Disclaimer: These images (not the cover) are based on the author’s original artwork and have been
enhanced using Al. They aren’t being sold by the author and will never be distributed in any format,
digital or print with her permission. These images exist solely as a visual glimpse into the world of Boom
Time and its characters.
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Bootleggers, coppers, and dirty gangsters rule the
streets. It’'s Prohibition and parties are wild, liquor
flows freely, and danger is never far behind.






When Pierce is thrust into the fast-paced
future of New York City, 1926, his life takes a
sharp turn.
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His abductor, the Trickster, claims he’s
hiding Pierce for his own protection—but
safety isn’t what greets him.



[ suppose I can ofter you this

olive branch. Don’t get used to 1t.

Olive branch? You're
the sod who kidnapped
me, remember? Have
yvou any idea what vou've
been putting me through?




Cutthroats and femme fatales lurk
around every corner.






Lost in a strange land, Pierce vows to keep
his nose clean. That promise doesn’t last
long and before he knows it, he’s tangled in
the bootlegging racket, forced to adapt to a
world of diesel-fueled machines, soaring
airships, moving picture shows, and brutal
clashes between rival gangs.






GALLERY



IC1 only take a smgle hle 1o stop tus
madness. You're a wild ell whose [ree spint
1s so untamable your Kind 1s capable of

hypassing certain rules.

That doesn’t mean I am able to

sever a mortal’s late thread belore

his or her time.
Yes, but vou're the best option, If anvone can kill
him, it’s you. For the sake of evervone on this
planet and bevond it, pleasc . . .

I'nough, mare. I've heard all I need 10.

\Where can I ind Prerce Landeross?







. -1
B

-
-y
—_—
'
—
v
-

'
v

—
—
—
”

-
—
-

-—
-
-

~
—
o —
v

T'urn the barrel on the store.
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I fell mto some trouble that
got me mixed up mn a smuggling

racket,I helped sneak booze mto this

By speakeasy.




[saac, I'm so sorry . . . about cverything,.
[’s not your lault, Luce.
b None ol this is. It’s going (o

% be all right, eh?

Is 1t, Pierce Landcross?
You still have your weapon,
after all.







II'T was to mention anything
about this to anyone, they’d
think I was mad m my own
time—and 1n this one, I should
add.

You'll have no memories of being here

7 when you return. The mind cannot contain

[uture events, only past and present ones, even il you
have hived through it. Your mind will simply clear it
oul as il 1t never happened because, m hindsight, it
hasn’t. Not in your time, anyway. There will perhaps
be cracks i the wall, and pieces may surface,

depending on how decent your memory is.
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Please, Mr. Quinn.

Don’t do this.




You look smashing

voursell, darling.




i U
2 Just waiting lor you,

A boss.
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