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Preface
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For fourteen-year-old Leo Fletcher, life is a perpetual state of "almost"—always five minutes late for school, deadlines, and every expectation placed upon him. But when his grandfather, Arthur Fletcher, mysteriously vanishes from his antiquarian clock shop, leaving behind only a labyrinth of ticking pendulums and a strange bronze pocket watch, Leo's world is fractured entirely.

The Boy Who Chased Tomorrow is a breathtaking middle-grade adventure that explores the delicate mechanics of time, legacy, and growing up. It invites readers into a richly imagined steampunk universe where history is a living, breathing tapestry of floating islands, forgotten kingdoms, and ancient gears. Perfect for young readers who love high-stakes mystery and imaginative world-building, this tale proves that true courage isn't about controlling the clock—it is about having the heart to chase what comes next.
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Chapter 1: The Tick-Tock Parlor
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Fourteen-year-old Leo Fletcher had a bad habit of running out of time.

He was late for school, late for dinner, and habitually five minutes behind on every deadline he’d ever been given. His grandfather, Arthur Fletcher, used to say that Leo lived in a perpetual state of "almost."

"Time isn't a river, Leo," Grandfather Arthur would chuckle from behind his workbench, surrounded by the synchronized clicking of a hundred antique clocks. "It’s a brass gear. If you don't keep up with its teeth, it will crush you—or leave you behind altogether."

Six months after Arthur mysteriously vanished from his workshop—leaving behind only a half-eaten scone and a room full of ticking clocks—Leo was still looking for clues. The police had called it a missing person case; the town gossip called it a runaway old man. But Leo knew his grandfather. Arthur would never leave his workshop unattended, nor would he leave Leo without saying goodbye.

It was a rainy Tuesday afternoon when the clock shop officially fell into foreclosure. Leo stood in the center of the cramped main room, listening to the chorus of pendulums. His aunt was outside in her car, honking the horn to tell him to hurry up and pack.

"Five minutes," Leo muttered to the empty room.

[image: C:\Users\addis\OneDrive\Desktop\MY E- Book\152 The Boy Who Chased Tomorrow\Picture\1.png]He walked over to his grandfather’s master desk, a massive oak monster covered in brass springs, glass lenses, and tiny screwdrivers. At the center of the mess sat Arthur's final unfinished project: a bronze pocket watch the size of an apple, covered in three concentric rings of ancient, unidentifiable symbols.

Leo picked it up. It felt impossibly heavy for its size, warm against his cold palm.

Click.

The second hand wasn't moving, but as Leo’s thumb brushed the brass crown at the top, a sharp vibration rattled through his bones. The air in the room suddenly thinned, smelling distinctly of ozone, old parchment, and wet earth.

"Leo! Come on, we're going to miss the bank deadline!" his aunt’s voice echoed muffled from the street outside.

"Just a second," Leo whispered to himself.

He turned the bronze crown three clicks clockwise.

The ticking stopped. Every single pendulum in the shop froze in mid-swing. The rain outside stopped falling, suspended in the air like glass beads outside the dust-streaked windows.

And then, the desk beneath Leo’s hands simply dissolved into golden light.
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Chapter 2: The Edge of Yesterday
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Leo didn't fall so much as he was pulled through a narrow straw of light and wind.

When his feet slammed back onto solid ground, the smell of ozone was replaced by something far sweeter—fresh clover, pine needles, and smoke from wood fires. The light wasn't the dull gray of a rainy Tuesday, but the brilliant, blinding amber of late afternoon.

He stumbled back, landing hard on his elbows in thick green grass.

"Ow," he grunted, shaking his head to clear the ringing in his ears. He looked down. The bronze pocket watch was still clutched tightly in his right hand, its rings humming quietly.

He looked up, expecting to see his grandfather’s shop, or at least the town of Oakhaven.

Instead, he was standing on the crest of a massive, rolling hill. Below him lay a valley bathed in perpetual golden twilight, dotted with spires made of dark, iridescent stone that seemed to shimmer like beetle wings. A massive river cut through the valley, but its water wasn't blue—it was a deep, liquid silver, reflecting stars that weren't visible in the daylight sky above.

"This definitely isn't Main Street," Leo muttered, his heart hammering against his ribs.

"Of course it isn't, you clumsy intruder," a sharp voice snapped from behind a nearby boulder.

Leo jumped, dropping the pocket watch into the grass. "Who's there?"
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A girl stepped out from the shadow of the rock. She looked to be about his age, dressed in a tunic woven from dark green thread and trousers tucked into scuffed leather boots. She had a strap across her chest holding a wooden cylinder, and her dark eyes were narrowed in suspicion. On her left wrist was a leather gauntlet set with tiny, glowing brass gears.

"I am Vesper," she said, eyeing him up and down. "And you are wearing very strange shoes. Where is your Warden? Why did you open a Breach without an escort?"

"I don't have a Warden," Leo stammered, scrambling backward to pick up his pocket watch. "I was just... I turned the crown on my granddad's watch, and then—"

Vesper’s eyes widened as she caught sight of the bronze watch in his hand. She stepped forward, her suspicion instantly morphing into shock. "The Chronos Core? How do you have that? That belonged to the Arch-Architect!"

"Arch-Architect?" Leo blinked. "You mean my granddad? Arthur?"

Vesper stared at him as if he had grown a second head. "Your grandfather is Arthur Fletcher? The man who built the First Meridian... and then shattered it?"
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Chapter 3: The Forgotten Sun
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Before Leo could ask what on earth a "First Meridian" was, Vesper lunged forward, grabbing his arm and pulling him down into the tall grass just as a shadow swept over the hill.

The air grew instantly frigid. Leo held his breath as a massive structure glided silently overhead. It wasn't a bird, nor an airplane; it was an obsidian vessel shaped like a crescent moon, its underside glowing with a sickly purple light. Long, metallic ribbons trailed behind it, dragging through the grass and leaving scorched, black earth in their wake.

"Sun-Eaters," Vesper whispered, her grip on his arm tight enough to leave a bruise. "The Shadow Fleet of the Emperor of Ruin. They are hunting for the Core."

"What do they do?" Leo whispered back, terrified.

"They consume time," Vesper said grimly. "Look at the horizon."

Leo glanced toward the eastern edge of the valley. Where there should have been mountains, there was only a void—a terrifying expanse of absolute, pitch-black nothingness, creeping slowly inward like ink soaking into a paper towel.
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"That is the Un-Time," Vesper explained as the crescent ship drifted away toward the shimmering stone spires. "When the Arch-Architect shattered the Meridian six months ago, the timelines broke apart into isolated fragments called the Forgotten Kingdoms. Without the Meridian to anchor us, the Un-Time is slowly eating every kingdom, one hour at a time. This realm—Aethelgard—has three days left before it vanishes entirely."

Leo’s head spun. "Six months ago? That’s when my granddad went missing!"

"He didn't go missing, Leo," Vesper said softly, finally letting go of his arm. "He was captured. He destroyed the Meridian to keep the Emperor from using it to rewrite history. Now, the Emperor is hunting down the pieces of the Core so he can rebuild the Meridian his way."

She gestured toward the watch in his hand. "And you just brought him the key."
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