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Scott’s Adventure Begins
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In which a young ambitious time traveler explores history, and finds himself explored as well
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In Which Uncle Aaron is an Unhelpful Tool

[image: ]




“Go fuck yourself, Scott.”

That obscenity was Uncle Aaron’s response to Scott’s request that he fund his work in Chronometry. Chronometry was a field Scott invented and therefore named: the study of manipulating and traversing time for fun and profit. His uncle preferred capitalizing on existing channels that returned tidy sums at regular intervals, not random (if potentially greater) piles years down the road, or, most likely, never at all. Invention, according to Aaron, was the realm of careless blowhards like Edison and his Serbian lackey Tesla. Aaron preferred conventional enterprises. Mining. Human trafficking. Market manipulation. He detested invented fields with stupid names. Creativity made him feel put upon and stupid. Invention felt like charity: evil and wasteful, like sex and conversation.

Scott lay on the fur-covered floor of the Roman orgy, surrounded by wealthy naked men and women from across the ancient world, to celebrate a hedonistic Bacchanalia with wine and casual sex in unhealthy amounts. Scott thought about Aaron’s vulgar dismissal and how, at this point, he experienced sensuality in an awesome variety of forms — from the dawn of history to Aaron’s wife Nancy (not a blood relative) — through shrewd use of his miraculous invention. And he had done so without any of his family’s wealth, approval, or oversight. And as a bonus, he was informed by Nancy that Aaron’s personal habits made him extremely undesirable as a lover or a bedmate. These included being beaten with financial periodicals, repeatedly asked if his penis had been inserted yet, and farting during coitus.

The one constant, it seemed to Scott, was that no matter who he encountered or where he went, people really embraced sex and welcomed novel partners for the purpose. When Scott approached them properly, they found him extremely novel. His embrace of modern hygiene gave him an unfair advantage, as did his preference for knowing women whose tastes and desires were well documented, at least in posterity.

Scott, of course, tried family funding. Rejected, he used several distasteful machinations to fund his own research. He never told anyone exactly how he got his initial money, but he went on endlessly about what that got him. As he slowly gathered the means to build a time machine, he eventually acquired the resources to fund and use it. One of the first things he did, of course, was to transport his income of forty years of slow potting and plodding to his bank account on his 21st birthday. So he did not even know for sure where the money came from, but we know how it was spent. Upon assembling the machine, the first place he went to was a party in Rome, in which hundreds of naked, oil-bathed people enjoyed each other in a ceremony that was one of the first things Christians stamped out when they took power.

Romantic Conventions

IN WHICH THE WOMEN of Rome devastate the Christian upbringing of a time-travelling English scientist

While not his enterprise’s express purpose, his machine allowed him to access unique women from distant eras. Powerful, remarkable women rarely found men worth their time. With care, patience, and research, he could reverse this. This delightful consequence of his invention opened up invaluable avenues for research. For example, funerals often spurred guests, especially the drunk, to discuss people in intimate detail. Currently, the invention made him desirable to a Roman aristocrat, Hyppolita. Her husband, Seth of Syracuse, had wed chiefly to contradict the torrent of rumors about his interest in other men and livestock.

Hyppolita had taken it on herself to reanimate him, and as his cock returned to a usefully erect state, Scott said, “See, it was no trouble at all. The pastinaca(carrot) you put up my ass was really quite unnecessary.” Unnecessary, Scott thought, but not entirely unpleasant. Though clearly, when he was to journal tonight, there would be no mention of carrots. Not everything required strict veracity.

Bacchus was the main festival for Roman aristocrats. It started with the wives arranging themselves in a circle, facing outward. The men stripped naked, covered their heads in black masks, and walked around them, guided by a brass banister. The women chose their favorites and led them to a checkerboard of pillow-lined beds. After all the men were picked, the rest went to a consolation chamber for salad, talk, or another attempt at pairing. Wives hated it when their husbands ended up unmatched, so they sent them to the gymnasium to make them more desirable. Athletic centers in wealthy districts hired many musclebound illiterates to monitor husbands’ exercise and diet, ensuring another woman would select them.

Failing that, some wives even bribed their friends to choose their husbands during the festival, rather than suffer the indignity of having their husbands circle listlessly, passed over even by the humblest of attendees. It was said the choices were, in some cases, pre-arranged, but many visitors from the outside were unaware of the pre-arrangement and would introduce an element of chance and chaos to the pairing.

Walkways between beds had incense torches, creating an illusion of privacy. Some women doused the incense to enjoy viewing their neighbors in action. The priciest booths were backlit, making everything inside visible as shadows. Women practiced new techniques and choreography, or coached their men with illustrated cue cards. This was as much a spectator sport as an exercise in group depravity. Servants moved between beds, serving wine and food. Some wives picked servants when their husbands were tired.

The women adorned themselves in leather, silk, and jewelry. Each Baccanalia featured a major and minor color theme. Most picked costumes in keeping with the colors. Others paid them lip service or ignored them completely.

As Hyppolita gyrated slowly upon Scott’s reanimated penis, helpful attendants adorned them with buckets of multicolored petals from a rainbow of plants, grown in the gardens surrounding Rome. One thought reoccurred in his mind throughout the night. No, Uncle Aaron, you can fuck right off. Your piles of cash can buy you a lot, but they will never give you access to a spectacle like this. Aaron may have more fiscal stability, but as far as Scott was concerned, he was a fat loser.
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An Important Lesson
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In which Scott discovers academia is unreceptive to the idea of time travel

“One last question, sir: given all we know about space and time, what do you think of the possibility that someone or something might become unmoored in time, perhaps sent back or forward to a different period? What does your understanding of the physics of the world say about a possibility, such as this?”

His professor stood at the podium, frozen, as if he himself had become unmoored in time. He was used to more practical questions, such as: if the world is round, how come people don’t fall off the bottom? Or which is heavier, a pound of wood or a pound of steel? (Steel is, of course, the correct answer. Aristotle proved it with science.)  Metaphysical inquiries about time were not in the text he’d issued to his students, nor, for that matter, was it well treated in any of the texts his instructors had commanded him, master. “I fail to see how this question relates to any of the points on your syllabus,” the professor said in measured words, as if the end stroke of a medium-sized metronome delivered each one.

The professor spoke to benches packed with dozens of students from wealthy families. Usually, they were the annoying, simple, shouty children produced accidentally by charming and selfish parents. Afternoon light passed through pointed, paneless windows set into the vine-covered stone walls of Cambridge. Outside, other students walked by while caretakers removed trash and tended the shrubbery. Day laborers were very uninteresting to gaze upon, but compared with physics, they were as fascinating to the young rejected boys of Cambridge as a naked young woman hanging from a tree by one leg. When an actual woman did appear—from the administration or bearing supplies for the kitchen—the boys’ distant attention haunted her like the shadow of an animate gargoyle. They fled rapidly to their destination, sending the boys into fits of juvenile giggling and ruining both the lesson and the professor’s temper.

A Brief History of Early British Pornography

KEEP IN MIND, THIS is around 1867. The technology to stream human-vegetable intercourse was still centuries away. They did have a spinny wooden cylinder decorated inside with a sequence of photographs. It was cut with regular slits that, when revolved and peered through, created the illusion of motion, but these were kept in booths in carnivals or in the private studies of affluent perverts.

When the rotoscope craze got out of hand, wives, missing their distracted husbands, pressured the police to confiscate the devices. They were kept in a chamber at the police station constructed exclusively for the devices to be held while the trial dragged on. There were rumors that wealthy aristocrats would pay ungodly sums to tour the evidence room, privately. True or false: the London police headquarters that housed this chamber was one of the most opulent administrative buildings in the city.

Common folk had to make do with chalk sketches of vaginas when they were in the mood to jerk off, and there were no carnivals in the area, and even the middle class citizens after the police took all the rotoscopes devised stop-gaps, including pornographic puppet shows and erotic novels based on classics of the era, such as “Twenty Thousand Leaggues Under Debbie” and “Whores and Peace” By an anonymous Russian. But as mentioned, chalk sketches were children’s source of choice for inaccurate sexual expression. This was one of the reasons that professors guarded their chalk carefully. Otherwise, they returned from the latrine to find a board full of chalk obscenity and a class of giggling idiots.

Moving On...

“GIVEN THE EASE WITH which we move things in space now, faster and farther than we have ever done so in earlier periods of history, does it not stand to reason that with sufficient effort, we could also achieve the ability to move things in time in a way that does not currently exist in observable nature?” Scott interjected.

His professor took on a hue that spoke to a sudden illness or extreme constipation. “In this enlightened age, many miraculous things have come to pass that in earlier periods in history were inconceivable. However, this goes far beyond anything I plan to include in any of your upcoming examinations. And so I would suggest making the best use of your personal time,” he said, emphasizing the last three words in as threatening a tone as he could. “And given that you are consuming my time and that of the other students in the class, I would suggest we put an end to this particular line of examination.”

An upperclassman leaned down over Scott and whispered in his ear, “Shut your fucking face, or I shall beat you severely before the evening prayer.”

The professor flipped through his notebook and announced the homework for the weekend, returning to his ordinary color, a grayish, almost blue shade commonly found in fish or prison rations.

The students shuffled out of the science theater, depositing their favorite obscene variation of his name as they passed him. Scott’s anger at the banality of the lot of them bore a hole deep inside his chest. An unknown peer thrust a bit of paper down the back of his shirt. He feared it might contain something unhealthy and biological. Scott fished it out as fast as possible, but noticed it was an anonymous suggestion: ‘Scott, I find your idea intriguing. Perhaps Lord Kelvin might have some ideas on the subject, seeing as he wrote our current textbook and is currently serving as a fellow.”

If for no other reason than to avoid the violent attention of his fellow students, Scott decided to follow the note’s advice and escaped to the Courts of Peterhouse, in search of Kelvin, who wandered there, staring at various parts of the architecture, or upwards into the sky.

“Sir Kelvin,” Scott opened, “might I have a bit of your advice?”

“Gunpowder,” Kelvin replied. “The simplest way to acquire a personal fortune is to invest broadly in munitions and instruments of warfare.”

Scott paused, “Excellent advice, sir, but my question is more on the nature of the physics question that has been bothering me, which doesn’t seem to have a definitive answer in the textbook you wrote on the subject.”

Kelvin soured. Scott realized he had implied a judgment on Kelvin’s work and hastened to amend his opening line. “The book itself is profound and thorough. It’s just that my question — the book it seems covers matters of space and volume and measurement and all sorts. Still, my question, Sir, has to do with the nature of time, and whether or not one might manipulate it as one does the other forces of nature through engineering, or some other means.”

“Manipulate time?” Kelvin’s expression relaxed. The possibility that he had not given the dimension of time adequate thought came into focus. The possibility that he might be held liable for the cost of a massive textbook republication, and Cambridge, also came into focus, along with the potential embarrassment and a smear on his stature in the eyes of science and education. The textbook revenue was shamefully rewarding, and the loss of the sweet, sweet money he extracted from it was far more painful than the potential embarrassment.

Realizing he was talking to a child, and not a critic or legal representative of Cambridge’s administration, Kelvin decided his best and cheapest course of action was to be a patronizing asshole. “I’m sorry, lad. What was your name?”

“Scott, I’m Scott, sir, Scott Smith. I’m a junior in the study of science, and I’m really thrilled about what one might accomplish were one to understand how time operates, or how it could be traversed.” Scott instantly realized he had implied that Kelvin did not understand the mechanics of time. He had only meant to say that the scientific community’s understanding of time was imperfect, but clearly, Kelvin regarded himself as the driving force of the scientific community.

An awkward silence ensued.

“Oh, quite so, quite so,” Kelvin said once again, grabbing the reins of the conversation. “I agree, Stan, time is a wonderful thing, a fabulous thing. One might pour an endless amount of coin and adulation at oneself were you to, as you put it, understand how time functions.”

Kelvin cleared his throat. “Sean, you can’t knock time about, like a cannonball or a train car. Time is a great and powerful force, perhaps a divine one, which mere mortals cannot hope to manipulate. Were time some flexible variable, you’d think things would be constantly popping in and out, having skipped through time’s escape clauses or reversing growing younger, when one might expect them to age,” Kelvin finished.

“It is, of course, healthy to question anything, but I cannot, within my current capacity, think of any way in which one would actually manipulate or control the force of time. And I’m grateful that we have at least one dependable constant in the world of physics, which we might lean upon, given how slippery and explosive so many other gifts of science have proven to be. "

His textbook income thus in his mind re-secured, Kelvin decided to close down this line of inquiry, and this gave any other troubling threats to his reputation by saying, “I really appreciate your question, Daniel, and I hope I have put to rest any questions you might have on the subject of time. And speaking of time, I’m afraid I’m going to have to cut our conversation short at this point.” Kelvin, at this point, leapt off into a darkened corridor with the agility of a startled deer.

Scott, on the other hand, took Kelvin’s retreat as proof that he might have discovered an opportunity for personal advancement.
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An Impressive Machine
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When it was assembled, Scott took a bit of time to admire the machine, which allowed him to traverse time (his phrase) and fuck women across the ages. It was indeed an impressive bit of machinery, one that, unfortunately, our arrangement with Scott precludes us from describing. We did attempt to probe into its origins.

“I’d like to take credit for the whole thing,” Scott said. “Hell, I guess nobody’s stopping me, so fuck it — the whole machine is utterly the product of my singular genius.

“But, I would like to respond with a non sequitur you may find amusing. I heard the genius Nikola Tesla was around, and I wanted to get a second opinion after Kelvin proved what a patronizing tool he was when his knowledge was challenged. Let’s say if you want a particularly difficult problem solved, go to Tesla and say that Edison was interested in funding your work, but he’d presented a fairly long and opaque contract, far too dense to easily comprehend. You will get a stream of profanity in several languages, and some words that I think Tesla invented spontaneously, like “Pig-Ramming Stupefant” and “Exploitive moneywhore of the most prependous degree.” Then he will treat you to the strongest drinks in the cheapest tavern in London, fluids that both transport one’s consciousness and can return your silverware to its original luster. One of his gems: “If Edison says he will shoot you dead and take your money, you can be sure his plans for you are much worse than that.”

“Without going into details or exposing my lucrative scientific breakthroughs (or to be more blunt, Tesla’s, I will say that if you ever want to violate the Hell out of the laws of nature, get Tesla drunk and suck his cock like it was the cure for cancer. Not only will he provide the core of a working time vehicle, but he will also regale you with fascinating facts, such as the age of consent in his home village: ten for boys, twelve for girls. “You can’t, after all, knock up a boy.” Lucky little scamps. Scott did have a written contract with Tesla to both share credit for the contraption and, within the next five years, allow him to murder the infant Edison in his crib. Fortunately, the way it was phrased, the contract vested in the next five years from Tesla’s point of view. It was quite possible to use the machine to go back in time and publicly take credit for the work a good while before the contract was created. The realm of law apparently was extremely vulnerable once the linear flow of time was violated. When drunk, Tesla did muse on the possibility of going to court, explaining that one did push John Wilkes Booth into a wheat thresher because he was preparing to assassinate Lincoln. “You not only murder Booth but also any evidence one could use in one’s defense in the upcoming trial.” He did insist that he receive all credit and revenue for the field of time law, and coined the term “Chronotorney,” short for “Chronometric Attorney,” which, apparently, he thought slipped off the tongue, but which Scott privately found clunky and obtuse.

“I will tell you that Tesla also insisted he be given full authority to decide on the colors. Sorry, that was unclear: the machine’s color and ornament. He insisted, and, given that it was not an area Scott was particularly interested in, he proceeded to make the machine a dusky blue, like a whale at midnight, a color he claimed to have invented and coined “Nikola Ultramarine.” The trim was a blend of copper and bronze, something he muttered, “Prevented the machine from neutering the passengers,” a concept Scott had never considered and was happy to continue not considering when Nikola assured him the problem was accounted for. “Do not,” he admonished, “use the machine while submerged in salt water, that is, if you wish to retain ownership of your testicles.” Scott had a bronze plaque with this warning, in large magenta letters, next to the start button, as he was quite fond of his testicles.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
SCREWING
WITH

TIME

BY LAZARUS EROS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





