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Introduction
London, 1877. The metropolis thrums with the heartbeat of innovation, its skyline
jagged with smokestacks and its alleys alive with the whir of machinery and the
murmurs of invention. At the edge of Fleet Street, nestled between a sulfur-lit
apothecary and the sooty facade of the Gaslight Exchange, sits Hargrove’s
Clockworks—a shop modest in size but labyrinthine in ingenuity. Here, amid scattered
cogs, gleaming gears, and the steady pulse of pendulums, Victoria Hargrove pursues
the singular solace and boundless challenge of creation.

Victoria’s hands have known the delicate intricacies of timepieces since
childhood—their dance of mechanism giving her purpose as much as their precision
gave semblance to the chaos outside. Under the ever-watchful eye of her late mentor,
Master Edwin Pell, she learned not just the science of time but its mystery: the notion
that every second holds a secret, each tick an unread story. It is this belief that guides
her heart as much as her craft—a conviction as unfashionable in society as a woman
in trousers wielding a soldering iron.

Yet, London is not only a city of progress but a city of secrets. In hidden parlors and
smoke-filled clubs, titans of industry and lords of finance debate not only the future of
machines, but of time itself. Below their eyes, the gutters teem with rumors—of
arcane devices and forbidden knowledge. It is in this world teetering between
brilliance and darkness that Victoria finds herself swept up, her quiet life dismantled
by a single, startling discovery: blueprints concealing the promise—and peril—of the
Chronometer.

The Chronometer, as depicted in crude sketches and ciphered notes, promises to do
more than measure minutes—it whispers of bending, twisting, even unraveling the
very thread of time. But such knowledge is coveted by many and understood by few.
With the blueprints in her care, Victoria is drawn into a world of subterfuge, where
every friend may harbor an agenda and every shadow may hide an adversary.

As gaslight flickers through fog and the city’s ancient heart trembles beneath the
weight of modern ambition, Victoria will be tested in ways she never imagined. She
must face not only those who would control the Chronometer for their gain, but the
secrets buried in her own past. The chase will pull her beyond the city’s limits—across
moorlands haunted by legends and aboard airships ruled by danger—toward a
reckoning with destiny itself.

This is the story of invention and intrigue, of fractured trust and unexpected alliance.
In the ticking silence of the workshop and the roaring tempest of the chase, Victoria
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Hargrove must discover not just how clocks are built, but how moments are chosen
that define the world forever.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

CHAPTER ONE: The Ticking Inheritance
The air in Hargrove’s Clockworks always carried a unique scent: a blend of brass
polish, machine oil, and the faint, sweet aroma of sawdust from the workbench where
Victoria often carved intricate components. Today, however, a new, unwelcome note
had settled – the musty solemnity of grief. Master Edwin Pell, her mentor and
surrogate father, had been gone a month, and the shop, once a symphony of gentle
ticks and whirs, felt profoundly silent without his gruff, encouraging presence.

Victoria, her spectacles perched on the tip of her nose, meticulously reassembled the
escapement of a particularly fussy grandfather clock. Its owner, a Baroness with a
penchant for punctuality and a temper as volatile as a steam engine’s boiler, expected
it back by noon. But Victoria’s focus wavered. Every glint of polished brass, every turn
of a tiny screw, reminded her of Pell’s calloused hands guiding hers, explaining the
delicate dance of gears that governed the relentless march of time.

She thought back to the day the solicitor had arrived, a dour man named Mr. Finch
with an umbrella that seemed perpetually dripping, even on the driest days. He'd read
Pell's will aloud in the back room, the one usually reserved for the most intricate
repairs. The shop, its entire contents, and a small, sealed box were Victoria’s. No
family to speak of, Pell had been a solitary soul, and Victoria, an orphan he’d taken in,
was his only legacy.

The small box, she remembered, had sat on his workbench for years, unassuming,
made of dark, unvarnished oak, its surface smooth from countless accidental brushes.
Pell had always kept it locked, sometimes sketching in a worn leather-bound journal
beside it, muttering to himself in low tones about "unseen forces" and "the true nature
of time." Victoria had dismissed it as the whimsical eccentricity of an aging genius.

Now, the box sat on her own workbench, a silent challenge. Finch had handed her a
delicate, ornate key, its head shaped like a tiny, stylized compass rose. “Master Pell
was particular about this,” the solicitor had stated, his voice a dry rustle of parchment.
“He stipulated it was only to be opened by you, and only after a month had passed
since his… departure.”

A month, indeed. The grief was still a dull ache, but curiosity, a persistent tick-tock in
her mind, had begun to override it. Victoria finished the grandfather clock, setting its
pendulum swinging with a decisive push. The deep thunk-tock resonated through the
shop, a familiar comfort. With a sigh, she picked up the small oak box. It was heavier
than it looked, its weight suggesting more than just papers or trinkets.
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The key slid into the lock with satisfying ease. A soft click echoed in the quiet shop.
Victoria lifted the lid, her breath catching in her throat. Inside, nestled on a bed of
faded crimson velvet, was not jewels or coin, but a leather-bound journal, identical to
the one Pell had always kept, and a small, intricately carved wooden automaton—a
miniature clockwork bird with feathers of polished copper and eyes of polished jet.

The journal was old, its pages yellowed and brittle. Victoria opened it carefully. Pell’s
familiar, spidery script filled the first page:

"To my dearest Victoria,

If you are reading this, then my own time has run its course. I leave you not with
riches, for true wealth lies in discovery, but with a legacy of inquiry. The answers I
sought, I believe, lie within these pages, and in the designs you will find. Do not fear,
my dear. Embrace the enigma. Trust your hands, and your keen mind. For the fabric of
time, as we know it, is merely a veil."

Victoria’s brow furrowed. Veil? Pell had always been prone to philosophical musings,
but this felt different. More urgent. She turned the page. The subsequent entries were
a baffling mix of diagrams, mathematical equations, and cryptic notes. There were
sketches of gears unlike any she had ever seen, mechanisms that seemed to defy
conventional physics, and symbols that looked vaguely alchemical.

One diagram, in particular, caught her eye. It was labeled, in bold, almost aggressive
script: "The Chronometer – First Principles." Below it, a detailed drawing of a complex
device, unlike any clock or instrument she recognized. It had multiple interlocking
rings, each adorned with minute markings, and a central core that pulsed with an
almost imagined energy on the page.

Her hands, usually so steady, trembled slightly as she traced the lines of the drawing.
This was not a device for measuring time; it looked like it was designed to manipulate
it. A shiver ran down her spine, a prickle of both excitement and apprehension. Pell’s
words came back to her: "The fabric of time, as we know it, is merely a veil." Was he
suggesting this device could part that veil?

She flipped through more pages. Many were filled with observations about causality,
the nature of memory, and the cyclical patterns of history. Pell had always been
fascinated by such things, but to imagine he was working on something that could
actively influence them… it was almost too much to comprehend. This was not just a
clever clock; it was an audacious challenge to the very order of the universe.

As she delved deeper, she noticed certain recurring phrases and symbols. A stylized
eye, often accompanied by the letters ‘C.M.’, appeared frequently in the margins.
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There were references to "the Keepers" and "the Great Work," hinting at a larger,
hidden context to Pell’s research. It felt less like a personal project and more like a
fragment of a much grander, more secretive endeavor.

A rustle at the shop door made her jump. Mr. Henderson, a jovial baker from across
the street, entered, his face flour-dusted, carrying a basket of warm crumpets.
"Morning, Victoria! Thought you might be needing a little sustenance after all that
tinkering. Still missing old Edwin, I reckon?" His voice was kind, but it brought her back
to the mundane reality of her present.

"Thank you, Mr. Henderson," Victoria managed, quickly closing the journal and placing
it back in the box, trying to appear nonchalant. "That’s very thoughtful of you. And
yes, I do miss him terribly." She accepted the crumpets, the warmth seeping into her
chilled fingers. Henderson chatted for a few minutes about the rising price of flour
before heading back to his bakery, leaving Victoria alone once more.

As soon as the bell above the door chimed his departure, Victoria reopened the
journal. She felt a growing sense of unease. Why had Pell kept this secret for so long?
Why only now, after his death, was she privy to it? And what did it mean for her? The
Chronometer, as described in these blueprints, sounded like something out of a
fantastical novel, not a practical invention by a man who repaired pocket watches for
a living.

Then, she noticed something pressed between two of the journal’s pages: a single,
delicate dried forget-me-not, and underneath it, a small, elegant copper key, different
from the one that had opened the box. This key was smaller, almost skeletal, with an
unusually long shank. There was no obvious lock in the immediate vicinity where it
might fit.

She turned the little clockwork bird over in her hands. Its copper feathers gleamed
under the gaslight. She noticed a tiny, almost invisible seam along its underside.
Gently, she pressed along it, and with a faint click, a hidden panel sprang open. Inside,
nestled in a miniature compartment, was a tiny, rolled-up parchment.

Victoria carefully unfurled the parchment. It contained only a single sentence, written
in a different hand than Pell’s, a more refined, elegant script: "The Sable Clock holds
the key to the next revelation. Seek its shadow at the stroke of midnight." The
message was signed with the same stylized eye she had seen in the journal’s margins.

The Sable Clock. Victoria knew of only one such clock in London: the immense,
obsidian-faced timepiece that adorned the tower of the ancient Guild of Watchmakers,
a building rumored to hold more secrets than cogs. It was a landmark, its ominous
black face a stark contrast to the city’s usual bright bustle, often shrouded in the
perpetual fog that clung to that part of the city.
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Midnight. Tonight. A thrill, cold and sharp, darted through her. This wasn’t just a
legacy of knowledge; it was an invitation. A cryptic, dangerous invitation. Pell hadn’t
just left her his life's work; he had bequeathed her a mystery, a quest that beckoned
with the promise of discovery and the chilling whisper of unseen dangers.

Who were the "Keepers"? What was the "Great Work"? And why had Pell chosen her, a
humble clockmaker, to unravel these threads? The comfortable certainty of her life,
once governed by the precise turning of gears, suddenly felt like a mechanism thrown
out of balance, its true purpose yet to be revealed. She looked at the blueprints for the
Chronometer again, then at the tiny, elegant key. The silence in the shop no longer
felt comforting; it was charged with anticipation, a prelude to the unknown. Victoria
knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her bones, that her quiet life of repairing
timepieces was about to give way to a breathtaking race against time itself.
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