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About the Book


ELON MUSK (ALMOST) SAVES THE WORLD


The world's richest man faces the galaxy's deadliest threat!


Everyone's favourite billionaire makes his pulse-pounding debut in this rip-roaring sci-fi adventure, from the author of The Secret Diary of Boris Johnson Aged 13¼.


When an ALIEN ARMADA menaces our planet, Earth's governments and armed forces find themselves powerless to resist. In desperation, humanity turns to one man: billionaire, futurist and Twitter addict ELON MUSK. Thankfully the world's richest man is also the smartest... right?


Elon has long styled himself as the real-life Tony Stark, but can everyone's favourite genius step up and become a hero? Or is he just an egotistical man-child whose only actual talent is self-promotion? Whatever happens, us non-plutocrats are in for a wild ride!


Board the electric space vehicle ICARUS 1 with Elon, alien princess Grimes and arch-rival Jeff Bezos, as the oldest man alive, President Joe Biden, tasks them with saving the planet.


ELON MUSK!


SAVIOUR OF SPACE!


LORD OF THE FUTURE!


MASTER OF MEMES!


Humanity's fate is in his hands... if only he could stop Tweeting.









DISCLAIMER


The following is a lighthearted spoof of pulp sci-fi novels.


If real-world figures are depicted as reckless fools or cackling supervillains, this is merely the author bowing to genre convention.










INTRODUCTION


Everyone’s favourite businessman makes his pulse-pounding debut in this dazzling work of scientifiction. It’s the epic adventure a million rabid fanboys have been waiting for.


GASP at the world’s richest man as he traverses the stars in his electric space vehicle, Icarus 1!


MARVEL at the lofty promises made by this 51-year-old whiz-kid!


PREPARE for action, romance and endless publicity stunts!


Elon is the suavest, most scintillating hero in all of fantasy. And rest assured: his glamorous companions will be along for the ride! These include AARS the robot butler, GURK the half-dog bodyguard, and PRINCESS GRIMES, interstellar siren.


He’ll also face the deadliest adversaries the galaxy has to offer, from the fiendish VORNAX to a mysterious human foe (JEFF BEZOS). But fear not, dear reader: anyone who stands in his way will either be vaporised or called a ‘pedo guy’ on Twitter.


Elon Musk (Almost) Saves the World is the first book in a proposed series of two hundred. Why not buy copies for yourself and several other Musketeers? Together we can prove, once and for all, that billionaires deserve their wealth and should be in charge of every aspect of our lives!










PROLOGUE


It was a typical day in New York City. Your classic, run-of-the-mill, dime-a-dozen sort of day. Certainly not a day on which you might expect an alien spaceship to appear and change the course of human history. So, when that did happen, people were understandably upset.


Around lunchtime, a booming sound was heard across the Eastern Seaboard. A colossal vessel, ovoid and obsidian, descended from the atmosphere and came to rest above Central Park. It was five miles in height and cast a shadow from Times Square to the Statue of Liberty. All over the city, New Yorkers gawped and pointed at this apparition.


‘Ay, whoa, I’m looking at a frickin’ UFO over here!’ exclaimed a hot-dog vendor, the sausage dropping from his tongs.


‘Oof, marone!’ cried the mobster, spraying cannoli over the guy he just whacked.


‘Sell! Sell sell sell!’ clamoured the Wall Street traders, worried about what first contact would do to the NASDAQ.


Naturally, the most common reaction was to whip out one’s phone and start streaming.


Within minutes, images of the looming, egg-shaped craft were beamed around the world, occasioning cries of ‘Incrível’ in Rio de Janeiro and ‘Sugoi’ in Yokohama. The general emotion was fear. Everyone had seen the movies: Independence Day, War of the Worlds, Mars Attacks! When an alien dreadnought hove into view, it was seldom good news for Earth’s population.


Anticipating enslavement, or even disintegration, millions retreated to bomb shelters, gathered pitchforks and baseball bats, or prayed to their various gods. But one corner of the internet was free of any such terror. This oasis of calm could be found on Reddit, specifically r/elonmusk. A million Redditors, tapping away in their parents’ garage or on the toilet, greeted the news of extraterrestrial life with complete equanimity.


‘Don’t worry, guys,’ read one representative post: ‘Elon will save us.’
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THE WIZARD OF MARS


Olympus Mons: the tallest mountain in the solar system, two-and-a-half times the height of Everest. This had been the most impressive fact about the shield volcano until five years ago, when Earth’s greatest genius, Elon Musk, decided to make his home there. Xanadu Base sat in the central caldera, gleaming like a diamond against the rust-red landscape. Musk had designed it as an outpost, a seed that would grow into mankind’s first off-world colony. It was never his intention to take up residence there. However, tired of baseless criticism and shareholder lawsuits, he became determined to slip the surly bonds of Earth. In 2023, Elon had upped sticks and moved to Mars. Amid the silence of the red planet, he was free to think his massive thoughts in peace, unencumbered by lesser minds.


Now the year was 2028, and Musk had few regrets concerning his Martian sojourn. Indeed, that period had seen him at his most creatively fecund. Brilliant new ideas burst from his head: self-zipping trousers, bacon-flavoured beer, jetpacks that could be used by toddlers. He knew with absolute certainty that these inventions would revolutionise human existence and usher mankind towards a brighter future. And if they made him even more rich and famous, where was the harm in that? After all, he was the man who invented the electric car. Well, not technically, but he did have the idea to charge $100,000 for them.


Very occasionally he found himself missing some aspect of Earth life: an evening spent in fellowship, say, or the embrace of a good woman. But these complaints paled in comparison to Elon’s glorious purpose. He was fated to achieve the impossible and render homo sapiens an interplanetary species. Though he was too humble to admit it, Elon well understood that he was closer to a god than a man. While surveying his domain through one of Xanadu’s vast Duraglass windows, he would often reflect on his similarity to Dr Manhattan from Alan Moore’s Watchmen. It was the sort of nerdy reference that made his heart sing. ‘Hell yeah,’ he would murmur to himself. ‘That’s freaking epic.’


Elon may have been the only human on Mars, but he was never truly alone. When making the voyage from Earth, he had brought his two closest comrades, Gurk and Aars. Gurk was half human, half canine, a genetic hybrid created by mistake in one of Musk’s laboratories. The scientists had wanted to destroy this hideous chimera, but Elon took pity, raising him from a baby-puppy to a man-dog. Nowadays Gurk was eight feet tall, possessed of superhuman – and supercanine – strength. As such, he had been designated Elon’s personal bodyguard and Head of Security. Gurk fulfilled these roles admirably, despite the constant pain of his unnatural existence, and his tendency to sniff butts.


Aars was Elon’s butler, his name an acronym for Augmented Autonomous Robot Servant. As a lonely ten-year-old in Pretoria, Musk had built the polished-silver android to be his friend and constantly assure him of his genius. Effete, nervy and obsequious, Aars was the polar opposite of gruff, laconic Gurk.


Though Elon couldn’t be said to love anyone – he was beyond such trivial attachments – he was nonetheless fond of his inhuman companions. Gurk and Aars were essential to his research, and thus the future of mankind. Also, with Aars doing the cooking and cleaning, Elon had more time for Twitter. He spent, conservatively speaking, 80 per cent of his life on the notorious microblogging platform. Solving climate change and colonising planets was all well and good, but what was the point if he didn’t talk about it constantly? Plus, he needed to share dank memes and clap back at his haters.


On 1 August, at 2 p.m. Martian Standard Time, Elon Musk entered his Tweeting Chamber. The spherical room was specially designed to maximise his posting abilities, allowing him to produce takes of unprecedented heat. He sank into his ergonomic chair, cracked his knuckles, and settled in for his customary five hours of name-searching*. Perchance some ten-follower account had cast aspersions on his business practices, or described his stint hosting SNL as ‘brutally unfunny’. If so, that vile troll was about to face the collective fury of Elon’s 100 million Stans. What he saw upon logging on banished such thoughts in an instant.


The first thing he noticed was the trending topics:


#AlienInvasion
#EndOfTheWorld
#PrepareToBeProbed


Then there were the stunning images and videos that filled his feed. They showed a gargantuan ship, black and gleaming, which hung over New York like the sword of Damocles. Naturally, some Twitter users were sceptical, accusing the mainstream media of confecting the UFO to promote woke vaccines and drag-queen abortions. But most on the platform accepted this alarming new reality. Aliens were now a thing, and we each had to respond in our own way. Some called for unconditional surrender. Others advocated a pre-emptive nuclear strike. Others still tweeted out invitations to hastily convened orgies.


His mind racing even faster than usual, Elon Musk checked his mentions. Notification after notification sprang up, too quickly to count. The panicked masses were tweeting at him, their voices combined in one huge chorus. ‘Mr Musk,’ begged @ElonFan420, ‘return to Earth and protect mankind!’ @TeslaJunkie69 concurred: ‘Help us, Elon, you’re our only hope!’


The great man allowed himself a smirk: ‘Star Wars: Episode IV. Nice.’


But it wasn’t just the reference that stirred his heart. Reading these tweets, Elon Musk realised that he had missed something during his stay on Mars. It wasn’t conversation or physical intimacy, and it certainly wasn’t making eye contact. No – Elon missed being needed. He missed being a hero.


Moments later, Elon Musk emerged from the Tweeting Chamber and greeted his inhuman servants with a wide grin.


‘Aars, prepare my ship,’ he exclaimed. ‘I have a planet to save!’





* Twitter allows public figures to search their own names and see what millions of people are saying about them. Which is obviously great for their sanity.
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HUMANITY’S HERO


Icarus 1, an electric rocket-ship of Elon’s own design, blazed through the icy void of space. No craft devised by mortal mind could rival its velocity. Other ships struggled to make the journey from Mars to Earth in seven months. The Icarus would reach its destination within the runtime of Spider-Man: No Way Home.


In a transparent cockpit at the vehicle’s nose sat Elon, resplendent in a scarlet-and-gold flight suit, whose fabric barely contained his ripped muscles and bulging crotch. Here, flying at 45 million miles per hour, he was in his element. Nobody disputed his claim to be Earth’s greatest pilot. The only thing he knew better than a spaceship’s controls was the female anatomy. But for all the pleasure that space-flight afforded him, Elon’s mind was on graver things. He turned his handsome head, with its shock of natural hair. ‘Aars, tweet the following from my account: Don’t worry, everyone, I’m monitoring the situation closely. It will be resolved soon.’


Gurk looked quizzical, his tongue lolling out. ‘But sir, how can you promise that? We don’t know a damn thing about these aliens.’


Aars’s metallic voice hissed with outrage: ‘Silence, you demi-mutt! Master Elon is the smartest human in existence. He knows everything about everything.’


Elon grinned at the passionate android. ‘I appreciate that, Aars. I know it came from the heart and not my programming.’


He turned his attention to the dog-man. ‘And don’t worry, Gurk. If there’s one thing Elon Musk would never do, it’s make wild promises that he has no means of fulfilling.’
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