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You know the drill—if you’re here, then you already know how we do. Go ahead and light up your stinkiest blunt, lean back, and don’t put that sucker out till you hit the last page. This ride’s gonna keep you locked in from start to finish, and trust me—you’ll enjoy every second of it.

I was pretty lifted myself while writing this, so it only makes sense you join me on the same level. Now kick back, puff slow, and let’s get into it.
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​Chapter 1: Lost in a New Dimension
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“The Time Machine” by Paul Hardcastle is playing in the background as we begin this story into Blackwell’s journey
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The world shattered around John Blackwell as he and Dr. Kane were ripped from reality. The portal twisted their bodies through a swirling vortex of colors and jagged shapes. For a moment, Blackwell caught a glimpse of Kane beside him—his face pale, gritting his teeth to keep his inner demon under control.

“Hang on!” Kane yelled through the storm of light.

But the portal’s pull was relentless. The force between them grew stronger, dragging them apart like two magnets with reversed poles. Blackwell reached out a hand, his voice lost in the whirlwind.

“Kane!”

The last thing he saw was Kane’s figure vanishing into another stream of light, sucked into a different path through the void—lost to whatever twisted dimension awaited him. Blackwell was on his own.

Then, with a violent snap, the portal spit Blackwell out, and the world around him went still.

Thrown into Hell

Blackwell hit the ground with a grunt, his ribs slamming hard against cold pavement. He gasped, rolling onto his side, clutching his ribs. His mind was racing—where the hell was he?

“Kane?” He shouted into the empty air, knowing it was useless. The portal had taken Kane somewhere else. Somewhere far. He was alone now, in a world that felt like it had been chewed up and spit out by time itself.

Pulling himself to his feet, Blackwell scanned the alien skyline.

This wasn’t his Los Angeles. This was something worse.

The streets were cracked and crumbling, and massive walls towered in the distance, topped with barbed wire, turrets, and watchtowers that glowed like hungry eyes in the night. The city had been gutted—skyscrapers twisted into crooked shapes, as if the laws of physics no longer applied.

He tried to take a breath, but the air tasted metallic, thick with oil and decay. The once-beautiful City of Angels had become a monstrous prison, a brutal dystopia where every brick reeked of oppression.

“Great,” Blackwell muttered. He popped a cigarette between his teeth, lighting it with a practiced flick. “And just when I thought things couldn’t get worse.”

Captured

A faint buzzing noise interrupted his thoughts. Blackwell froze, his sharp instincts kicking in. Down the street, hover-drones zipped between ruined buildings, their metallic frames reflecting the pale, orange glow of the sky.

Moments later, six armored guards burst out of the shadows—hulking soldiers wearing sleek black exosuits. The Imperial insignia—a snake curled around a dagger—gleamed coldly on their armor.

Blackwell sighed. “Should’ve known they’d roll out the welcome mat.”

The guards didn’t waste time. They spread out, rifles raised and glowing barrels aimed at his chest.

“On your knees!” one barked. “Now!”

Blackwell raised his hands lazily, the cigarette dangling from his lips. “So much for Southern hospitality.”

The lead guard took a step closer, gun barrel inches from Blackwell’s face.

“Get down, or I’ll put you down.”

With a bored flick of his wrist, Blackwell pulled the cigarette from his mouth and blew out a plume of smoke. “All right, all right. No need to get dramatic.” He dropped to his knees slowly, dragging things out just to annoy the guards.

That’s when they hit him—hard.

A boot slammed into Blackwell’s side, knocking him flat onto the ground. They twisted his arms behind his back, locking glowing cuffs around his wrists. The blue energy hissed as it tightened, cutting off any chance of escape.

“This one’s flagged,” a guard said, glancing at a holo-display on his arm. “Take him to Sector Four. He’ll rot there like the rest.”

“Lucky me,” Blackwell muttered under his breath.

A Prison Like No Other

They dragged Blackwell through the crumbling streets of this warped version of Los Angeles. His boots scraped against the pavement as two guards hauled him forward. Around him, the prison-city swarmed with life—but not the kind of life he wanted.

Thousands of prisoners roamed the streets behind bars of invisible control. Guards patrolled with drones, watching every move like hawks waiting to pounce. This city wasn’t just a prison—it was a machine, designed to break people down and chew them up until they no longer cared.

Blackwell took in the details, his sharp mind already analyzing possible escape routes. But for now, he needed to play it cool. These weren’t amateurs. One wrong move would land him at the bottom of a pit with no way out.

The Grand Emperor—the son of the Illuminati figure Blackwell had defeated—ruled this hellscape with absolute power. And from what Blackwell could see, he’d turned the whole city into a fortress of despair.

“Home sweet home,” Blackwell muttered with a grim smile as they threw him into a cell.

Meeting Billy Barnes

Blackwell’s cell smelled like sweat and rust. The guards shoved him inside, and the heavy door slammed shut behind him with a dull, metallic thud.

He wasn’t alone.

Sitting in the corner of the cell was a man—a big, scarred white guy with the posture of a battle-worn soldier. He had a grizzled beard, thick arms covered in tattoos, and a pair of cold, steel-blue eyes that sized Blackwell up the moment he walked in.

“Well, look what we got here,” the man said, his voice rough and gravelly, tinged with a thick Irish accent.

Blackwell leaned against the wall, lighting another cigarette. “What’s the matter, old man? Never seen class before?”

The Irishman chuckled darkly. “Got a smart mouth on you, huh? You must be new. Ain't nobody lasts long in here with that attitude.”

“Lucky for me,” Blackwell said, blowing smoke toward the ceiling, “I don’t plan on staying long.”

The man stood slowly, his presence looming like a storm cloud. He cracked his knuckles, giving Blackwell a hard stare.

“Name’s Billy Barnes,” he said. “And if you don’t mind me sayin’, you look like a man who’s about to get his ass kicked.”

Blackwell grinned. “Is that so?”

The two men locked eyes—two alphas sizing each other up, ready to see who would break first.

And just like that, the cell exploded into violence.
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​Chapter 2: Breaking the Ice with Blood
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The air inside the cell was thick with tension as John Blackwell squared off against Billy Barnes, the older Irishman glaring at him like a predator sizing up his prey. Blackwell knew how this would go: Men like Billy needed to establish dominance. It was how they survived—by proving they were the toughest in any room. Blackwell had dealt with plenty like him before.

And Blackwell? He wasn't about to back down either.

Billy stepped forward, his fists clenched, muscles rippling beneath his scarred arms. “Better learn fast, boy. No one in this place has your back.”

Blackwell smirked, cigarette dangling from his lips. “That so? Good thing I don’t need backup.”

Before he could blink, Billy swung—a fast, looping punch aimed straight at Blackwell’s jaw. But Blackwell had been in enough street fights to see it coming. He ducked low, the fist whistling past his ear by inches, and countered with a sharp elbow to Billy’s ribs.

Billy grunted, but didn’t go down. Instead, he laughed—a deep, menacing chuckle. “Not bad. Let’s see what else you got.”

The cell erupted into chaos, both men trading blows with deadly precision. Billy fought like a barroom brawler—heavy swings, aiming to break bones and end things quick. Blackwell, on the other hand, was fluid and precise, relying on technique and speed, slipping punches and striking at weak spots like an assassin.
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Blows and Blood
Billy landed a hard punch to Blackwell’s side
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