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

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

From the MixCache.com library

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

The Clockmaker's Dilemma
MixCache.com

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

Table of Contents
Introduction
Chapter 1 – The Inheritance
Chapter 2 – Ticking Secrets
Chapter 3 – The Letter from Nowhere
Chapter 4 – The Apprentice’s Warning
Chapter 5 – Midnight Rewind
Chapter 6 – Shadows of the Past
Chapter 7 – The Chrono Guild Emerges
Chapter 8 – The Price of Curiosity
Chapter 9 – Echoes in the Workshop
Chapter 10 – The Hidden Blueprint
Chapter 11 – Memories on the Mend
Chapter 12 – The Old Photograph
Chapter 13 – Time’s Burden
Chapter 14 – The Pact
Chapter 15 – Portrait of Sacrifice
Chapter 16 – Dangerous Eras
Chapter 17 – The Turning Hands
Chapter 18 – A Stitch in Time
Chapter 19 – The Paris Gambit
Chapter 20 – Chrono Pursuit
Chapter 21 – Faced with Fate
Chapter 22 – The Last Mechanism
Chapter 23 – Reshaping the Possible
Chapter 24 – A Choice Unraveled
Chapter 25 – Destiny’s Ticking Heart

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

Introduction
If you walk down the right alley in Manhattan, past the bustle of modern life and
through the heavy mist after a summer rain, you might find yourself glancing at the
windows of a forgotten watchmaker’s shop. It’s the kind of place that seems almost
pressed between pieces of glass—perpetually on the verge of slipping out of time and
memory. For Paige Hollister, it was the only place in the city that had ever felt like
home.

Paige’s world was bound together by the careful hands of her own making. Orphaned
as a child and left to the grinding gears of New York’s foster care system, she had
grown up collecting fragments of her past as if they were rare and precious—old coins,
yellowed letters, and, above all, swirling stories of eras long gone. History had become
her compass, her shelter, and sometimes her only friend—a constant in a life dictated
by change.

On the evening of her seventeenth birthday, a letter arrived. Unassuming at first, its
heavy paper and odd, flowing script pressed her name into the present tense with an
authority that made her heart race. ‘To Paige Hollister,’ it read, ‘from your
grandfather, Elliot Hollister, with love and unfinished business.’ The words, both
familiar and utterly foreign, beckoned her toward a legacy she’d never asked for: an
inheritance bound not by wealth, but by a mystery tucked inside a battered, brass
clock.

That clock, nestled in its velvet-lined box, was all sharp angles and exposed gears, the
kind of heirloom that seemed to pulse with a life of its own. Paige was drawn to it
instantly. She traced the delicate hands circling a dial that bore no numbers, only
curious symbols and a feeling—impossible to explain—that she stood at the edge of
something momentous. When she pressed the clock’s winding crown, nothing in the
world could have prepared her for the cold, weightless lurch that followed or the whirl
of memories and possibility that unfurled before her like a map of every moment ever
lived.

Instinct, or perhaps destiny, guided her step into the shadows of her family’s tangled
legacy. Each tick of the clock pulled her further from the world she knew, and closer to
secrets her grandfather had hidden within the cogs of time. Even as fear nipped at her
heels and doubt gnawed at her resolve, Paige refused to let go. She would piece
together what her grandfather started, no matter where— or when—it led.

This is Paige’s story. A story about loss, courage, and the dangerous beauty of second
chances. Before the chimes of fate sound their last note, she must discover if one
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orphaned soul can outwit time itself—and learn what, or who, she’s willing to lose to
set things right.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Inheritance
The old brownstone in Greenwich Village where Paige lived with Mrs. Henderson, her
latest foster mother, smelled perpetually of lavender and stale toast. It was a smell
that had, over the past year, become as familiar and uninspiring as the worn floral
wallpaper in her tiny bedroom. Today, however, the scent was overshadowed by the
unexpected arrival of a sleek, black sedan parked conspicuously outside. A car of that
caliber usually meant trouble, or at least, a very important delivery. For Paige, it
turned out to be both.

A woman with a severe bun and an even more severe expression stepped out of the
car, carrying a substantial, leather-bound briefcase. She introduced herself as Ms.
Albright, an attorney from a firm Paige had never heard of, and spoke with the crisp,
no-nonsense tone of someone who dealt exclusively with trusts and estates of
considerable value. Paige, whose most valuable possession was a chipped ceramic
mug from the Museum of Natural History, felt a prickle of unease.

“Miss Hollister,” Ms. Albright began, adjusting her spectacles, “I represent the estate
of Elliot Hollister. Your grandfather.”

Paige nearly choked on the last bite of her blueberry muffin. Grandfather? She had no
grandfather. Her parents had died when she was six, and any mention of extended
family had always been met with evasive shrugs and quick changes of subject. She
was an orphan, pure and simple, a fact that had been hammered home by countless
social workers and the endless rotation of temporary homes.

“I… I don’t understand,” Paige stammered, looking from Ms. Albright to Mrs.
Henderson, who stood by, looking equally bewildered but also, Paige noticed, a little
thrilled by the drama.

Ms. Albright produced a thick document from her briefcase. “It appears your
grandfather, Elliot Hollister, recently passed away. He left specific instructions for you,
his sole surviving heir.” Her voice held no inflection, just a steady stream of legal
jargon. “He bequeathed to you his entire estate, primarily consisting of a property in
Brooklyn and its contents, and a rather peculiar item he referred to as ‘The Chronos
Engine’.”

Paige’s mind raced. Brooklyn? An entire property? And something called a ‘Chronos
Engine’? It sounded like something out of a pulp fiction novel, not the legacy of a
grandfather she never even knew existed. She pictured dusty attics and antique
furniture, certainly nothing that implied mechanical marvels.
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“There are conditions, of course,” Ms. Albright continued, pulling Paige back to the
present. “You must take possession of the property within two weeks, and you must
agree to a closed viewing of the aforementioned item with me present. After that, the
estate is yours, free and clear.”

The whole thing felt surreal. One minute, she was worrying about her history project
on the Gilded Age, the next, she was inheriting a mysterious estate from a phantom
grandfather. It was the kind of twist that usually only happened in the books she
devoured, not in the mundane reality of her own life. Still, a property, even a dusty
one, was a significant step up from a shared room and the ever-present threat of
another move.

A few days later, Paige found herself on a slightly grimy subway heading towards
Bushwick, Brooklyn. The address Ms. Albright had provided led to a street that seemed
forgotten by time, lined with brick buildings that had seen better centuries. The air
smelled of exhaust and something vaguely metallic. As she approached the
designated number, she saw it: a three-story brownstone, similar to others on the
block, but with a ground-floor storefront that clearly used to be a shop. The faded sign
above the door, barely legible, read: “Elliot Hollister – Clockmaker.”

A clockmaker. The pieces, though still scattered, began to coalesce. The letter, the
mention of the ‘Chronos Engine,’ and now a clockmaker’s shop. It was all beginning to
make a strange sort of sense, or at least, a sense that appealed to her inherent love
for forgotten histories.

Ms. Albright was already there, looking impatient as she tapped her foot outside the
locked shop door. She held a heavy brass key in her hand, which she inserted into the
ornate lock with a decisive click. The door creaked open, revealing a cavernous space
shrouded in gloom and the distinct aroma of aged wood, oil, and something else…
something faintly electrical, like ozone.

The interior of the shop was a wonderland, or perhaps a nightmare, of gears, springs,
and cogs. Clocks of every imaginable size and style adorned the walls, shelves, and
even the floor. Grandfather clocks stood like sentinels, their faces blank or frozen at
impossible times. Cuckoo clocks perched on ledges, their tiny wooden birds
perpetually silenced. Delicate pocket watches lay open in velvet-lined display cases,
their intricate mechanisms exposed. Dust motes danced in the slivers of light that
pierced through the grimy front windows, illuminating a scene that felt suspended in
amber.

“Your grandfather was… eccentric,” Ms. Albright stated, her voice echoing in the vast
space. “He lived above the shop. The residential entrance is around back.” She
gestured towards a narrow hallway. “But first, the item. He insisted you see it here.”
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Paige’s heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The ‘Chronos Engine’. What
could it be? A massive, steampunk contraption? A delicate, jeweled artifact? Her
imagination, usually so vivid, was struggling to keep pace with reality.

Ms. Albright led her to the back of the shop, past a cluttered workbench overflowing
with specialized tools, magnifying glasses, and half-assembled clock movements. On a
heavy oak table, covered by a dark velvet cloth, sat a sizable object. Ms. Albright
removed the cloth with a flourish that seemed out of character for her, revealing the
most extraordinary clock Paige had ever seen.

It was roughly the size of a small microwave, crafted from polished brass and dark,
burnished wood. Its exterior was a labyrinth of exposed gears, miniature pistons, and
coiled springs that gleamed even in the dim light. The clock face was indeed devoid of
numbers, replaced instead by a swirling pattern of celestial bodies and what looked
like ancient runic symbols. Tiny, almost invisible wires snaked between various
components, disappearing into the clock’s heart. It didn’t look merely old; it looked
impossibly old, and impossibly advanced.

“This is it,” Ms. Albright said, her voice betraying a hint of something akin to awe, or
perhaps apprehension. “The Chronos Engine. Or, as your grandfather simply called it,
‘The Clock’.”

Paige reached out a tentative hand, tracing the smooth, cool brass. A strange energy
seemed to emanate from the object, a subtle hum that she felt more than heard. It
pulsed with a contained power, like a miniature storm brewing beneath its intricate
surface. It was beautiful, terrifying, and utterly captivating.

“Your grandfather’s instructions were very specific,” Ms. Albright continued, pulling a
small, leather-bound journal from her briefcase. “He wrote that ‘the winding crown
holds the key to its true purpose.’ He also warned that it should only be activated with
‘absolute intention and a clear heart.’ Frankly, Miss Hollister, I think the man was a bit
touched.”

Paige barely heard her. Her gaze was fixed on the clock’s winding crown, a small,
knurled knob on its side. It seemed to beckon her, promising answers to questions she
hadn’t even known she had. She remembered the description in the letter: ‘a battered,
brass clock.’ This was certainly brass, and certainly a clock, but ‘battered’ hardly
seemed to fit its magnificent, if somewhat aged, appearance.

Ignoring Ms. Albright’s skeptical huff, Paige reached for the winding crown. It felt
surprisingly smooth beneath her fingers, not stiff or rusted as she might have
expected. A small, almost imperceptible tremor ran through the clock as she touched
it. Her heart thumped a frantic rhythm against her ribs. This wasn’t just an heirloom; it
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was a living thing, humming with forgotten power.

She twisted the crown, a gentle click echoing in the silent shop. Immediately, a low,
resonant whirring began, originating from deep within the clock’s mechanisms. The
gears, dormant for what must have been years, began to turn, slowly at first, then
with increasing speed. A soft, ethereal blue light pulsed from the symbols on the clock
face, growing brighter with each revolution of the gears.

Ms. Albright gasped, taking a step back. “What in the world…?”

The blue light intensified, bathing the entire workshop in an otherworldly glow. The air
around them grew heavy, charged with an invisible energy. Paige felt a strange
sensation, a pull at her core, as if an invisible thread was tugging her forward, or
perhaps backward. The whirring escalated into a high-pitched whine, and the brass
casing of the clock vibrated violently.

Then, with a sudden, sickening lurch, the room seemed to dissolve around them. The
dusty shelves, the antique clocks, Ms. Albright’s horrified face—everything stretched,
distorted, and then blurred into a swirling vortex of color and light. Paige felt a
dizzying emptiness, as if the floor had dropped out from under her, and a strange
coldness that penetrated to her very bones. It was the feeling she had once imagined
falling through a black hole might be like, utterly disorienting and terrifyingly fast.

A shriek, undeniably Ms. Albright’s, pierced the cacophony of sound and sensation.
Paige closed her eyes, clutching at the oak table, though it felt as insubstantial as
smoke. The world spun, faster and faster, until everything became a single, blinding
white light and a roar that swallowed all other sound. Just before unconsciousness
claimed her, a single, startling image flashed through her mind: a blurred vision of a
bustling city street, but with horse-drawn carriages and gas lamps, a world utterly
unlike the one she had just left.
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