

    
        
          Blink of a Moment

        

        
        
          Linda Maye Adams

        

        
          Published by Linda Maye Adams, 2017.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Blink of a Moment

Titles by Linda Maye Adams

Chapter 1 of Superhero Portal, Book #1 of Dice Ford, Superhero

CHAPTER 1: NO ONE’S CALLING ME A FOOD

Copyright Information

Sign up for Linda Maye Adams's Mailing List


Praise for Linda Maye Adams

“Linda Maye Adams’s especially delightful ‘Alien Pizza’ features friendly aliens so enamored with low-budget monster movies that they make one of their own.”–Publisher’s Weekly  

––––––––
[image: ]


Mask Pretty–Writers of the Future Silver Honorable Mention

Teddy Bear Man – Writers of the Future Silver Honorable Mention

Family Places–Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Vagabond of Blood–Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Map-Mage–Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Watcher Ghost–Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

A Quartet of Clowns – Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Sign up for Linda’s newsletter and get a free short story and exclusive behind the scenes of the Dice Ford, Superhero Series: https://sunny-hustler-2102.ck.page/2112121da0

No shit, there I was and the world blinked.

It was exactly two hours and three minutes after Trey Howard sent the nine-word Tweet over his cell phone when he spotted the men in gray suits cutting through the commuter crowds at the Federal Triangle Metro station. His gut jerked.

Lights brightened the tunnel, and a moment later, the silver line train slid past, its shadow marching across the waffled ceiling. Metal to metal screeched as the train came to a stop.

Trey shifted his messenger bag to his left shoulder, wondering if they could tell. He didn’t look like much; he was slight, and a little too short. Clothes never fit him right. People didn’t notice him when he was cleaning the floors, and he liked it like that.

Most of the time, anyway.

Two teenagers bumped in front of him, comfortably embracing each other. He wanted that touch, and he couldn’t take the chance.

As the wind from the train’s arrival died down, people crowded at the doors, waiting for them to open.

The two men in gray suits strode in his direction. They could have been twins, for all that one was mahogany skinned and the other with olive tones. But their faces were identical with grim purpose.

Trey should have never sent that Tweet.

The Metro station blurred, came to a jerky stop. The woman reaching for her baby in the stroller froze, arm extended down, blond hair dangling. A man in sloppy gray sweats stopped, one foot suspended in the air.

Not a sound, not a smell, not a movement.

It was like the world had suddenly died.

“Not now,” Trey hissed at it.

Then everything blinked, and the people were in different places. The train was back twenty feet.

The men in gray suits stepped to his side.  “Come with us,” said the one with olive tones.

Trey knew he was in trouble.
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Trey had probably walked past the building many times. It looked like all the other government buildings in DC. Giant pillars, marble, Roman shit. Looked like government inside, too. Everything twenty years out of date, waiting to wring the last bit of use out of it. Smelled like old was growing in the walls.

The room the men took Trey to was deep in the basement building. A strange decorative padding of swirls covered the walls. A scarred table sat in the middle of the room, manned by a hard plastic chair on one side and a leather executive chair on the other.

The men left the room, locking the door behind them.

Trey paced the length of the room. Something didn’t feel right here, though he couldn’t explain what. It was like someone had stripped him naked and left him standing in the middle of Independence Avenue with the rush hour traffic whizzing past.

He ran his fingers along the padding. He’d expected it to be pliable for soundproofing, like what his company used for a noisy office. But it was molded out of plastic or hard rubber, and there seemed to be a pattern to it he couldn’t quite make out. It was like it didn’t want to be recognized.

Trey rested his cheek against the wall, the patterns pressing into his skin, and stared down at it. The patterns shifted, like they were scrambling to change direction.

The door clicked open and a brown-sknned woman entered.

“You won’t find them here,” she said, dropping a fat file folder and a ballpoint pen on the table. She wore a gray suit like the men, but was in her fifties. Her hair was shoulder length and dyed a brassy brown. A hard-faced woman used to battles with men.

Trey turned away from the wall. “Find what?”

“The streams. The room is shielded.”

Trey wondered what water had to do with the walls. “Shields. You mean like the shields on that space TV show?”

The woman rolled her eyes. On someone else, it would have been annoying, but on her, it chilled Trey to his bones. His mouth went dry. He wished he had a glass of water, or maybe something stronger.

“Where am I?” he blurted, to fill space, to do anything.

The woman sat at the table in the executive chair.

“This is the Department of Homeland Security, TICC,” she said.

She pronounced the acronym as “Tick-C,” which made it sound like a disease that was catching. Trey didn’t want to sit down at the table, but standing was worse, so he pulled back the plastic chair with a screech that sounded way too loud in the tiny room and plopped his butt down.

“What does—” No, he couldn’t say that acronym. “What does that stand for?”

“Time and Interdimensional Coordinating Committee. I’m Ms. Salas.”

Trey wished he hadn’t asked. TICC sounded much better when it was unintelligible alphabet soup.

“I didn’t do anything. Not like my uncle, anyway. He was always trying to win at the track by making it blink.”

He stopped, wiping his clammy hands off on his thighs. He was babbling. She reminded him of his sixth-grade schoolteacher, Mrs. Wilson, glaring at him.

Ms. Salas arched one eyebrow at him. “You ever try that, Trey?”

“No, ma’am.”

Too fast, too fast. His heart pounded. He forced himself to stop, breathe.

Slower this time. “I was the one who found my uncle. He had these blue streaks all over his skin. No one knew what caused them. They thought it must have been an infection. They didn’t know what caused it.” The chair groaned as Trey leaned forward. “But I knew. It was those blinks. They ate him up.”

Then he stared at his lap, bitterness rising in his throat. He’d told no one that before. Why had he sent that Tweet in the first place?
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The mahogany skinned man took Trey to the bathroom. No name, so Trey nicknamed him Big Shoulders, because the man looked like a football player under the suit, ready to bust out of the wool.

Their shoes snapped briskly against the floor. Trey wanted to walk a little slower because his legs were shorter, but Big Shoulders only had one speed.

Here, too, he found more of that strangely patterned covering. He tried looking at again, though he wasn’t sure why it kept pulling his attention back. When he looked too long, it made him dizzy.

“What is that thing on the wall?” he asked.

Big Shoulders ignored him.

Right.

Each doorway was numbered, though there were gaps—probably interior rooms that continued the same numbering. Even the men’s room, with its plastic silhouette of man, had a number.

Big Shoulders passed a plastic card in front of a reader. The light turned green and the door unlocked.

Trey raised his eyebrows. “Card reader on the bathroom door?”

Bug Shoulders shrugged.

The urinal, at least, didn’t have one. They had a good staff; kept that bathroom pretty clean. It didn’t have that mildewy stink that hangs around in some bathrooms after a while.

As Trey washed up, he stared at himself in the mirror.

He was the same age as his uncle had been when he died.
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Big Shoulders waited outside the door. He spoke for the first time, his voice resonant.

“That Tweet helped us track you down,” he said.

“Yeah,” Trey said.

“Why did you send it then?”

“I don’t know.”
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Another man brought a sandwich in for Trey. He decided to call him Runway because he had one of those military cuts where he’d gotten his hair shaved off, except for a blond patch on top.

“What are you going to do with me?” he asked. “Mrs. Salas just left.”

“Ms. Salas,” Runway corrected. “Don’t call her missus or she’ll bite your head off and hand it back to you.”

Trey gulped. After one meeting, he believed it.

The sandwich was one of those triangles packed tight in a plastic container. The bread was dry and soggy and the tomato was embedded in the yellow cheese.

He plucked at the cheese, hoping it was real cheddar and not that cheese food crap that was like eating plastic. But it was food, and hunger was gnawing at his belly. He used a plastic packet of mustard to add flavor.

He was three bites into the sandwich when Ms. Salas returned with a decisive click of the door behind her. She sat down on her throne again. Her face seemed more used to frowns and deep thinking than smiling.

She was frowning now.

“Why didn’t you try to use the ‘blinks’?” she asked. “Make money off them?”

Not work as a janitor.

Trey tore off a corner of the sandwich and popped it into his mouth, chewing it fifteen times, and swallowing before he spoke again. She was drumming her fingers on the tabletop by then, and her mouth doing a weird twisty thing.

“My uncle hated his job,” Trey said at last. “He was a bookkeeper. Always talked about hitting the big one so he could quit and never work again.” He hunched, the taste of the memory returning. “I always felt that he never liked being stuck with me. So he was always using the blinks, trying to game whatever it was to get rich. Ponies, poker, you name it.”

He set down the sandwich on a paper napkin and plucked at a line of yellow cheese sticking out. “I’d come home from school sometimes, and he’d be in a rage because he’d lost money and he was convinced the blinks owed it to him.” His gaze flicked up to Ms. Salas. “What are they?”

Ms. Salas tapped the end of her ballpoint pen like a hammer coming down on a nail. “He try to combine the blinks with you?”

Trey took another bite out of the sandwich. He chewed slowly, hardly tasting anything. The words that came out of his mouth hardly seemed like his. “He didn’t know.”

“Pretty hard for him not to notice. You saw my two men moving out of sync with the timeline.”

Trey shrugged. “I didn’t want him to notice.”

Ms. Salas leaned forward. “Why not?”

Anger warmed Trey’s face. He stared down at his sandwich, old habits trying to kick in. Show nothing. Stay in the shadows. And he was here because he’d ventured out of the shadows in a moment of stupidity.

“Because he would have tried to use me to get rich. That’s all he wanted. Money so he could sit back and drink all day, scratching at his butt and watching TV.”

The words startled him. He’d thought them. He’d never said them aloud. To anyone, and now it was to a woman he’d met only today.

She said, “The blinks—they’re time streams. Some people can manipulate them.”

He lifted his head to check her face. The harsh edges had softened.

He nodded. “Except that it’s like trying to stop a thunderstorm. Nature doesn’t want to be played with.”

“No, she does not. Sometimes
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