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Author’s Note:

“This work was originally conceived and written in Arabic, then translated into English with the assistance of advanced Artificial Intelligence. The author has carefully curated the translation to preserve the soul, evocative imagery, and visceral emotions of the original narrative.”
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My life story truly began the exact day I became... damn it. I won’t tell you what I turned into just yet, not until you learn my entire journey first.

My name is Morton (or at least, that’s what people used to call me). For thirty-five years, I lived dreaming of achieving something truly remarkable. I studied hard, worked my ass off, and ended up as a full-time employee in a corporation owned by a shadowy, immensely powerful billionaire. I’ll tell you his story later.

What I achieved was nowhere near anything I had ever dreamed of. My life dragged into a mind-numbing, exhausting routine—staring at computer screens for hours, monitoring and developing futuristic tools that seemed utterly useless in our world. To make matters worse, I married a coworker, a woman who shared most of my working hours.

My wife, Karen, was never the type to make you feel loved. She was freezing cold, a detachment whose real reason I only understood later when I discovered she had a hidden lover. I even tried to show her I could accept it, but she kept denying it, pushing me away until our marriage lost all meaning. We were just two parents trying to raise two kids in an environment patched up to cover the deep cracks.

The very first shift in my personality happened when, through my own solo effort, I managed to solve a highly complex equation that had been stalling one of the company's most vital projects. A project so critical and classified that I’ve spent a decade on it, and I won't reveal its details just yet... well, not right now. Not as Morton the employee. Someone else will tell you later—someone who looks a lot like me.
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I successfully modified a series of data packages, enabling our engineers to finally smash through the quantum barrier that had paralyzed them for years.

And with that, we built the very first Portal.

I still vividly remember the meeting when the Boss, despite his bizarre and eccentric nature, granted me the ultimate honor of being the very first specimen to step through it.

I don't even know if my words will ever reach you back there, but I am literally speaking to you from another universe. It’s the exact same world as ours, but superior in every single aspect. Human beings here literally possess everything. There are no flying cars or sci-fi cliches like that, but it holds things far more exquisite and twisted.

Well, let me step back a bit to tell you what went down.

The moment the billionaire Boss handed me this "honor" at the end of the meeting, I realized that Karen was the sole reason behind my selection. But that realization came a little too late.

Only when I stepped inside that massive, capsule-like capsule that formed the portal, did I fully grasp what had been happening behind my back. Right as the doors were closing, I saw my wife passionately kissing the CEO, bidding me goodbye with a highly provocative, sluts gesture.

Everyone in that room genuinely thought I was going to be a helpless lab rat, a disposable white hamster. What the fools didn't know was that I was the absolute king of IT in that company.

I had reverse-engineered the entire system. Using advanced quantum computing, I calculated every single probability and hardcoded the exact coordinates that would hijack the portal and send me to the absolute best alternate reality among all possible parallel worlds.

I vanished in a split second, leaving absolutely nothing behind to look back on with regret, except for my two little kids. But no matter how toxic Karen was as a wife, she was still the best choice as a mother. And now that she’s officially about to become a billionaire's personal corporate whore, I can rest easy knowing their financial future is secured.

The atoms began to blend together, gravity took its course, and the speed of light shifted inside the portal, which started transforming into a tunnel. A tunnel made entirely of pure light. I was able to walk through it effortlessly, as if I were strolling down the corridor of a royal palace painted in pristine white.

It was nothing like those sci-fi clichés where your atoms stretch, muscles shrink, or your physical shape violently alters. Instead, it felt exactly like a walk through a palace. This path, however, would never be accessible to the fool who tries to hunt me down, because my precise quantum calculations proved one crucial thing: in this cosmic trajectory, there is only one single window for crossing. And I seized it.

When I finally reached the exit, I found myself standing right in front of the World Trade Center towers. But they looked far more elegant than I remembered. In fact, one of them was tilted at a very specific, subtle angle—an architectural trick that was hard to notice at first glance.

That was when I knew I had arrived at the exact right coordinates. This was a world where no nuclear wars had erupted, where no terrorist attacks had ever taken place; it was a reality defined by profound serenity and sophistication... except for one jarring detail.

Every single person standing on the street was staring directly at me in absolute shock. I didn't understand what the fuck was going on at first, but then it clicked.

Every single man in sight was black. There wasn't a single white man. There were plenty of gorgeous white women around, but not a single white male: no Caucasians, no Arabs, no Latinos, and no one from the Far East. The entire city belonged exclusively to black men.

One of them stopped right in front of me and asked in astonishment: "Where did you come from?"

I didn't know what to tell him, so I blurted out: "I came from Pennsylvania. Why are you asking me? And why is everyone standing around staring at me like I’m a freak?"

The man grinned and said: "Support team will be here shortly, don't worry." He pulled a strange device out of his pocket—what seemed to be the equivalent of a mobile phone in this universe. Instantly, a hologram projected from the top, displaying a young woman with sharp European features, blonde hair, and wearing some sort of official uniform hat.

The man commanded her: "We have a code 78-02. Send the backup, you slut."

The blonde girl replied in total submission: "Yes, sir. I see him." And she cut the transmission.

Two minutes later, a police car and an ambulance pulled up right in front of me. A massive black man dressed in civilian clothes with a vest that read "POLICE" stepped out of the cruiser. Meanwhile, three stunning, drop-dead gorgeous girls got out of the ambulance. They were wearing medical coats over incredibly short skirts that exposed their sexy, flawless legs.

One of them whispered: "This young guy is way handsomer than the last specimen that dropped here." The other replied: "The Pink Serum will make him look even more breathtaking."

Hearing those words made my loaded imagination paint a rosy picture: a handsome guy like me becoming even more handsome. I figured there must be a special, elite place designated for white youths in this world. I genuinely believed this place was going to be paradise.

The black police officer stepped toward me, attempting to address me in English while demanding compliance: "Sir, please. We need you to come with us without resistance. If you cooperate, we won't have to resort to violence. Do you understand my words?"

I replied: "Yes, officer, I understand you perfectly. Don't worry, I am fully cooperating."

The cop
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