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    To all my readers ridin' with me on this wild time-travel journey—this one's for those who grew up dreaming with Buck Rogers,questioning reality with The Twilight Zone,and never stopped believing the impossible could be real.
We ain't just reading stories... we traveling through 'em.
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The crackling energy of an electro-disruptor hummed against my temple.

Two cops in high-tech combat armor, glowing with shifting holographic insignias, had me cornered so close to escape. Red and blue neon lights from the towering skyline spilled in, drenching the room in that wild cyberpunk glow, like a city stuck between a dream and a glitch.

The city stretched far below—about twenty stories down, the streets buzzed with hover cars and holograms flashing bullshit advertisements.

And me? I had my hands up, stepping back toward the wide-open window, wind rushing in, carrying the eccentric hum of this far-off future.

"Johnny Cane," one of the cops said, voice robotic, like it was half-man, half-machine. "You are in violation of temporal law #2564. Surrender now, or—"

"Yeah, yeah, I get it," I cut him off, glancing over my shoulder at the drop. My heart pounded, but not from fear—nah, I was past that. More like adrenaline, like my body knew what was coming before my mind did.

"You don't understand," I tried, hands still raised, sweat dripping down my back. "This ain't what you think it is. I ain't supposed to be here. This is a mistake."

The second cop cocked his weapon—a sleek, chrome gun that didn't even have a trigger, just pulsed with blue energy like it shot something worse than bullets.

One step back. My heel hit the edge of the window frame.

"I bet you wonderin’ how I got here. In this futuristic-ass city, twenty stories up, with a gun to my head."

"Lemme take you on this ride. It’s fucked up and magical, wild but real. We talkin’ danger, thrills, and some straight-up mind-blowing shit. It all started in Atlanta, Georgia, 2024—the day my life took a crazy-ass turn. Hope you ready for this..."

"Ain’t no more time to waste—I gotta jump. See you on the other side."
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I woke up to the golden glow of the Atlanta sunrise cutting through the gaps in my vertical blinds. My king-sized bed felt extra comfortable this morning, but reality was already calling. I yawned, stretched, and glanced at the clock. 7:00 AM. Too damn early. And I ain't go to sleep till like 2 am.

Before I could even sit up, I felt a wet tongue dragging across my hand.

“Damn, Gringo, lemme wake up first.”

My pitbull terrier wagged his tail like he ain’t give a damn about personal space. He just wanted his morning attention. I rubbed his head, gave him a  pat on the back, then swung my legs off the bed.

As I walked past the tall mirror in the corner of my room, I stopped for a second. Just stared at myself.

I wasn’t even sure why. Maybe I ain’t recognize the man looking back.

I kept it moving, stepping out of the bedroom and into the open loft space. My living room had no TV, no fancy setup—just scattered canvases, half-empty paint bottles, and brushes still stuck in dried-up colors from weeks ago. Used to be my whole world. Now? Just decoration.

I made my way to the kitchen, hitting the coffee machine with muscle memory. Black. No creamer. Teaspoon of sugar. Simple. Strong.

I turned on the TV while I waited. Some news channel, the usual fear-mongering and bullshit. But one headline caught my eye:

"MASSIVE COMET FROM OUTSIDE OUR GALAXY PASSING EARTH—CAUSING STRANGE WEATHER AND EXTENDED DAYS AND NIGHTS."

The screen showed a glowing, burning mass of rock cutting across space, bigger than anything I’d ever seen. Scientists talking about how it was throwing Earth’s balance off—storms in places that never had ‘em, days feeling too long, nights stretching past their welcome.

I sighed. “Man, I hope we make it out of this one.”

I switched the channel, hoping for something else. Instead, I got slapped in the face.

"JOHNNY CANE: FROM ARTISTIC GENIUS TO BURNT-OUT POTHEAD?"

My face popped up on the screen, all dramatic, next to some old paintings of mine from when I actually gave a damn.

“Once the most promising painter in the city, Johnny Cane has disappeared from the art world completely. A washed-up prodigy, lost in the smoke.”

The news anchors chuckled.

I exhaled slow through my nose and changed the damn channel.

Now some commercial. Some dude in a cheap-ass suit, holding up a golden ticket, standing in front of a glitchy background.

“ARE YOU MISSING SOMETHING IN LIFE? FEELING EMPTY? LOST? FOR JUST $29.99 A MONTH, YOU CAN GAIN ACCESS TO OUR SECRET SHOP! EVERYTHING YOU’VE EVER NEEDED IS WAITING INSIDE!”

I shook my head and took a sip of coffee. “What the hell is this world coming to?”

With that, I sparked up a joint—some strong, stank-ass shit. That first hit settled in my lungs, pulling my mind into that euphoric, floating space.

Then—knock, knock
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