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    To all my sci-fi readers out there,this one's for you—the dreamers, the explorers, and the ones who dare to imagine beyond the stars. Keep pushing the boundaries of reality.
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​“Time Machine” song by Paul Hardcastle plays as scene sets in
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​Chapter 1: Stranded in the Unknown
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JOHN BLACKWELL STOOD on the edge of a foreign landscape, the sun casting long shadows across the ground as it set behind a distant mountain range. The air was thick with the scent of something metallic, and the faint sound of machinery hummed in the background.  All John could think about was Meyanna and what had just happened. Too many things were going at once and John could feel an energy leaving his body.

He had been stuck here for what felt like weeks, maybe longer. The familiar hum in his bones—the energy that had once allowed him to slip between worlds—was gone. Now, he was just a man in a trench coat, with nothing but his wits and a pack of cigarettes to keep him company.

John’s sharp eyes scanned the landscape, searching for any sign of life. He had been careful not to draw too much attention to himself since arriving. This dimension was a powder keg, and he didn’t want to be the match that set it off. But he couldn’t stay in the shadows forever. He needed to find a way out, and that meant taking risks.

As he walked down the deserted streets, his boots crunching on the gravel, he felt the eyes of the city on him. It was a feeling he knew well—the feeling of being hunted. But by who, or what, he didn’t know. Not yet, anyway.

“Gotta keep moving,” he muttered to himself, lighting a cigarette with a flick of his lighter. The smoke curled up into the air, a brief comfort in an otherwise hostile environment.

But as he rounded a corner, he saw something that stopped him in his tracks—a man, bound in chains, his face bruised and bloodied, being led by two burly men dressed in heavy, combat gear. The prisoner was tall, muscular, with an afro that framed his face like a lion’s mane. Despite his injuries, there was a fire in his eyes that told John this man was far from beaten.

John quickly ducked into the shadows, watching the scene unfold. The two guards shoved the man forward, barking orders and laughing as he stumbled. But the man didn’t resist. He walked with a strange calm, his fists clenched tightly as if holding back.

John’s instincts told him this man was important—more than just a random prisoner. There was something about him that resonated with John’s own situation, and he knew he had to find out more.
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​Chapter 2: The Boxer in Chains
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LATER THAT NIGHT, JOHN found himself in a dingy, smoke-filled bar on the outskirts of the city. The kind of place where people went to disappear, to drink away their sorrows, or to make deals that were better left unspoken. It was the perfect place for a man like him—a man who didn’t belong.

John sat at the bar, nursing a whiskey and watching the patrons with a casual interest. The room was filled with rough types—mercenaries, smugglers, and other unsavory characters. But his attention kept drifting to a man at the far end of the bar—the same man he had seen earlier, now free of his chains but still bearing the marks of his captivity.

John watched as the man ordered a drink, his movements deliberate and controlled. There was a tension in his posture, like a coiled spring ready to snap. John knew that look. It was the look of a man on the edge, someone who had been pushed too far.

“Mind if I sit?” John asked, walking over and taking the seat next to him.

The man looked up, his eyes narrowing as he sized John up. “Suit yourself,” he said, his voice deep and gravelly.

John ordered another whiskey and took a sip, letting the silence linger for a moment before speaking again. “Saw you earlier today. Didn’t look like you were having a good time.”

The man smirked, but there was no humor in it. “You could say that.”

“Name’s John Blackwell,” John said, extending a hand. “You?”

The man hesitated before shaking John’s hand. His grip was strong, almost painfully so. “Jody. Jody Hendrix.”

John nodded, taking another sip of his drink. “So, what’s a guy like you doing in a place like this?”

Jody’s eyes hardened. “Looking for someone.”

“Let me guess,” John said, leaning in slightly. “The guys who had you in chains?”

Jody didn’t respond immediately. He stared into his drink, his jaw clenched. “Something like that.”

John knew there was more to the story, but he didn’t push. Instead, he took another drag from his cigarette, letting the silence stretch out between them. He had a feeling Jody would talk when he was ready.

Finally, Jody sighed and set his drink down. “They’ve got my family,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Those bastards are holding them hostage, using them to control me.”

John’s heart tightened in his chest. He had seen enough of this world to know how cruel it could be, but hearing it from Jody made it all the more real. “And you’re trying to get them back?”

Jody nodded. “They’ve got them locked up tight, hidden away in some fortress. I’ve been trying to find a way in, but it’s damn near impossible.”

John leaned back, considering his options. He didn’t know Jody, but he could see the pain in his eyes, the desperation. And there was something else—something that told John this man could be a powerful ally.

“What if I told you I could help?” John said, his voice low.

Jody looked at him, skepticism clear in his eyes. “Why would you want to do that?”

John smiled, a sly grin that didn’t reach his eyes. “Because I’ve got my own score to settle. And besides, I’ve got a feeling we’re both in deeper than we realize.”
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