
​John Blackwell

​The Liminal Cube

Book 7

Johnnie Thomas IV

[image: image]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      JOHN BLACKWELL   THE LIMINAL CUBE

    

    
      First edition. April 19, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 johnnie thomas.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227476012

    

    
    
      Written by johnnie thomas.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Table of Contents

INTRODUCTION

Episode 1- Liminal Space

Episode 2 - Man of the Glitch

Episode 3 - Door #2

Episode 4 - Realy Locked In

Episode 5 - Lab Subjects

Episode 6 - Running from a Nightmare

Episode 7 - Multi Paradise

Episode 8 - Barbaroz

Episode 9 - Liminal Wall

Episode10 - Uredeth

Episode 11 -The Calm

Sign up for johnnie thomas's Mailing List

Further Reading: John Blackwell The Prison Escape

Also By johnnie thomas

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all my John Blackwell book lovers — the ones who've been riding with me through this wild-ass journey into the multiverse.Fye that blunt up, lock in, and get ready.You're gonna love this one.
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Before you dive in, just a heads-up — this is Book 7 in the John Blackwell series. If you haven’t read the first six, you might be a little lost. I’ll do my best to keep you grounded without dumping a bunch of info on your lap, but things move fast here. Buckle up.
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We walked away from Prison City without a word. No one looked back. The place was done, and so were we.

We had just escaped , barely. It almost cost us our lives, but we managed to disrupt the system on this fucked-up parallel Earth.

I lit the last cigarette I had.

Billy pulled out his pipe. Whatever he was smoking smelled good.

Zaria stayed quiet, walking beside me lost in thought.

Then the ground started to shake.

I stopped walking, thinking this might be another portal slip.

“Oh shit,” I said. “Not again. Not this time.”

Billy looked over. “What’s going on?”

“We’re about to go for a ride.”

“Damn it.”

“Grab on,” I said.

Zaria locked hands with me. Billy followed. The ground split open under us. Different colored lights shot up from below , like a broken rainbow cracking through the ground.

And just like that, we dropped....

“Time Machine” song by Paul Hardcastle plays as the team falls through dimensional portal.

There’s nothing normal about falling between dimensions. It pulls you apart from the inside out and doesn’t bother putting you back together right.

As we sank into the dimensional sinkhole, something caught my eye.

A man — sprinting sideways through the air like he was on a different loop. Black. Sword across his back. Some kind of cannon on his hip — shaped like a dragon, with a barrel that looked ready to breathe fire. Gone before I could blink. I didn’t recognize him, but he moved like he was running from something...or to something. 

Then we hit the bottom.

THUMP!!!

I got up slow.

The space around us was white as cocain. Nothing else. No walls. No shadows. No ceiling. The air didn’t move. I couldn’t even tell if there was a floor under us. It just existed.

Zaria stood up first. Billy rolled his shoulders and got to his feet. No one said anything right away.

Then I heard footsteps.

“JOHN MOTHAFUCKIN’ BLACKWELL!”

I knew that voice. Warm. Familiar.

Jody walked up and slapped me on the back — solid hit. Made my shoulder sting. Dude forgot how strong he was. Still built like a tank, joint hanging from his lips, fists glowing slightly.

I met Jody on a parallel Earth — man helped me stop a goddamn Time Lord from wiping out the timeline. His fists can punch through damn near anything I’ve ever seen in life. That’s my bro. He channels his chi straight through his arms, concentrating it into his fists — the power comes from raw muscle mixed with some freak-level control over his own adenosine triphosphate. That’s what fuels the glow. Pure body energy turned into blunt-force hell.

We locked in — firm handshake, no words needed.

“Man, we ain’t seen you since Moscow,” he said. “Thought you were dead.”

“Yeah, I thought the same about you, my brother.”

Behind him, Maria looked up like she was glad to see me but didn’t want to let it show. Me, her, and Elanor first crossed paths in an alternate reality — one overrun by a drug called Nexus that was killing people by the thousands. Jody was there too. We had to shut down a whole operation, take out the mobsters behind it. It was messy. Real messy. That kind of fight bonds people in ways you don’t talk about.

Elanor was off to the side, tinkering with some device, barely glanced up when I stepped in.

“This place real?” I asked.

“No idea,” Jody said. “But we’ve been here a while. Could be days. Could be months. No clocks. No room service. No food. No water. Not even a pillow. When you portaled out of Moscow, we kept heading north, ran into this black market nexus camp. Shady bastards was still trafficing. We were in the middle of shutting their ass down, then boom , next second, we’re just here. Like, what the fuck?”

He looked past me. “Who’re they?”

“Zaria,” I said. “And Billy.”

Billy gave a short nod.

“Billy can turn into a fucking Sasquatch, and Zaria can blend into any environment,” I said. “I met them in a state-turned-prison. Crazy shit, man — but that’s a story for another day. They cool though.”

Zaria crossed her arms. “I don’t need a reference.”

Maria stepped forward, looking at Zaria sideways. “Hope you can handle yourself. We’re not carrying anyone.”

Zaria’s voice stayed steady. “I can handle myself.”

Maria didn’t push it, but the silence after said enough.

She’s got a strong personality — not everybody’s cup of tea. But she’s been through a lot. Back during the Nexus drug cartel battle, she betrayed us. Straight up. But she came back, made it right.

She wasn’t shit for that — but hell, I ain’t shit either. Maybe that’s why we bond.

I looked around again. The white space didn’t change. No movement. No sound.

“Where in the entire fuck are we?” I asked.

Jody shrugged. “Figured this had your name all over it... freaky space, no doors, time all messed up. Just happens outta nowhere.”

I shook my head. “Nah, this ain’t that. I have no clue what the hell is going on here, my friend. But I need a cigarette.”

“Man, I’m so damn thirsty,” Jody said.

Billy pulled a flask out of his jacket and tossed it to him. Jody caught it, popped the top, took a sniff, and nodded.

“My kind of guy.”

He took a swig and passed it to Maria, who handed it to Elanor. She drank without blinking.

Elanor looked at me. “We still have a future to save if we can ever get out of this blob of space. Whatever this is, it’s not just a delay.”

She kept working on that device of hers, calm like always.

Back in Moscow, she told me she was from a future where everything goes to hell.
Not just war and collapse — the world’s run by tech giants who pulled the strings long enough to become the government. They call it the Trinity Unity — three countries that swallowed the rest of the map. Ninety-five percent of people are either slaves, digitized, or turned into walking war machines.
I didn’t believe her at first. Then I saw the tech she carried, how she moved, how she never hesitated. That kind of certainty only comes from living it.

So when she says we have a future to save, she means it.

I put a hand on her shoulder. “We’ll get out of here.”

“How?”

“If someone wanted us dead, we’d be dead. Someone wants us here.”

Jody rolled his shoulders, fists crackling again. “So what now?”

“We stay together, think outside the box, and get ready for whoever dropped us here to show his ugly face.”

Billy nodded. “And if he doesn’t?”

“Or she” maria said.

I looked out into the endless white.

“Then we’re fucked, my friend.”
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