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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


SPARK THAT STINKY BLUNT UP AS WE EMBARK ON THIS EERIE JOURNEY....
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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.
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