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Chapter One


Amaya dropped her feet off her cubicle desk and stared at the four words glowing on the script page.

Two times, she knocked.

That didn’t make any sense. Those words should not be glowing. Maybe it was an optical illusion, or she was getting a migraine. She squeezed her eyes shut, then opened them wide again. Nope. Still glowing. Which was fine, because the team was due for a mission, and glowing words were the trigger to get them started. It just…it wasn’t the words she expected. She pressed her lower lip between her teeth with a finger and scanned the rest of the page for something more helpful, like a name, or even individual letters that spelled a location. But there was nothing.

Her neighbor in the next cubicle clicked off her light and stood, shoving a drawer closed with a bang, her purse clutched in her hand. Amaya glanced at the clock. It was only three.

The other woman caught her looking and scowled. “This job sucks. It’s boring and ugly and I’ve been here six weeks and never even saw a glimpse of Jayden and Justin.” She stomped out, shoving past a guy coming into the room.

Brody looked over his shoulder as he approached Amaya. “What’s with her? She was muttering something about false advertising.”

Amaya shrugged. “Another J groupie.”

“Ah.” He grabbed the groupie’s abandoned chair and pulled it into Amaya’s cubicle. “Did you explain that they shoot the show in Canada, not LA, and the actors aren’t local?”

She slid over to make room. “I’m so tired of having to explain that.” Groupie was the latest in an endless line of people hired to work in the long-running TV show’s management offices in California. The production generated a lot of paperwork and received even more, junk that had to be sorted and taken care of. Junk like the script in her hand, which had been submitted by an aspiring screenwriter or a fan-fiction writer with higher aspirations. Amaya’s official job was to make sure no one in authority for the show ever saw it, to head off potential infringement lawsuits. Her unofficial job was to find the glowing words.

Brody folded his hands behind his head and rotated the chair, making it squeak. “I know that look. We have a case.”

“Apparently.” She showed him the script, hoping he would see something more helpful than she had. But he tapped the page and frowned.

“Two times, she knocked? Where are we going, windswept moors?”

“No idea.”

He frowned. “Then who are we looking into? Murder victim? Embezzler? Horse thief?” he joked. He always wanted to travel back to the Wild West, but their missions didn’t take them that far.

She shrugged.

“You’re joking, right?” He let the chair come forward with a snap and took the bound script from her, flipping the pages. The tiny breeze wafted a hint of Drakkar Noir in her direction, and she inhaled slowly. God, she loved that scent. She didn’t care about its reputation. It triggered all the right receptors in her.

“There’s nothing else here.” He shook the pages, as if the right information would fall out of the script.

“I know. I looked.”

Brody continued to look at the script, a puzzled expression on his face. She felt like she was standing outside herself, getting his bafflement but not feeling it anymore. In all the years she’d been working for The Charge, this had never happened before, and she couldn’t get past the disconnect.

There was a clear process to their missions. Through her mundane, paper-heavy day job, The Charge sent them an indicator—a name or place or date. Kilton looked it up and found the crime they had to solve or figured out the missing item they had to find or the question that had to be answered to resolve a dispute. Then they solved the crime or found the object or answered the question, reported mission complete, and went home knowing they’d made the world a little better place.

There had been plenty of tough jobs, obstacles that were sometimes so challenging they thought they’d fail, but they’d never been stymied at the very beginning of an assignment. It was Amaya’s job to get them moving, though, even with no path to follow.

“Where’s Kilton?” she asked.

“I’ll text her.” Brody pushed up off his chair, thumbs bapping away on his phone before his feet landed. 

Amaya followed him out of the room. No one they passed looked up from their work. Or their games. It was ugly and boring in the small room with beige walls and beige cubicle dividers and a nondescript clock that ticked away their hours. No one ever worked here long. Except Amaya. The “pouring over junk until the words jumped out” part was dull, but glowing words at regular intervals, and the time-traveling, life-saving or mystery-solving adventures they initiated, made spending her days in the most dead-end of jobs worthwhile.

She’d been doing it long enough to start questioning if she wanted it to be the rest of her life. And then they helped bring an abducted woman home to her family and she saw her daughter’s reaction when her mom came home. Or she felt the relief and gratitude of a man told his son didn’t suffer in the death that had been a mystery. How could she give that up?

But the cryptic trigger for his mission made no sense to her. Usually names on the page glowed, matching the name of the victim. Or letters in random words that spelled out whatever they needed to begin an investigation: A destination. A missing item. An event. Even a suspect’s name. She couldn’t remember it ever being an action like this, and she’d been managing the team for over a decade.

They headed over to the production company’s museum, which displayed furniture and props from every show and film they’d made, along with memorabilia that wasn’t worth money to anyone or usable on current sets. An ancient cabinet stood regally against one wall. The historic marker on one door gleamed as if highly polished, but Amaya knew the brass never needed attention. She hadn’t read the words inscribed there in years, but could have recited them if asked to:


The Tempest Turtle

This cabinet holds the only known prototype of the convergence of Albert Einstein’s studies of time, space, and light. The device did not achieve his goal of travel through time, and a colleague's young child declared that it looked like a turtle. Einstein gifted the child with the defunct prototype, and the child named it “Tempest” after his recently deceased rabbit. 


That child grew up to become the renowned actor and director Randall Zeitreise, who utilized The Tempest Turtle as a MacGuffin in two of his films. When he died, his wife, following his wishes, used The Tempest Turtle to open this museum, honoring his most famous film, Into Winds of Wilds, along with other studio productions. It has rested here ever since.


Amaya pulled open the cabinet’s double doors as Kilton, a professional consultant for the long-running TV show starring Jayden and Justin, walked up.

“What have we got?” The older woman tightened the wrap holding her massively wild curls off her completely unlined face. Her dark skin gleamed in the reflected lights from the main room. Amaya scowled. It just wasn’t fair. Kilton was eighteen years older than her but barely looked as if she’d hit forty. A fifty-two-year-old retired private eye who could tell a different butt-kicking story every night without ever repeating herself should be more battered than that.

She handed Kilton the script. Her eyebrows went up as she read the words. “That’s new. Not much for me to work with there.”

No victim to research or location to look up for news stories that might pertain to this case.

Brody leaned past Amaya to tap the “shell” of the turtle. A faint chime settled into a hum, and the clusters of copper rods bristling from under the dome vibrated faintly. And then…nothing. The three of them stood shoulder to shoulder, watching the turtle as seconds ticked by.

“What are you guys doing?”

Amaya jumped and slammed the doors closed. Brody turned and shifted to block the cabinet, folding his arms and scowling at Naveen, the show’s newest writer. Kilton smiled briefly and strode off, as if she had better things to do than deal with newbs.

“Nothing,” Amaya told him. How had he snuck up on them like that? No one ever came in here. Not even to dust more than every six months. Few even knew the cabinet or the turtle existed, and it was part of her job—her job for The Charge, not as an administrative clerk—to keep it that way.

But he nodded toward the patina-ed mahogany cabinet. “That piece is magnificent, isn’t it? I love coming in here and seeing all the great old stuff from the movies of my childhood.”

She sighed and stepped forward, hands out. “Yeah, love the history in here. But aren’t you supposed to be, like, writing the next episode?”

He shrugged, his gaze still locked on the nearly closed doors behind her. “What’s in there? I didn’t think it opened.”

Which sounded like he’d tried. Dammit. Twelve years, she’d never known anyone to try to open the cabinet. Maybe that was why the turtle didn’t give them anything when Brody tapped it. No, it wasn’t sentient, for Pete’s sake. It was a machine. A machine that was malfunctioning.

“What’s the Tempest Turtle? Weird name. Why isn’t it on display?”

Why was he being so persistent? They didn’t have time for curious writers. “Nothing. Just a prop. I loved the movies it’s in. They’re what got me into filmmaking in the first place.”

Naveen finally focused on her. “What did you want to do in film? Or television, since you obviously ended up here.”

She hated talking about herself. It called attention to the fact that she’d been sorting fan mail and filing payroll records for years longer than






























OPS/images/cover.jpg
TIME WITH
YOU

Natalie . Damschroder





OPS/images/Time-with-You.jpg
TIME WITH
YOU

Natalie . Damschroder





