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Christopher Thabani Mandawa is a passionate storyteller and thought leader whose work explores the intersections of human experience, culture, and transformation. 

With a unique voice and a deep commitment to empowering others through words, Mandawa draws inspiration from real-life challenges, personal growth, and the richness of African heritage. 
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In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.
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Introduction

JACE KORRAN NEVER ASKED for the power to manipulate time. It was thrust upon him during an experiment gone awry—a glitch in the fabric of reality itself. 

Now, as ChronoKid, Jace can jump backward and forward through time, revisiting moments just long enough to alter small details, adjust outcomes, or prevent minor disasters. His ability allows him to slip through fleeting windows of opportunity, avoiding danger or fixing mistakes with a simple thought. But these gifts come at a heavy cost. 

Every jump leaves ripples in the timeline—fragile threads that threaten to unravel the very fabric of his existence. Jace’s mind is constantly fragmented, bits of past and future memories bleeding into the present, making it difficult to discern what is real. 

His hopeful, youthful demeanor masks a deep fear: the knowledge that each intervention could irrevocably damage reality or tear apart his own identity. He is driven by the desire to fix the world, but every attempt chips away at his own sense of self. 

Jace dreams of a future where his choices no longer haunt him, where time is a gift instead of a curse. But until then, he remains a guardian of fractured moments, searching for a way to heal the future without losing himself.
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ACT I: The Spark of Disruption (Chapters 1–6)

Theme: Awakening and Uncertainty

The Glitch
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TEMPORA – Present Timeline
Time didn’t flow in Tempora—it layered. It spiraled. It coexisted.

This was a city where the past, present, and future shared the same streets like old friends forced into awkward reunion. Horse-drawn carriages clattered beside hovercars. Gothic cathedrals stood watch beside zero-gravity zen towers. You could order a coffee from a barista wearing chainmail while a drone took your groceries back to your skyflat.

Jace Korran had always felt like he belonged in all of it—and none of it.

Sixteen years old, with the kind of hair that wouldn’t stay flat no matter how much gel he threw at it, Jace stood at the edge of Lab Theta-7, watching light warp around the machinery like it was trying to fold in on itself. His heartbeat ticked faster in his chest, syncing with the deep electrical hum that filled the air.

He adjusted a stabilizer coil with trembling fingers. “Main regulator is green,” he called out. “But the anchor field’s acting jittery. Dad, are you sure the sync pulse isn’t drifting?”

From across the lab, Dr. Elias Korran didn’t even glance up. “Confirmed,” he said, eyes flicking between holographic displays. “We’re inside acceptable variance. The jitter's a proximity echo from the Phase Mantle. It’ll smooth when we close the cycle.”

Jace bit his tongue. Proximity echo. Acceptable variance. He’d heard his dad say things like that a thousand times. The man treated quantum risk like a houseplant that just needed a little water and faith.

The Temporal Breacher—the core of the experiment—stood like a dormant god in the center of the lab. Thick cables ran into a glowing gyroscopic ring, suspended above the floor by magnetic anchors. A pulsing blue-white orb hovered in its center, flickering like an unstable star.

“I still think we should wait for a Council rep to observe,” Jace said, voice lower this time.

That made Elias pause. He finally looked at his son, his sharp features softened by faint smile lines and graying stubble. “If we wait for the Council to authorize anything, they’ll be mourning us before they read the paperwork.”

“You say that like it's a joke.”

“I’m not joking.”

There it was again—that deadpan seriousness Elias always wore when he was certain he was right. Jace had grown up with that look. It terrified him more than the machinery.

He swallowed hard. “You really think this time it’ll work?”

“I know it will.” Elias turned back to the console. “If we stabilize the breach’s edge for longer than six seconds, we’ll have a clean window to map phase-shift behavior. No more simulations. Real-time exposure to the Flow.”

The Flow. The deep current of time that bound the entire city of Tempora—and perhaps, reality itself. No one truly understood what it was. But if Jace’s father was right, the Breacher could touch it.

Maybe even manipulate it.

Still, Jace couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off. The hum was too sharp. The air tasted too metallic. Even the lights in the ceiling vibrated just a little too much. His instincts were screaming.

And his instincts were usually right.

He moved to the backup console and ran a safety check anyway, just in case. The screen blinked. Flux capacitance at 91%. Stabilizers... 88%... and holding. Containment matrix: fluctuating.

That wasn’t good.

“Dad,” he said carefully, “the containment’s dipping under threshold. We might want to—”

“Jace,” Elias said gently, without turning, “I trust you. And I need you to trust me.”

That hurt more than it should have.

Jace stared at his father—brilliant, stubborn, impossible Elias Korran—and nodded, even though everything inside him screamed no. This wasn’t just about data. This was about proof. About ambition. Maybe even legacy.

Elias initiated the phase coil.

The lab’s temperature dropped instantly. Frost formed along the outer edge of the Breacher’s housing. The orb pulsed with chaotic light, stretching itself inward and outward simultaneously, defying shape and physics alike.

Jace stepped back, breath fogging. “I’m seeing compression spikes—readings we’ve never hit before.”

“It’s fine,” Elias said. “It’s talking back.”

“What?”

“The Flow. It’s resisting.”

“Shouldn’t that be a red flag?!”

“Or it’s the final barrier. The last skin between theory and reality.”

“Dad—”

“I’ve got it, Jace!”

Then came the first scream—not a sound, but a feeling. A twisting in the air, like every moment in the lab cried out in unison. Light exploded from the breach in a sphere of energy that expanded, paused, and then imploded in a flash of violent white.

Jace flew backward, slamming into a reinforced column. The world exploded into shards—sound, sensation, memory.

And then—

Stillness.

Stillness

At first, Jace thought he was dead.

Not metaphorically. Not like when he failed a test or got knocked off his hoverboard. This was different. Real. Final. There was a void where his thoughts should be. He was floating in it. Time didn't move. He didn’t move.

Then came the sound—dull and distant, like thunder beneath the ocean.

Ba-dum.

His heartbeat.

Then light. Faint and colorless at first, like dawn from underwater. It grew sharper. Brighter. Then came pain—his whole body lit up with it, his limbs vibrating with static. He gasped and time snapped back into motion like a pulled rubber band.

He was lying in the hallway outside Lab Theta-7. The reinforced glass walls were cracked and smeared with ash. The double doors to the lab were stuck half open, bent and smoldering. Emergency lights blinked red along the ceiling. The overhead clock read 10:47 PM.

“What the hell...” Jace whispered. His voice sounded hollow, like it didn’t belong to him.

They’d started the experiment at 2:14 PM.

His stomach lurched. His head pounded. He forced himself to sit up, groaning as his vision wobbled. Every breath tasted like copper and ozone. The world tilted at a slight angle, like a picture frame hanging wrong on the wall of existence.

He pulled himself to his feet.

His knees buckled, but he caught the railing outside the chamber door.

There was blood on his knuckles. Burns on his hoodie. His watch—his father’s old analog watch—was frozen at 2:16. The second hand had snapped off entirely.

Dad.

The thought hit him like a spear.

Jace stumbled toward the lab doors. The control pad was fried, but the damaged door slid aside just far enough for him to squeeze through.

The lab was a graveyard.

The Temporal Breacher was gone—only melted steel and fractured magnetic rings remained. Sparks sputtered from exposed wiring. The entire center of the room was scorched in a perfect circle.

He took one step inside, heart hammering, eyes darting.

Then he saw it.

Elias’s ID badge, lying just outside the scorch mark. The lanyard was half-burnt, curled like paper in fire.

Jace fell to his knees beside it. He picked it up slowly.

It was warm.

Not from the heat of the explosion—no, this warmth was recent. Alive. Like it had just been dropped.

“Dad?” he whispered. His voice cracked. “Dad, where are you...”

Nothing answered him. Not even the whisper of machines.

He stood again, slowly, unsteadily.

The world swam.

And then—

It glitched.

Just for a second.

The room flashed with light and color—and suddenly everything was fine.

The lab was untouched. The Breacher hummed quietly. The air was clean. Lights flickered green on every panel. And there, at the central console—

Elias. Alive. Focused. Typing something.

Jace’s eyes widened. “Dad!” he shouted.

But Elias didn’t turn.

He didn’t react at all.

Jace ran forward—but something was wrong. His feet didn’t touch. His voice felt thin. He moved like mist, disconnected.

“Dad! I’m here!”

No response.

He reached out to touch his father’s shoulder.

His hand phased through him like smoke through a beam of light.

No...

Then—snap.

Back to ruin.

The room was scorched again. Elias was gone. The silence returned.

Jace staggered backward, nearly falling.

“What... what is happening to me...”

He pressed a hand to his chest. His heartbeat was too fast. His breath too shallow. The air itself felt thick with wrongness.

And then it happened again.

A slip.

This time it was faster. One blink—Elias was alive. Next blink—gone. Third blink—whole lab. Fourth—wreckage.

He fell to his knees, choking on breath. His head spun.

I’m seeing different moments. Flashing through time. This isn’t possible. This isn’t real.

He squeezed his eyes shut, gripping his scalp.

Stop stop stop STOP—

Then something inside him clicked.

A sensation surged outward from his chest. Cold at first. Then electric. His skin lit with goosebumps. His ears rang with static.

The air bent around him. The lights flared and dimmed all at once. Dust lifted into the air, then fell back down in reverse.

He slipped again—but this time, he knew it.

He opened his eyes and watched it happen.

The lab rippled between states. A series of moments—echoes—cycling like frames of a film.

In one version, Elias shouted orders. In another, he was gone. In another, the breach hadn’t formed yet. In another, Jace stood beside himself, both versions flickering in and out of sync.

It was beautiful.

And horrifying.

He reached out to his past self—

—and then the moment shattered.

He fell, hard, to the cold tile floor, chest heaving.

The Breacher remnants crackled once... then fell silent.

He lay there, wide-eyed, his fingers twitching.

“I’m broken,” he whispered. “Or time is.”

And deep inside, where logic couldn’t reach, something agreed.

Fragmented

The city didn’t feel real anymore.

After Jace managed to stagger out of the lab and call emergency services, everything blurred. Council medics arrived, took scans, asked questions in voices too calm to be human. They taped off the lab, sealed the hallway, and hauled him to a diagnostics pod without even letting him grab his dad’s badge.

He answered what he could. Name. Age. Status. No, he didn’t know where Elias Korran was. Yes, he remembered the blast. No, he wasn’t hallucinating—he was sure he’d seen the lab shift.

They looked at him like he was concussed.

Maybe he was.

Now he sat alone in a low-lit observation room inside a wing of the Chrono Council’s emergency clinic, wearing a gray hospital shirt and a sterile wristband that blinked faintly with biometric data. The room buzzed with faint temporal shielding—standard in facilities like these, to keep “accidental loops” from cascading.

But the buzzing made his teeth itch.

He rubbed his arms to fight the chill. It wasn’t cold—at least not physically. But there was something under his skin, crawling like static.

This isn’t normal. None of this is normal.

He’d seen it. Felt it.

Time wasn’t just broken—it was stuck to him.

The door hissed open. A woman in a long burgundy coat stepped inside, data pad under one arm. Short silver hair, deeply lined eyes, and an aura like she could see through every lie you hadn’t even told yet.

Councilor Elira Vanthe.

High-ranking Chrono Council agent. Publicly listed as a historian, but everyone knew she was far more than that. She was the one who cleaned up temporal messes—quietly and without leaving loose ends.

Jace sat straighter. “Is... is my dad okay?”

She didn’t answer at first. Just looked at him. Not at him, really. Through him.

“I’ve reviewed your scans,” she said finally, her voice calm and clipped. “Your vitals are stable. Neural rhythms are elevated but coherent. You’ve got minor injuries from the blast. Nothing permanent.”

Jace waited. The silence stretched.

“And my dad?”

She looked at her pad. “Dr. Elias Korran is missing. There’s no physical trace. The incident logs show a localized temporal rupture inside Lab Theta-7, followed by an implosion and irregular wavefront distortion. We believe he may have been caught in the breach’s core.”

“You believe?” Jace asked, anger rising in his throat. “You don’t know?”

“We’re running projections. Modeling the blast. Searching for echoes.”

“Echoes?”

“Time fragments. Ghosts of possibility. If we find one, we may trace his last presence.”

Jace swallowed the lump in his throat. “I saw him. After. The lab shifted, and he was there. Not like a memory—real. I was there.”

Elira’s gaze sharpened. “Are you saying you slipped?”

Jace nodded. “I didn’t mean to. It just... happened. I moved forward. Back. Everything flipped. And I think I saw myself. Twice.”

She put the pad down and stepped closer. Her eyes scanned his every twitch. “Tell me. Exactly. What did you feel when it happened?”

Jace took a breath. “It’s like I fell through... layers. Not just memories. Actual moments. I didn’t just remember the lab before the blast—I was in it. But no one could hear me. I couldn’t touch anything. Then it snapped back.”

She didn’t interrupt. Didn’t blink.

“There was something else,” Jace said. “This pressure. Like my heartbeat was out of sync with time. And I could feel it in my fingers—like I was vibrating between seconds.”

Elira nodded slowly. “That’s a temporal echo signature. You’re not just remembering time—you’re crossing it.”

“Is that... possible?”

“For most people? No.” She stepped back and folded her arms. “But you’re not most people.”

Jace frowned. “What does that mean?”

“You’ve heard the term ‘Chrono Catalyst,’ yes?”

He nodded. “That’s what my dad used to call me. Said I had instincts that slipped past causality.”

“It’s more than instincts,” she said. “Chrono Catalysts are rare. Genetic anomalies, maybe. Or the universe’s way of balancing probability. You’re one of them. Maybe the strongest we’ve seen in a century.”

Jace sat back, overwhelmed. “So this... this power—”

“Isn’t power,” Elira interrupted. “Not yet. Right now, it’s a crack in the dam. You’re leaking across realities without control.”

He swallowed. “Then what happens next?”

She studied him for a moment longer.

“We monitor you. You stay in Council custody. You train, stabilize, and learn to navigate the Flow safely. You’ll have supervision at all times. If your father is still alive out there... you might be the only one who can reach him.”

A beat.

Then Jace said what he hadn’t dared to speak aloud:

“What if I can’t hold it together? What if I unravel?”

Her voice dropped, colder now. “Then the Council will make sure you don’t take the rest of time with you.”

Edge of the Moment

They gave Jace a room. It looked more like a cell.

Clean, white, uncomfortably quiet. One bed. One desk. A blank screen mounted on the wall. No clocks. No mirrors. No windows.

Too dangerous, they said. Anything reflective or synchronized could cause unstable phase distortion while he was “still resonating.” Whatever that meant.

Time, to the Council, was like a wild animal—they didn’t cage it. They tranquilized it.

Jace stared at the ceiling. He hadn’t moved in an hour.

There were bruises all over his arms now, blooming in shades that looked older than a day—though the doctors swore they weren’t there during the first scan. His fingers twitched in patterns he didn’t recognize.

Sometimes I’m not sure I’m in the right moment, he thought. Sometimes it feels like I’m half a second behind my own heartbeat.

He closed his eyes. Just for a moment.

And he slipped again.

This time, it was different.

He was on a rooftop. Cold air whipped through his hoodie. The skyline of Tempora stretched in every direction—shifting, layered, pulsing with history.

Below him, the city moved in fractured time.

One street had cobblestone carriages. The next, sleek maglev transit. A blimp drifted across a sunset sky even though it had been midnight a moment ago. Buildings merged—futuristic steel growing from the bones of baroque towers. Voices echoed in half-understood dialects. Somewhere, a street vendor called out a price in credits and shillings at the same time.

Jace stood at the edge of the roof, hands trembling.

Then—he saw him.

A figure in a black coat with flickering edges. Like static sewn into cloth. Standing across the rooftop. Watching him.

Not his father.

Older. Taller. His presence felt like pressure on the inside of Jace’s skull.

“Who are you?” Jace called out.

The figure tilted its head. “You're leaking,” it said. The voice was fractured, overlapping itself, like a chorus of possibilities. “You’re not supposed to be here yet.”

“What is this place?”

“This?” the figure gestured vaguely. “This is the edge. The seam. The moment before the moment.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means,” the figure took a step closer, “you haven’t chosen your timeline yet.”

Something pulsed behind its mask. For the first time, Jace saw the emblem stitched to the figure’s coat. A silver hourglass, upside down.

“You’re him,” Jace said quietly. “You’re Epoch.”

The figure nodded once.

“You’re the one altering history.”

“Not altering,” Epoch said. “Correcting. Reality wasn’t meant to be linear. It’s a loop. A circle. We broke it by pretending we could walk straight.”

Jace shook his head. “You destroyed my father’s lab.”

“I set it free. And you with it. You’re welcome.”

Jace’s fists clenched. “If he’s dead—”

“He’s not,” Epoch interrupted. “He’s misplaced. Like a thought you can’t remember until it’s too late.”

“Then bring him back!”

“I can’t,” said Epoch. “But you might. If you survive long enough.”

He took another step forward. The air shimmered around him.

“You’re not ready yet, ChronoKid. But you will be. You’ll have to be.”

“Why?”

Epoch’s voice dropped to a whisper that echoed like thunder:

“Because your timeline is the last one standing.”

And then—

everything shattered.

The rooftop vanished. The wind stopped. The noise folded into silence.

Jace bolted upright in the white room, gasping.

His hands glowed faintly, traced with temporal static. The lights above flickered once—then reversed, zipping backward for half a second before correcting.

Alarms blared.

Outside, boots pounded down the corridor.

Jace stood.

He didn’t know what was happening to him. He didn’t know if he was stable, or sane, or even in his correct present.

But one thing was clear:

His father was alive.

Epoch was real.

And time was no longer safe.

The door hissed open. Council agents with tranquilizer cuffs surged in.

Jace didn’t run.

He simply whispered, “I have to go back.”

And time...
shivered.
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Time Slips
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A New Normal
They let Jace return to school a week after the incident.

Officially, it was listed as a “containable temporal anomaly.” Unofficially, every Council observer at Solus Academy now tracked his every step—from the janitor with suspiciously sharp eyes to the history teacher who never blinked.

Still, Jace welcomed the return to routine. Or at least, the illusion of it.

Everything looked the same: the bright spires of the academy’s central atrium, the glass walkways spanning above skyrail lines, the shimmering field of chronite crystal beneath the gym where past and future timelines intersected for philosophical studies.

But time had lost its shape.

Ever since the rooftop—ever since seeing Epoch—Jace could feel the flow under his skin. Like a sixth sense. A clock that didn’t tick, just vibrated, soft and constant. It whispered chances. Edges. Gaps in causality.

He’d promised the Council he wouldn’t use his ability unsupervised.

He broke that promise by second period.

The First Slip

It started small.

Mr. Kalden’s coffee mug tipped from his desk during a lecture. One of those “oh no, not on the essay drafts” moments.

Jace saw it fall—slowly, impossibly slow. Everyone else gasped, flinched.

But to Jace, there was time.

He blinked.

And stepped two seconds back.

The mug hadn’t moved yet.

He reached forward casually, caught it midair, and set it back on the desk like nothing had happened.

Mr. Kalden blinked. “Did... I drop that?”

“You were about to,” Jace said with a shrug. “Good reflexes, huh?”

He told himself it didn’t count. It wasn’t even a real use of power. Just... a slip. A nudge.

But then came the second time.

The Test

History exam. Chrono-philosophy of the 2800s. Normally, he’d be sweating—he hadn’t studied since the lab explosion.

But something told him... try.

He didn’t jump far. Just a blip. Half a second. Back into the lecture room from last week.

The teacher’s voice echoed in layers:

“The Chrono Council was founded on the principle of tri-causal neutrality—past, present, and future must not interfere...”

Jace blinked. The information landed neatly in his mind. Another blink, and he was back at his desk.

He wrote down the answers with eerie precision.

By lunchtime, he was humming with possibility.

He caught a fly ball in the gym that would’ve broken a window.

He helped a first-year avoid faceplanting on his hoverboard ramp—just blinked backward, redirected the board midair, and blinked back forward to “catch” the fall like a hero.

People started noticing.

“Whoa, Jace! You’re like psychic or something!”

He laughed it off. “Just lucky.”

But inside, he was buzzing.

And then came the headache.

Backlash

It struck just after school.

He’d barely stepped off campus when a sharp snap behind his eyes dropped him to his knees.

The world shimmered sideways—people frozen in mid-step, a bird hanging motionless in the air.

Then—

Visions.

A flash of fire—the library burning.

A figure in shadow—Epoch, walking through a crowd who couldn’t see him.

A shattered clock tower—Solus Academy in ruins.

And worse—Jace, older, bloodied, screaming at a mirror that didn’t reflect him.

Then it all vanished.

And he was alone on the street again.

His nose was bleeding. His hands trembled uncontrollably.

What the hell was that?

Was it the future? A possibility? Or just his mind breaking apart?

He didn’t tell the Council.

Not yet.

Slippery Slope

The next few days blurred.

He tried not to slip—but temptation bled in.

A minute here, a second there.

Just enough to dodge a conversation. Avoid a late assignment. Win a casual race.

Each time, the world adjusted. The Flow around him rippled like water after a pebble.

And each time, the backlash worsened.

His sleep shattered. Dreams overlapped into days. He’d reach for a doorknob and see it open before he touched it. He’d hear people speak words they hadn’t said yet. Whole conversations unraveled out of sync.

And always—the visions.

Epoch.

Burning streets.

Himself, standing still while the world decayed around him.

The Warning

It wasn’t long before Elira returned.

She didn’t knock.

She simply appeared in the academy garden during his study period, seated calmly beside a pond that shimmered backward in time—ripples forming before stones fell in.

“You’ve been slipping,” she said.

Jace sat beside her, silent.
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