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I WOULD LIKE TO HEREBY dedicate this monumental, very outrageous, totally insane, and mind blowing book to a very special being who belonged to my daughter, Kelly Johnson. Blacky was his name, a canine super dog who stars here as a time travelling companion of Erskine Quint and his slightly built sidekick, Kohlrabi, a giant sized dwarf!

Actually, in real life, Blacky, was a genuine ‘super dog’. Nothing special, just a mongrel, however, this dog survived a mistreated, wretched beginning in his life. He was rescued by Kelly and proved to be a loving, wonderful, caring companion when the news came through that Kelly had breast cancer. He was Kelly’s life and soul.

Blacky, in his very old age, travelled from Germany to India and started his new life there with Kelly. He survived a viper attack, and drank poisonous water that nearly killed him, but he also managed to stay alive. Then poor old Blacky was diagnosed with cancer, too. This dreadful disease eventually cost Blacky his life at the ripe old age of over 100 in human years. He was a great friend to all of us, and this is why I decided to make him immortal in this unbelievable final part of the Erskine Quint trilogy.

In fact he was quite unbelievable! Bless you Blacky where ever you are, and may you always rest in peace!

L.R.Johnson
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Prologue:

Warm nasal thermals rose gently into the freezing, pristine clear, star filled heavens of prehistoric existence from those who had learnt the harsh lessons of survival without madness, but with fire, of course.  Two huge Neanderthal figures, one female, one male stood around the huge fire and the smell of roasting mammal flesh surrounded the area attracting predators of the time. Their basic, primitive survival instincts had taught them that fire would keep away the hungry packs of Jurassic hyenas and vultures, amongst others that waited in the distance for a cheap bite of the cherry. 

Smoke from the crackling fire rose slowly in the crisp, evening air and was visible for miles around, however, this interested nobody, because all survivors of Darwin’s testing theories were too busy doing what they had to do, the same. Behind the raging fire, a huge, black opening in the side of a mountain provided shelter from the extreme elements and protection for the weaker offspring. As the evening closed in everybody, apart from the parents, withdrew deep into the cave where a slightly smaller fire offered light and warmth. Mammal furs lined the floor, which clothed the family members and the leftover bones, perfectly shaped and carved into weapons for the daily hunt.

The parents, standing outside in the icy, cold air did what all parents do whilst relaxing after a hard days hunting, cooking, and protecting; they copulated in front of the fire. He entered her from behind, she smiled a slight Neanderthal smile and he grunted as yet another shot of prehistoric sperm jetted through the tunnel of life and split the egg; a normal procedure in those days, no love, no affection just pure animal instinct.  He withdrew his exaggerated penis, she bent over, placed another log on the fire and offered the male a huge piece of black roasted, bloody mammal steak, which he snatched out of her hand and devoured leaving the tender pieces of meat stuck to the bone for the female to gently suck upon (some things never change).  

Millions of bright stars shone above, and everything seemed as perfect as one can imagine way back when before central heating, electricity, running water, or even the internet appeared. They stared upwards towards the heavens and grunted to each other grunts of satisfaction that, yet another day had passed without incident.

However, although primitive humans were not quite aware of things appearing in the heavens above, on this particular evening a huge, black, oblong object suddenly hung above them and caused the male to point towards it proving Darwin was right. A single pointing of the finger proved that humans possessed superior intelligence compared to other prehistoric beasts roaming the planet of the time; in fact, they would not have even bothered to point.  

The black, smooth object hovered high in the sky and seemed to show quite an interest in the primitive parents and maybe even, the object had observed the pair copulating (The birth of voyeurism maybe?), who knows? The male jabbed the female in her ribs, grunted, and again pointed upwards, she followed his finger, stood up and intelligently ran towards the cave leaving her partner still staring towards the object (Again proof that females actually possess more intelligence than males or is it just their protective instincts?).

Suddenly, in the belly of the hovering object a huge opening opened and out poured 666000 huge silver spiders from mars led by their major called Tom, Dick or Harry (Tom is a Bowie figment so let’s stick to one of the others) who just happened to have one blue eye and one Brown eye (That’s a coincidence). They hit the ground within five seconds and devoured everything in their path marauding like a plague of biblical locusts on the rampage without the assistance of God, Satan, or the Bible.

The male Neanderthal mesmerised by the battalions of shiny, shiny creepy crawlies then realised it was now or never, and with his premature survival instinct telling him to run or be devoured, bolted for the protection of the cave where his female, sensible partner, had already entered. She grabbed a branch normally used to stoke the fire inside, spread out dried mammal skins along the entrance and set the whole thing alight.

Her partner, pursued by ravaging, alien, and very huge spiders, saw the flames explode in front of the cave and thought,

“Damn females, they belong in the kitchen and not doing heroic deeds, oh shit, there’s no way in!” 

The flames raged and covered the entrance to safety and his time was running out rapidly.  He turned towards the marauding masses closing in and knew this was as far as it gets. Ten seconds later, or more, they, the masses that is, smothered the male and devoured everything except for his bones, but even they sucked them dry; it is the marrow, very nutritious. The fire protecting the female and her offspring proved  too much for spiders from mars and the heat generated by the flames put them off slightly, although a few did attempt to breach the Firewall without using the protection of Trojan horse, idiots! Several charred Trojans without a horse managed to breach the Ring of Fire (Johnny Cash welcome here in part 3 too and two too), but the female managed to stamp on a few and send the rest to hell by applying burning sticks to their rear ends, quite a ghastly death actually.

Major Tom, Dick, or Harry sounded the retreat and the spiders obeyed turning their objectives to several hundred docile mammals that just happened to be passing by. Seconds later, smothering the plains of prehistoric times were Killing Fields of sucked dry bones and tusks (Thank heavens poachers did not exist in those days or Chinese aphrodisiacs for that matter). They lay scattered for miles around amongst a plethora of other gnawed remains from other predators out on their nightly hunt, a dead-end desert in other words (Like most deserts tend to be). 

Meanwhile, high in the sky, two pairs of lights appeared, one pair flaming red, and the other, ice-cold sky blue. After observing the carnage below, they turned to each other knowing not even they could cause or prevent such a bloody awful genocide. Such Alien forces were even too strong for the pair that created and destroyed all living creatures below. The two pairs of eyes withdrew until the carnage below ceased knowing that others, with much more power, should be left to end their ruthless, barbarous crusades in peace (Is that a paradox or double meaning? Please pass the Oxford dictionary, dark blue is the colour)

This decision to disown everything that they had created in seven days and nights and return to from whence they came was maybe a fatal mistake in historical terms because they overlooked one thing!

After devouring everything in the area and turning the whole region into a huge desert of dry bones, stones, boulders, rocks and sand,  the spiders from mars returned to their alien ship, lead by Major Tom, Dick or Harry and were never seen again, why?  Because planet earth had now become a desert similar to their own planet and having the knowledge and technical knowhow that humans will never possess, they headed for other fertile planets in other galaxies far away.

Around the year zero in calendar terms, the strange pairs of eyes that appeared hundreds of thousands of years before once again appeared above the pristine skies of a place called Jerusalem. Hovering above the chaos below they observed a very strange phenomenon, ‘girl power’, and girls do not point they just have fun, and it is rude to point anyway. Only a few passing whales and dolphins swimming in the Dead Sea saw the shiny objects floating above and one pair of eyes, the blue ones, smiled down upon the wonderful creations he had created and blessed them. The red eyes preferred to look at hordes of naked female nymphs bathing in the very same sea, they winked (The eyes that is) and thought, 

“It is time to rock and roll, Sodom & Gomorrah here we come, let the party begin!”

Evolution did what Darwin proved, survival of the fittest and cleverest; and many years later the human race multiplied, spread all over the planet conquering other species, creating habitats, and assuring that the human race would become the dominant race on earth. However, in a slightly different version than we know today because everything is transient, and nothing remains the same especially after you have read this monumental piece of literary genius (Very tongue in cheek!)

Read on and all will be unveiled... 
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Sands of time keep moving

ANCIENT EGYPT WINDS blew across the surrounding deserts causing sand and dust to fly high into the sun-baked heavens where mercy had no meaning and survival of the fittest meant a life of subordinate pain, toil, sweat, and tears. The architects and constructors of the time designed and built the tombs for their imperial masters so their legacy would survive and become immortal; or so they believed.

However, the mythological gods of ancient times were about to become just that, pure myths, and those who supposedly spoke to their gods and were proclaimed by their gods to be leaders would now be removed from the history books as a rather radical change was about to take place.

Mercilessly the Egyptian sun rained down upon the backs of a million workers constructing man made miracles of those who believed it was their right to rule from high above, even after death. Their embalmed remains placed in tombs surrounded by opulence, riches, gold, jewellery, and guarded by guards (Who else?) proved to those below that only  chosen ones could ever achieve immortality.  

For the insignificant ‘little people’ death was just the end of their miserable existence, release from the burdens of being born among the masses, and not lucky enough to be chosen ones who would remain immortal, an accepted fact in the ancient worlds, and those of ants (A cheap, but poignant analogy). Yet another fact that has plagued the human race ever since those who possessed superior strength, intelligence, and created power syndromes by implementing and utilising those extra ‘gifts’ from mythological gods of the time. They ruled, dictated, and terminated the lives of the masses when required; so, where better to begin than in the shadows of half-built Egyptian pyramids yet to be registered as wonders of the world? 

Roughly 2566 BC.

It is midday and the sun high above tends to be more ferocious at this time, and if proof is needed of this fact, just look at the backs of thousands pulling huge blocks of stone inch by inch towards the foot of the great pyramid situated in Giza. Male pullers, working in temperatures of 40 degrees Celsius, and more, did this back-breaking, torturous job, not quite slaves but very nearly because apart from pulling massive stones there was not a lot to do, and the money was not bad, so why not.  

Contrary to what many historians believed, slaves did not build the pyramids, construction workers and their labourers built them, and if they did not go along for the ride, they would be whiplashed, so what! It is proven that although conditions were extremely harsh, the lifespan in those days, after sixteen hours hard labour in the sweltering sun, was also not particularly long. Many Egyptians and labourers from surrounding countries offered their services because any job was better than no job, even in those days.  

However, on this particular day in 2566 BC on the 6th day of the 6th month, things were about to turn slightly peculiar. The great pyramid at this particular time stood at the proud height of a hundred metres, give or take a centimetre, with still roughly fifty metres to go according to the architects of the day. Its upper surface was still reasonably flat, long enough, and wide enough for any reasonably sized passing time machine to park upon. The pilot of such a machine normally would have avoided landing among hordes of sweaty Egyptian, hard-working labourers and would travel on to a more fruitful period in history. However, this particular pilot, unaware of his mission, decided to drop in and say hello without actually knowing why those who programmed the machine decided to land here in the first place (All will be divulged later).

As mentioned above, the sun was at its highest point in the pristine heavens above unleashing ferocious heat waves that only Madmen and Englishmen normally dared venture out into. Luckily, at this time in history, the English were more concerned about cleaning out their caves and drawing pictures of passing mammals on the walls. The Egyptians were far more advanced and could even understand the stars and planets above.

The guards, who protected the work force with their whips and weapons making sure nobody faltered, died, or collapsed, actually had time to sometimes wipe their sweat bathed brows allowing them to peer towards the merciless sun whilst praying for their midday shift to end and silently blaspheming at the mighty sun god, Ra, for being so beastly to them. As for those heaving the huge stone blocks, it was forbidden to look towards the heavens because that is not what they were paid for.

One huge guard, Corporal Ebenezer Neber, lifted his muscular arm which resembled the thigh of a passing camel, raised his head, and was just about to wipe the sweat off his sun-burned brow, when a flash of lightning crashing towards the runway on top of the huge pyramid, passed by. Ebenezer fainted, and the workers grinned and tugged further.  Corporal Ebenezer’s boss, Sergeant Nobaneezup, just happened to observe his corporal faint and wondered,

“What the hell is he doing?” 

Then he looked up into the distance and observed a huge cloud of dust appear on top of the great pyramid which was not quite so great. With no idea, or awareness of time machines and other such objects being sighted in the vicinity, he obviously thought it was a ‘Fata Morgana’ (quite a common occurrence whilst working in intensive heat)  so he ordered the whole work force to stop working and brother were they relieved.

Corporal Ebenezer was still unconscious, so he was not able to inform his boss of the bolt of lightning that preceded the huge cloud hovering on the not quite finished peak of the pyramid, it resembled a London pea soup fog, what a Ripper!

Time was money (Not in ancient Egyptian times because there was no money), so the guards could not allow this strange occurrence to interrupt proceedings for too long. The cloud hovered, then a slight breeze from the east blew it westwards along the runway, and standing in the middle of the unfinished pyramid, or runway, was a shiny, silver Citroen 2CV, better known as a duck.

Establishing the fact that ancient Egyptians were far more advanced than for example their Scottish counterparts (quite an understatement), it was still virtually impossible for them to know what this silver object sitting on their unfinished pyramid could have been. Hence the fact, as soon as the French masterpiece appeared, thousands of pyramid workers jumped off their unfinished construction, and plummeted a hundred metres below towards a ghastly, sudden death. Those below, albeit tied to the thick tugging ropes, also attempted to escape, but died on the spot through a heart attack, or the result of a sunstroke, which was quite normal under the circumstances.

The guards removed their swords and thrust their whips forward hoping for protection from the strange alien object which had the audacity to land on the future graveyard of their beloved Pharaoh. They surrounded the foot of the pyramid and waited while a barefooted messenger was sent back to the capital, Memphis, to inform the Pharaoh and his armies about the object which had suddenly appeared on his sacred grounds. 

Barefooted messengers or runners were later copied by the Greeks who invented the Olympics, but they were much heavier than this poor skinny Egyptian equivalent of Abebe Bikila (Google him) who lived next door but much later. In the interim, some of the heathens among the thousands of workers who did not actually believe in Egyptian gods of the time, dropped to their knees hoping that at last a real god had appeared to save them and send them to the Promised Land where milk and honey flowed, supposedly.

Time stood still, well it seemed as if time had stood still as those below were wondering who and what the hell this strange contraption could be perched upon their pyramid. There was no movement around the strange object. Those below could not tell the difference between a car door and a cave opening so it seemed to them as if the object had no entrance or exit, especially on this model because it was a pre-war 1949 version with the doors opening the other way around.

The sun crept even higher towards the west releasing even more heat towards its victims below, but nobody dared move just in case it disturbed the ‘Thing’ above. Silence ruled around the foot of the mighty building site, and it was only interrupted by the sound of galloping horses racing towards the very macabre scene. The barefoot runner had done his job well and alarmed Pharaoh, who in turn gave the alarm to his armies who were now,  dressed in their finest armoury, and rapidly approaching; thousands of them.

“Now if I got my bearings right and this fine time machine did as all good ducks normally do, fly to where they should do, I should be somewhere in 2566 BC, in Egypt, Giza to be precise, and if I am lucky, in the vicinity of the great pyramid? ” Erskine asked himself.

However, being the genius that he is and defying Einstein’s second law of relativity; it was obvious that he was damn close. The only problem could have been his French duck because he could not choose a more sophisticated German version, so he was dumped with the next best thing, and these machines, albeit, very simple, normally are superbly reliable.

Travelling over 4000 years through time in a custom- built Citroen CV2 for most people meant a most tiresome journey; however, for Erskine Quint, intrepid adventurer extraordinaire, this was not such a problem. He only vaguely recalled conquering the mighty Mount Everest and being shot in the foot by a huge thunderbolt that elevated him towards a huge black hole and the silver machine where he now sat, strapped in, studying dials, codes, latitudes, and longitudes of time travel which were flashing in front of his eyes.

Within a few minutes Erskine had worked out the precise time of the journey and in which dimension Einstein discovered which was dismissed by the scientific fraternity of the time, “Imbeciles,” he thought.

Of course, there was a reason for his journey, but no details were divulged during the ‘flight’, so he just slept and dreamt of his fabulous wife and soon to be born child who he had left behind because duty called once again. A reminiscent pain shot through his heart, but he knew sooner or later he would return, but only when the mission had been completed,

“And I miss that damn cad, Kimjabi, too, but he had more important things on his mind.”

After memorising all of the data that had been recorded during the journey, Erskine, searched the rather comfortable cabin of the ship, which obviously from the inside was much larger than the optical image portrayed outside, for a clue pertaining to his mission. Impossible or not, and as usual a silent voice from deep within his utterly brilliant mind assured him all will be unveiled as the quest progresses, but for starters it was time to present himself to those outside who knew nothing about the wonders of time travel. Albeit they understood time itself and were capable of acknowledging the powers of nature which dominated their lives, so they invented gods and blamed them for everything, good or bad.

There was no point in disappointing them, so without ado, Erskine dressed accordingly, a long black robe, Arabian headdress, and a super pair of Ray Bans to protect his very yellow eyes against the fearsome sun. In fact, being the superbly handsome Adonis that he was, he could well have been mistaken for a god; but which one because in ancient Egypt there were so many to choose from?

He gently pulled on the door handle of his machine, which opened, as mentioned before, back to front, and exited only to be surrounded by a sudden whirl of desert dust that just happened to blow past as he stepped outside. 

This image created a huge sigh of fear among the mesmerised crowd below, as you can well imagine. The mounted soldiers of ancient Egypt pulled out their primitive swords from their primitive sheaths. Those who were armed with huge iron-tipped spears, lifted them skywards and pointed them towards the cloud dispersing slowly a hundred metres higher up, a futile exercise, but never mind.  

Then, out stepped Erskine Quint, dressed to kill, but not quite yet. He raised his arms to the heavens above, and in the perfect language of the time (nobody quite knows which language they spoke, but for Erskine this was no problem because his brain adjusted to every challenge) said, “Hello!”

Those below without a voice fainted; those who were supposed to slay the unknown alien, fainted too! Only Pharaoh Khufu and his entourage, including many of his beautiful wives who satisfied his every need, and the witch doctors of the time, did not faint because they believed they had direct contact with the gods of the time, and this must surely be one of them!

Erskine approached the edge of the unfinished plateau looking magnificent in suitable attire required to combat the devastating heat of an ancient Egyptian midday and saluted to the Pharaoh in the respectful manner of the time. Albeit he believed that the figure above was most certainly a god, so he exited his golden chariot, fell to his knees daring not to look directly into the shining pair of pitch-black Ray Bans perched upon Erskine’s granite shaped, perfect nose in fear of retribution from a mighty god. His entourage followed suit and only the Pharaoh’s closest advisor, the chief witch doctor, stood with a slightly bowed head refusing to bow, which allowed him to stare at the imposing figure standing above. He was convinced that Erskine was an imposter god because having evil intentions, as most witch doctors have, or had, and serving the ‘dark side’, there was no mentioning of such a godly, alien visit at this particular time in ancient history. 

Historic Note: Witch doctors had access to secret, parched scrolls of subterranean, pagan rituals and prophecies written on dry camel skins left behind for members of the ancient occult even before others had any knowledge of reading and writing. Possessing these skills allowed them to occupy very senior positions in Egyptian hierarchy. 

The dust settled; a huge Egyptian sun hung in the heavens directly above Erskine’s very broad shoulders. Its shadow created an aura that surrounded his superbly trained body giving even more strength to the belief that a real god had actually arrived. He then pressed the remote control to make sure that his time machine was locked and the electric field protecting it from unwanted visitors, also sprung into life. A visible field of high-voltage Electricity appeared, it sizzled, and the crowd below were mesmerised by it all, 

“This surely is a true god,” they murmured. 

The chief witch doctor smiled a cynical smile and thought silently,

“Cheap tricks and white magic do not fool me!”

Then, with several huge leaps and bounds, Erskine leapt down the side of the pyramid hurtling at full speed towards the Pharaoh and his entourage. His personal bodyguards raised their primitive spears and swords in a feeble attempt to protect their master, to no avail as Erskine brushed aside their weapons in a godly fashion as they tumbled one by one on to their knees begging for redemption on the way.

Pharaoh Khufu was now only a few yards away and realised it was futile to attempt to escape or thwart the advances of this very strange Alien being, so he remained on his knees not daring to look up whilst shaking with fear and barely managing to contain his urinal needs.  Erskine, then stretched out his hand to greet the almighty Pharaoh, the brave witch doctor stepped in front of him and offered his bony hand instead. Erskine accepted it, they shook hands, the right ones, and in an attempt to pass on a limited amount of evil vibrations that he possessed, dug his sharpened middle fingernail into Erskine’s palm. 

Now Erskine Quint, not quite being a ‘run of the mill’ time traveller was, as in previous adventures, in possession of powers far greater than any feeble ancient Egyptian witch doctor, which the person standing between him, and his host was just about to feel. Without too much effort, Erskine released several electric shocks through his right hand that shot immediately through the ‘temple’ of this undesired intruder. The result was the sight of the second most feared person of that particular era being raised into the air with electric shots darting from his head to his toes causing him to tremble, shiver, and scream out loud for salvation.

Erskine smiled, the surrounding crowd laughed, and the Pharaoh, mesmerised, prayed for forgiveness. He lifted the trembling witch doctor into the air and injected just enough electricity to cause him to black out and faint. Just before he passed out Erskine gently whispered into his ear in the language of the time, 

“Sire that was no way to greet your honourable guest!”

He then lowered the witch doctor gently to the ground and nodded to two of Pharaoh’s bodyguards, who were standing frozen stiff in the stifling midday heat, to place the witch doctor on the back of a donkey that just happened to be standing around doing nothing. They obeyed, slung the lifeless, but not quite dead body on the back of the mule, and departed.

“Sire, Erskine Quint is my name, and please have no fear, I am on a mission and the mission is not to destroy, I will leave that to those who know no better.”

Once again, Erskine stretched out his hand and bode the Pharaoh to stand and greet him, as all great Pharaohs should do, in a royal manner. Khufu stood up, offered his hand, and ordered two huge Eunuchs, bearing leaves and branches of local palm trees, to commence swaying; the heat had become unbearable.

Ten of his veiled wives all shuffled by hoping for a hand kiss from this strange, very erotic visitor, and even though Erskine was a strange alien he still managed to unleash high-voltage sensual desires in areas of well constructed pubic pyramids. As soon as they looked into his bright, yellow, glowing eyes hot vibrations gently massaged the tops of their thighs, and between, as they all melted in front of him. Pharaoh Khufu had met his match.

“Please, Erskine Quint, accompany me back to my palace along the lush, fertile banks of the Nile and be my guest for as long as you wish, sire.”  Pharaoh Khufu hesitatingly asked.

“It will be my pleasure sire, however, please order you guards, soldiers, and others not to approach my machine, they will not survive to tell the story, and I hope we understand each other!”

Knowing that Khufu would not actually know what a machine was Erskine helped by pointing towards the thing parked upon his part completed pyramid, 

“Of course, sire.” He answered obligingly.

They entered the camel drawn, golden carriage (Did they have wheels in those days? Moment, I will just Google it! Answer, yes, but very primitive and made of stone or wood without spokes, a bumpy ride in other words) and headed back towards Memphis on the banks of the Nile not the Mississippi.

In order to gather several necessary pieces of information about what it was actually like to be a king of the earliest civilised outpost on the planet in 2566 BC, Erskine quizzed Khufu, and astonishingly, things were much the same as those who ruled roughly 3500 years later.

In other words, the ‘Little People’ suffered below, armies butchered and slaughtered their enemies while the rich and famous, aristocrats, royals, and others in the higher echelons of human society lived in pure luxury, or to use a cliché, milk, and honey without Moses, with those below supporting and obeying, under brute force of course, their masters above. Erskine knew the status quo of human development over thousands of years had virtually never changed, and here was living proof, astonishing how some things never change.

The royal convoy slowly headed towards the outskirts of the main city of the time and up ahead the white pillars of the fabulous, marble palace towered above the whole city. A sight to behold as the shimmering heat rose into the afternoon sky carried by thermals giving the surrounding buildings an effect of constant movement. Naturally, it was a mirage, and thankfully, good quality sunglasses reduce that effect! “Advertisement Time! Ray Bans!”

One of the Pharaoh’s wives offered her guest a drink of pristine water in a cooling sheep’s stomach, he accepted gratefully making sure the Pharaoh drunk first; Erskine had poisonous thoughts! They entered the city walls made of mud, the gathering crowds all bowed and waved as the procession proceeded to the palace gardens, hanging ones, and very beautiful may I mention.

Eunuchs stood waving their cooling palm branches to and fro as Pharaoh Khufu and Erskine exited the Royal coach and entered the palace between superbly shaped, hand carved marble pillars supporting a roof of marvellous architecture, “Astonishing,” Erskine thought for such a primitive civilisation.

The cooling, moist river winds blew through the superbly situated open palace rooms (no doors in those days) and on every corner stood two Eunuchs armed with huge palm branches acting as ancient air-conditioning!  The rooms were separated only by huge curtains made of finest perforated silk allowing cool breezes to pass through and acting at the same time as mosquito nets, “Ingenious,” Erskine thought once again.

He was escorted to the huge, marbled bathing area by four of the most attractive nymphs who were not quite ready to be indoctrinated as Pharaoh Wives because Khufu only chose the most beautiful young females to eventually become royal wives. Erskine removed his Ray Bans and stared into the almond-shaped eyes of his very young escorts as they commenced to remove his dusty desert attire and headdress. With trembling hands and moist thighs, they slowly removed the last piece of clothing before inviting him into the huge bath filled with warm goat’s milk mixed with honey, passionate fragrances, and perfumes of the period. All four of them removed their remaining clothes and veils and entered the bath too. Erskine sat in the middle surrounded by naked, middle-eastern, dark skinned (some darker than the others) beauties, and they commenced to wash and massage his superbly built torso; such a body they had never witnessed before.

Pharaohs of ancient times knew it was their obligation to provide sacrifices for the gods, and this particular sacrifice was particularly pleasing so Pharaoh Khufu hoped, by offering his most beautiful, succulent, virgin nymphs to this particular living god he would be spared of any form of wrath or retribution for being a ruler ruling over a ruthless regime.

Light frivolity advanced to erotic reality as the milk filled bath frothed up and formed the very first ‘milk shake’ made in history as the five participants slipped in and out of every erotic position possible led by the one and only mercurial stud, Erskine Quint. Joyful squeals of sexual fulfilment echoed around the palace as Pharaoh Khufu smiled a beaming smile knowing that his alien visitor was appreciating a very moist and lively welcome.

(Authors note regarding any suspicious philandering or outer marital sexual acts entered into by our hero, there are none. Although Erskine was married in a past, brilliant adventure, part two actually, called Tentacles of Evil, a superb book, that was over 3500 years in the future, hence, in the year 2650 BC he was not yet married, so he has the right to return to his mercurial stud days without upsetting his future wife, she knows nothing!)

The nymphs gladly offered Erskine every possible treat known to ancient Egyptians, and he was quite astonished at the levels of sophistication and outstanding agility in their performances. One by one they tired, after a session of two hours, however, Erskine feeling still quite sprightly, and stiff in the right place, entered a remaining marathon nymph as she begged for more. The other three, quite exhausted, sat back and admired his very manly tool as it disappeared into ancient Egyptian heaven once again. Bubbles of warm milk frothed upon the surface as the pair clung to each other, she squealed once again as his white juices mixed with the milk and shot through her body causing a climax even Cleopatra would have wickedly enjoyed. She turned her head to Erskine, who was kneeling behind, and smiled, then she sunk on to her belly and thought,

“Eureka, this must be god because he certainly has no Achilles heel, or is that Greek mythology, it matters not as long he is immortal!” 

Erskine then snapped his fingers and ordered five goblets of fresh pineapple, orange, and lemon juice as a quick refresher before he stood proudly to congratulate the nymphs on their wonderful performance. They stared at his corkscrewed, proud, master tool, and sighed for more, sadly there was no time because Erskine was on a quest and his time was very limited at this particular part in human history, and a private audience with the Pharaoh stood before.

He left the bathing area followed by the nymphs who then rubbed him down and rinsed his body with warm, fragrant spring water. They then dressed him in the attire of the time, a long white, embroidered robe with nothing much more, and of course the usual Nemes headdress in acknowledgement of his astral position within the hierarchy of the gods. Two huge eunuchs, one black, one white (albino) shooed away the beautiful female hosts because his royal highness was waiting for dinner, and they just could not let loose. Erskine blew kisses in their direction; they giggled and run off to their satin clad boudoirs for the evening, dreaming of more.

Escorted by huge eunuchs, still waving their palm branches, Erskine entered the huge dining area where Pharaoh Khufu, five wives, and the rude witch doctor, who had in the interim recovered from his electric experience with the ‘hand of god’. He sat on the right of Khufu. Erskine was offered a huge silk cushion opposite surrounded by two of the Pharaoh’s very beautiful, handpicked wives.

The food of the time was served; lashings of goats, camels, alligators, and lambs meat served with wonderful vegetables from the very fertile Nile area. The meat was delicately seasoned with spices and peppers of the region, and to rinse it all down, the local alcoholic brew reserved solely for the rich and famous; superb nectar tasting, reserved beers of the time. Before Erskine commenced his dinner, he obviously waited until his hosts had eaten or drunk just in case the dastardly witch doctor had tampered with any of the delicacies on offer. In fact, before he sat down the witch doctor went over to him and offered him an apology for his reckless behaviour earlier; but Erskine smelt a rat, not a Judas (he appears later). He accepted the apology with grace, sat down and gestured towards the gathering, 

“Please commence, I am your honoured guest and wish to thank you for your kind hospitality.”

The meal passed without incident, and after dessert, fresh succulent fruits citrus imported from neighbouring Sinai, Erskine requested a private audience with the Pharaoh. A rather disgruntled witch doctor was ordered back to his quarters as Erskine and Khufu exited the palace into the glorious gardens which graced the palace. They strolled through the warm, evening air; it was still light as Khufu asked, 

“Sire, would it be inappropriate to ask who you really are?” 

“I am a messenger from the future, and it is important that you understand what I am about to tell you because from now on history will be changed and you and your dynasty are important to the future of those who will come after.”  

“Your gods are not real gods; they are just figments of the imaginations of the holy people surrounding you. They teach you and your people to fear those gods otherwise you will suffer in hell if you do not obey those gods. I am living proof, because I have been sent to make sure you are not fooled into believing that you are immortal, you will die just like the millions you rule over. The great wonders of the world you are building should not be burial places for you and your family because they cannot protect you from death, nothing can.”

“Your legacy will now be different and will aid future generations to understand that evil is, and will always, go hand in hand with good, and only those who support and perpetrate evil will perish. You sire, are not evil, but you are being led by evil, and when you die that evil will always be there, you will not!” Erskine explained.

“Erskine, I know only of the humans that surround me, and I have no knowledge of others, only our enemies who attempt to plunder, murder, and rape, and it is my role to protect and serve those below me. What you are saying means nothing because I am the great Pharaoh by birth right, and those below must obey, or perish. If evil shall be my tool, then so be it, as long as the dynasty survives to tell the rest of the world how great we Egyptians are. My legacy will be locked away in the vaults within in the great pyramids for future generations to obey and admirer.” The Pharaoh replied.

“No sire, your dynasty is very well developed for this period in history and that I do acknowledge.”

“What is history?” Khufu inquired  

“Never mind, because I am here to change history and your dynasty is imperative that it changes because others, predators, will remove and copy your brilliance and expertise for their own needs so they can continue to destroy, murder, cause genocide and barbarism. In 1350 years, a real messiah will appear on earth, and he will be butchered by those who have stolen and replicated your powers. They will then go on and conquer half of the planet, but with your help, I will change all of this, do you understand?”

“Sorry, no, prove to me that you really are a god, and I will offer you the greatest riches on offer to man, then and only then will I obey you and follow you!” Khufu replied.

“So be it, bring a hundred deadly, poisonous serpents here and I will prove that I am from the real god, and not the puppet gods that you and your folk are forced to believe in!”  

Khufu clapped his hands and ordered several eunuchs to bring the serpents; he also ordered them to fetch the witch doctor who was to witness the act. An hour later several huge wicker baskets filled with deadly snakes were brought into an enclosed arena normally used for cock fighting, a trivial pursuit of the ancient royals of the time.

Pharaoh Khufu, his witch doctor, wives, family members, high ranking officers, and other holy men gathered around the arena as the snakes were released. Erskine, stripped to the waist, but still carrying his deadly, electric charged, fold-up kendo stick from a past quest (remember?)  leapt into the pit.

Please note: Ancient Egyptians had no idea what a fold-up kendo stick was, but they were about to find out!

Hundreds of slithering, deadly poisonous snakes hissed and spat their venom towards the unwelcome intruder, to no avail. They circled his hand-made knee-high leather boots, Made in Italy from buffalo leather, and every attempt to sink their fangs into his legs was thwarted by Erskine’s bolts of high voltage electricity released from his kendo stick.

“Anyone care for some fried snake and chips?” What a cad!

The crowd, astonished, observed Erskine surrounded by deadly serpents, elegantly side-stepping every thrust. Within minutes he had destroyed all but six of them, and a giant black cobra that expanded its neck ready to attack. He side stepped the first attack and from behind grabbed the hissing, angry cobra by the neck and turned its expanded head towards his face. A pair of huge front fangs appeared the crowd stood in silence holding their breath as Erskine stared into its eyes. The cobra, in a fighting mood, thrust its expanded head forward and attempted to release a double dose of blinding, fatal venom, too late! Within a split second, Erskine triggered a bolt of electricity through his hand and paralysed it on the spot. 

Dropping to their knees the astonished crowd acknowledged the fact that they were in the presence of something, or someone, in possession of super-human powers because poisonous snakes were creatures ancient Egyptians regarded as messengers of darkness and evil. Apep versus Ra was a common conflict of the gods of the time, and now a ‘super-god’ was performing live amongst them, or so they thought!  

“Sire, is that enough proof?”

“Your wish is my command oh great one!” Pharaoh replied in a state of awe.

The witch doctor, still unconvinced screamed, 

“Cheat, liar, false prophet!” 

He then ordered the armed guards to attack Erskine; they refused, so Erskine leapt across the arena, grabbed the witch doctor by the neck, and dragged him inside the dusty arena. 

The surviving snakes, two vipers, three cobras, and a black Mamba, now very irritated by the arrival of another alien in their midst, turned their attentions to the intruder. Reacting to the possibility of a huge kill, they all swept towards the witch doctor. The vipers lunged at the thrashing legs of the doctor and bit furiously. Within seconds, he was down; the black Mamba then sunk its fangs into the jugular, vampire style, and not a pretty sight. To finish him off a wide neck, huge black cobra, resembling the head of the Sphinx (was that built already?), released a shot of deadly venom into his rotating, bulging eyes. Screams were loud enough to be heard in neighbouring Mesopotamia as the poison entered his brain killing every nerve in its path. His dying body shook and trembled as the venom agonisingly shut down every organ within. Seconds passed as the witch doctor bit the dust literally and he lay as dead as a dodo (not yet extinct but a suitable analogy).

Erskine approached Pharaoh Khufu and gently said,

“Sire, I overpowered a hundred serpents, and your holy man who has led you down the path of lies, power and evil, could not survive six, who is telling the truth, and do you believe me now?”

“I will obey to everything you tell me to do and from this moment in time I will convey goodness and reject all evil because I have witnessed the actions of a true messenger of a true god, HUR-RA!  (Solve this very ‘punny’ hieroglyphic pun and win a free copy of this magnificent novel, signed personally by me)” 

“Gotcha,” Erskine thought.

The crowd cheered and fell to their knees once again while the ex-virgin nymphs, who had enjoyed so much erotic fun and frivolity in the ‘milky way’, thought, 

“My god we have just been pierced and fertilised by a messenger from Ra, so that means our children will be direct descendents from the great one and the future is in their hands!” (How right they were)

“Sire, my job is done here and now I must continue my journey, in fact, in the future your (or my) descendants will change the course of history something you know nothing about because at this moment in time, everything is nothing. This is just the beginning, so please never forget this great moment in history, keep your promises and you will later be worshipped and remembered as the mighty one!”

Pharaoh Khufu bowed and kissed Erskine’s hand and vowed to fulfil the orders given to him. Erskine also mentioned the fact he would be allowed to complete the building of the great pyramids, albeit, in a humane fashion. In addition, he should never be mummified and buried inside the pyramids because the spirit must fly according to the gospels of ancient Masons. After death, his remains, or ashes, will be set afloat upon the great river Nile so people can worship and say farewell to a truly great leader!

Several Indian construction workers were listening at the time and they also, later, adopted the same ritual along the banks of the great river Ganges! Hence, we have also experienced the birth of the Hindu religion here in ancient Egypt thanks to Erskine Quint; it all happens here you know, what an extraordinary man he is!  

It was time for Erskine to depart, as there were many more stops to make along the crooked, insane paths of human development to correct. However, the seeds of change had been planted right here in one of the most important places at the very beginning of civilised, or uncivilised human development (Depends on which way one regards human behaviour in general). Here is the beginning of an incredible journey that will prove how insane humans  actually are, and all Erskine can do, step by step, is confront the ‘madness’ and hopefully correct it forever; historians please note, your history book are about to burnt at the stake!

Pharaoh Khufu ordered a huge white stallion for Erskine, a magnificent sight. The ex-virgin nymphs dressed him in suitable, flowing, white robes, and keffiyeh headdress tied with a golden ribbon plus his Ray Bans of course. He leapt onto the superbly built stallion, commanded it to raise its front legs, swivelled on the spot waving at the same time, and then galloped westwards into the setting sun. The nymphs fainted, and so did the majority of the Pharaoh’s female entourage, even the eunuchs felt something between their thighs; a distant longing maybe to be real men once again?

It did not take long for Erskine to reach the construction site especially on this magnificent creature. In the distance the pyramids grew larger as he furiously galloped through ancient Egyptian desert sands towards his time machine, and further dates of historical importance.

A doubt entered his mind, 

“Was this too easy,” he thought.

After gathering the knowledge of previous quests, he knew deep inside that evil will not allow such historical changes to take place so easily because evil and good go hand in hand and one constantly attempts to race ahead of the other meaning sooner or later dark forces will appear. 
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