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Book Description

Summoned by the Time Council to justify her actions, Renee Talbot returns home on a train with her grandfather.

Doubt clouds her thoughts. Did she do the right thing? Should she have waited instead?

But time doesn’t like second guessing. The impossible happens. A portal opens--on the train.

A twisted time travel short story to keep you turning pages.


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

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
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Sticky Time

Her world, her life, fell behind as the train tracks faded under the old gold and rust of the sunset.

Renee Talbot pressed a trembling hand against the window, the winter chill seeping into her fingertips. They were hours ahead of the snowstorm tingling in the air. She’d seen flakes earlier, dancing outside the window.

“You should sit, my dear,” murmured a familiar deep voice, more of a rumble. “I have dinner. Such as it is, anyway.”

She glanced back at her grandfather, Sam Talbot, one hand on the closed door to the bathroom to keep his balance with the constant bounce of the train. She always thought he looked like Santa Claus, with his snowy white beard and hair. But he wore what he called his “Ninja black,” showing off his trim waist and muscles that would have made a twenty-year-old jealous.

“I’m not very hungry,” Renee said.

Her fingers closed around the ornate key nestled against her cream turtleneck sweater. The power awoke at her touch, stirring restlessly. Odd.

“There’s not a portal here, is there?” she asked.

“On a train?” Sam said. “Not likely. Quit stalling. Food. Now.”

She staggered with the movement of the train, feeling like she walked slightly uphill. She’d worn comfortable sneakers, which looked terrible with her plaid skirt. But they helped her keep her balance.

The train had emptied at the last stop, leaving only four people in the car beside her and Sam. A businessman slouched three seats ahead of them, fingers rapidly moving across a keyboard in front of a glowing computer screen. Some people never stopped working. A young man, probably in his twenties, had his head back, listening to music on an earphone. The remaining two stretched out on the seats to sleep in huddled piles of jackets. One snored.

Through the windows on the door separating the cars, Renee saw one of the uniformed train attendants checking the passengers like a butterfly.

“Food,” Sam said. He gave her an elbow nudge.

“Yes, Sam,” she said

She sat down in her seat by the window, smoothing the wool skirt over her knees. Compared to airplanes, even the coach class was like first class. Plenty of room for her legs.

Sam passed over a flimsy cardboard box containing a wrapped sandwich, a bag of chips, and a Coke. A pack of cookies, too. Oreos.

Her fingers lingered on the cookies. No, she’d save them for last. Her stomach growled at the smell of turkey and cheese. Maybe she was hungry after all.

“You worry too much,” Sam said over a mouthful of corn chips.

“And maybe you don’t worry enough,” she shot back as she snapped open the Coke can. Foam bubbled up from the opening and she took a quick sip before it spilled. “If the Time Council summoned me, I must have done something wrong.”

“The only thing wrong you did was be a Talbot,” Sam said. “The Time Council has never liked us. We do everything they want, follow all the rules, and they still complain about us and only us. That guy out in Texas, he’s been using his skeleton key to play the ponies and get himself rich. That is against the rules. Everyone knows and no one’s summoning him. All you did was keep trouble from happening.”

The “trouble” had been the house of a man who died. He’d been a hoarder, filling his house so full that he only had a narrow path to get through to his bed. The house had stank of rot and mold, and mice borrowed into cardboard boxes. Most of the stacks were junk, things that could be thrown away. But when he died, he’d fallen on an old clock and the weight of memories and life attached to it. A firefighter trying to reach the man to see if he was alive had fallen into a portal as the memories opened up.

Renee shivered, tugging on the end of the key absently. She still remembered the feel of the memories, how they tasted. The clock had sat in a house with lots of anger, and then angry death. She’d had to wade through them, hearing the voices of the past scream, as she rescued the frightened firefighter.

Her offense? She hadn’t contacted the Time Council first for guidance and permission.

“It was a stupid order,” she said, though it was the hundredth
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