their worth tied not to scarcity, but to an aesthetic perfection so alien he couldn't grasp it. He was beginning to see that there wasn’t just one market here; there were a hundred. A hundred flows of capital and goods so alien, so complex, they made human finance look like a child’s primer. It was a hidden language, a galactic symphony, and AJ felt an undeniable pull to learn how to speak it.
He began to input the data manually, meticulously tracing the strange correlations he observed. The trades, once a meaningless jumble, began to form a nascent, chaotic logic. He saw a series of buy orders for a “Temporal-displacement alloy” forming a pattern that defied linear time, their value seemingly tied to future events. He was on the brink of a profound discovery, a key to a new universe of data. He was so engrossed, so lost in the swirling nebula of numbers and alien glyphs, that he didn’t see the rogue data packet at first. It appeared as a ghost in the machine, a single, defiant burst of encrypted information that made his datapad stutter and hum with a discordant, unfamiliar energy. It wasn’t station traffic. It was a burst transmission, a rogue signal that had bled from a system that wasn't on any schematic. It was too perfect to be random. It was as if it wanted to be found. AJ’s heart hammered against his ribs. He wasn’t just observing a mystery; he was on the verge of uncovering its source.
The Breakthrough
The rogue data packet wasn't an error. It was a digital ghost, a silent scream of code that made the datapad hum with a discordant, unfamiliar energy. AJ’s heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic rhythm that drowned out the low thrum of the station. This wasn’t a glitch in the system; it was a burst transmission, a rogue signal that had bled from a network that wasn’t on any public schematic. Its encryption was a fractal algorithm so complex it made his custom-built tracer stutter and choke. It was a lock that a human mind, trained in linear causality and predictable logic, was not meant to open.
He was a ghost in this machine, but this was the first time the machine had whispered back.
His fingers, suddenly clumsy with a mixture of terror and exhilaration, flew across the keypad. He isolated the packet from the benign streams of station traffic, bypassing the standard decryption protocols with the quiet efficiency of a thief in the night. He had built this datapad for this very purpose—to see what others couldn't, to know what others didn't. But the encryption wasn't a standard lock; it was a living, breathing piece of code, its key changing with every failed attempt. He tried his most advanced brute-force algorithms, the same ones that had cracked the security of some of Earth's most fortified financial databases. The datapad whined in protest, the screen flashing with a cascade of error messages, but the lock held firm.
He sat back on the gantry, a fine sheen of sweat on his brow, and stared at the chaos of the alien marketplace below. The Pipkins were still haggling, the Rigel VII clanking past. He had to stop thinking like a human trader. He had to stop looking for a key and start looking for a pattern. The encryption wasn't just code; it was a language. It was a dialect of logic that was completely alien to his own. He began to search for a new variable, not in the ones and zeros of the datapad, but in the raw data of the world around him. He began to input the Luminians’ shimmer, the rustle of the Cygnus Dendria leaves, the rhythmic clank of the silicon lifeforms. He began to build a new decryption key, not on logic, but on a kind of strange, illogical empathy. He created an algorithm that translated the emotional noise of the concourse into a unique code, and then he fed that code into the encryption.
The screen flickered.
And then, it resolved.
It wasn’t text. It wasn't a language. It was a symphony of light and symbol, a real-time feed of fluctuating values that was so beautiful, so terrifying, that AJ felt the breath catch in his throat. It was a living tapestry of pure data, a cosmic exchange that made the Dow and the NASDAQ look like a child’s abacus. Planetary icons he didn’t recognize pulsated with a soft, internal light. Currency notations scrolled by that looked less like numbers and more like musical notes. Buy orders were aggressive, angular glyphs that shot across the screen like comets. Sell orders flowed in gentle, wave-like scripts. This wasn't just a market; it was an orchestra of pure data, a testament to a dozen different forms of cosmic commerce, a system so vast and complex it defied human comprehension.
AJ’s hands trembled as he watched. A commodity listed as “Vibrational Harmony of Kappa-3” crashed by 40% and then rebounded completely an instant later, its value apparently tied to some cosmic event he couldn't see. A planetoid’s icon, labeled “Tears of a Dying Star (Refined),” was being traded in volumes that dwarfed the entire GDP of Earth, its worth tied to an aesthetic perfection so alien he couldn't fathom it. This was it. This was the source of the patterns he’d observed. This was the beating heart of the alien economy. He had just found the gateway.
And as he watched, a single, chilling line of text resolved at the bottom of the screen in clipped, translated GalStand:
USER [ERROR: SPECIES PROFILE NOT FOUND] DETECTED ON OBSERVER PROTOCOL. INTERFACE LOCK INITIATED IN 5...
Panic seized him. He wasn't supposed to be here. He yanked the datapad from its connection, killing the network. The screen went dark, just as a terrifyingly logical query from a new network began to form.
But it was too late. He had seen the gateway. And something on the other side had seen him.
The Interruption & The Promise
The cold, precise words on the screen—INTERFACE LOCK INITIATED—were a hammer blow to the gut. They echoed in the sudden, deafening silence after he yanked the cable from its port. The datapad’s screen, once a window to a new universe, was now an inert, black mirror, reflecting only his pale, sweat-streaked face. For a terrifying, heart-stopping moment, he had been a ghost in the machine, and the machine had seen him. It had seen his human flaw, his alien presence, and it had slammed the door shut with a finality that chilled him to the bone. The low, constant thrum of the station’s life support systems suddenly felt less like a predictable comfort and more like the beating heart of a living, breathing entity that was now aware of him. He was a variable that had been corrected, an error that had been eliminated.
But the fear was quickly replaced by a hot, burning anger. A frustration that was as old as humanity itself. Just as he had been on the verge of a profound discovery, of understanding the true nature of a “Temporal-displacement alloy” and its bizarre, non-linear trade patterns, the door had been slammed in his face. The market had been exposed as something more than a mere collection of buyers and sellers; it was a sophisticated, sentient system that was actively defending itself from outside observation. He had been a quiet voyeur, and the market had just turned to look at him with a thousand, unblinking eyes.
A sharp, familiar voice cut through the sterile air, shattering the silence and the fantasy with a jarring sense of reality. "AJ! Your shift started five minutes ago! The atmospheric processors won’t calibrate themselves!"
His mother. Chief Engineer Anu. Her boots echoed on the metal mesh of the gantry as she approached, her face a mask of weary affection and very real responsibility. And was a woman of tangible things. She dealt in rust and grit, in the hum of calibrated systems and the hiss of pressure valves. She saw a son wasting time on fantasy. She could not see the nebula of data he was trying to map in his mind, the profound, cosmic truths he had been on the verge of uncovering. To her, his datapad was a toy, a distraction from the predictable, hard work that would define his future.
"Sorry, Ma," he said, the lie feeling hollow and thin even to his own ears. He snapped the datapad shut, the screen going dark with a quiet finality, just as a fascinating pattern of trades began to form. The perfect hook, gone in an instant. “Just… studying.”
Anu’s smile was a rare, fragile thing, a crack in her professional armor. “Study the maintenance manuals, AJ. That is a language that will always pay the bills. This—” she gestured vaguely at the concourse below, at the swirling chaos of alien commerce— “is just noise.”
Her words, so simple and so practical, felt like a physical blow. Noise. She saw a universe of data, a million different forms of logic and currency, and dismissed it all as simple noise. She had no idea that the "noise" below was a symphony, a complex and beautiful exchange that made her predictable world of engineering look like a child’s primer. The irony was so profound it almost made him laugh. She was a master of the machine, but she was utterly blind to the true, living intelligence that lurked within it.
"Come," she said, her voice softer now, with a hint of fatigue. "We have work to do."
As he followed her into the humming, metallic heart of the station, AJ took one last look back at the concourse. He saw the silicon beings, the photosynthetic humanoids, the mischievous Pipkins. He had always seen them as creatures of a different world. Now he saw them as something else entirely. He was no longer just looking at aliens; he was looking at traders. And he knew, with a certainty that chilled his blood and thrilled his soul, that the most important market wasn't on his datapad, and it wasn’t in the predictable world of his mother's engineering.
It was all around him. It was a market that had a mind of its own, a universe of data that was fighting to remain a secret. And he, AJ, was going to find a way to get back inside. He was going to learn its language. He was going to learn its truths. And he was going to master it. He knew, with a certainty that both terrified and exhilarated him, that this was just the beginning.
[A successful trader understands that the greatest profits are not found in the markets everyone is watching, but in the ones no one knows exist. You must learn to see
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