
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Abyss and Diana return to the world of magic and Witches, except this time aliens and a quest through multiple timelines are involved in an attempt to stabilize the chaos of the universe.

	 

	 

	Just three months after his first quest, Abyss and Diana are once again dragged into the bizarre. A group of aliens trying to test humanity and a decisive strike from the Brotherhood of Clerics drag in the opportunistic water-wielder Friedrich Drake. Caught up in strange mutations and injuries once again, the young hero must leap through time, traveling to both the past and present to restore the rifts in the fabric of the universe.

	As he seals a time loop for the half-mad Witch Dorothy, Abyss furthers his connection with all the Earth’s fauna, learning to co-exist with a tentacle buried inside his chest. Thrown into the future, the boy must come face to face with many possibilities, each of them filled with disappointments and shortcomings. And as his journey continues, the ominous Pharaoh and the cynical Diana continue to oversee his development, whilst Inder and Latis are once again sent to assist him. Inevitably, it seems like growing up and maturity mean giving up on many dreams.

	Always filled with injury and disaster and never quite complete, the new saga of Abyss’s story abounds with twists, turns, and a fair share of oddities. For better or for worse, there is no fate that is set in stone.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Just when I thought life could be getting back to normal, I woke up in the middle of the night to find writhing tentacles bursting from my chest. My shirt was about to be ripped, so I hastily peeled it off and shivered in the cold winter night. It was already early December, and almost three entire months since I’d embarked on that odd adventure. Heading over to the mirror, I confirmed that the octopus-like tentacles were indeed attached to my chest muscles and internal organs. They flexed and writhed with a slimy, purplish hue, almost as if signaling their hunger to peel open a fresh crab or clam.

	“What is it, anyways?” I muttered softly. My parents and brother were still sleeping, and I doubted this phenomenon was something a hospital could fix. Last time I’d burst out, this ignoble aberration had been in my battle against Simon Williams, who’d wanted to end my hero’s quest and take it over for himself. And by the end of that story, I probably didn’t even look cool compared to many fantasy or science fiction heroes. It was my ally, Diana, who’d fired the final shot to help seal the God of Fire, and I learned soon after that it was an improper seal, as well. But that pink-haired Witch, Dorothy, wasn’t too displeased about it. I sighed and scratched my head as the appendages on my chest continued to writhe.

	“Dorothy, are you there? You’re the only one I know who can really deal with these tentacles.” No response. I checked my smartphone, which read that it was around 4:30 AM, and today was a Thursday. That meant I had to fix this in a few hours before going to school. That’s right. I was still an eighth grader who’d been inexplicably chosen to fulfill this odd role of hero. This was probably the stuff of most middle school kids’ dreams, and it was, at first.

	But several things had gone wrong from the get-go last August. Even if I wasn’t stuck in some B-rated horror movie with an absurd effects budget, my power usually came with these odd problems, and the allies I’d been dealt hadn’t been too helpful either. In addition, ever since I’d returned to school, my grades had dropped, partially as a result of having to keep myself in good physical shape, as well. My parents would definitely be disappointed in me compared to my brother, who’d made a fine transition to high school already.

	Just as I was letting my frustration fester, the writhing tentacles once again began to sprout a mind of their own. They wanted water, and not just tap water—they were taking me hostage and leading me to somewhere nearby. I really wasn’t in the mood to fight more monsters, especially because I had a history exam today. I honestly hadn’t crammed too much the night before due to my daily training regimen, and I’d wanted to get at least an hour of studying done in the morning. I pulled a thick jacket over my chest and hid the writhing appendages as best as I could as I tip-toed out the front door and headed in the direction the tentacles were guiding me.

	“Sorry to bother you again...” I muttered to myself as I pulled out my smartphone and texted my only available ally.

	Tentacles coming out of chest. Won’t go back in. Maybe find Dorothy for me?

	I texted as I jogged toward the tentacles’ signal. Diana had done a series of neck implants on me almost daily in order to keep my powers under control, and apparently, tentacles had still decided to sprout out of me just in time for me to fail my history exam. She’d probably seen weirder things in her long, four-thousand-year life, but at the same time, she was still annoyed at me in particular and the world in general. Most of the time, she only had to stick around and assist new heroes for a few weeks, but she’d cast an odd spell on me when we were in the dungeon together so we could survive. In games and movies, I’d never shied away from having a little spice when it came to love interests, but I honestly felt like I’d hardly made any progress throughout the last three months. I sighed and wondered if I could see Inder again, who more closely resembled a typical princess.

	Where are you now? Diana texted back. That’s why you need to work out properly, Abyss. Hearing that name reminded me of how stupid this was yet again. I’d forgotten my real name, so the name Abyss just stuck with my allies and enemies, and apparently, everyone in the mortal world was calling me that, as well.

	I think the tentacles are leading me toward the East Creek, I texted.

	As I continued jogging, I recalled the series of events that had occurred last August. Part of me wanted to dismiss it as an odd dream, while another part of me wanted to say that it was a mere prelude to something better.

	I’d tried to save a girl from becoming truck road-kill, and as I took the blow in her place and spiraled into my near-death experience, a mysterious legendary Witch contracted with me. I’d thought it was finally time for me to embark on the epic adventure I’d always dreamed of, but I wasn’t given a single hint, much less a manual for my powers and abilities.

	In an attempt to defend the Western Sanctuary when it was stormed by those weird golden clerics, I’d pulled out a diamond blade and broken the seal of the God of Fire, who’d gone by the name of Krakazrlr when I fought him. By the end of it all, I’d only seen my patron Witch within a small dream-sequence, and I thought I was considered lucky that I would be given at least a few weeks of rest.

	“Will you go away if I give you a nice bath in this creek?” I asked my tentacles as I descended down the small hill and unzipped my jacket. “I don’t know if I can find any clams or crabs for you.”

	When the tentacles were submerged in the running water, I could feel them shrinking a bit and calming down. The winter air still made my mostly mammalian body shiver, and I felt a sneeze coming on. I surveyed my surroundings and was perturbed to find that a police officer was on the bridge above me, probably doing his daily night shifts. I’d gone into the bad part of town, after all. If I made any sudden movements or sounds, he would definitely spot me.

	“Hurry it up, will you?” I whispered to the tentacles.

	Even if there weren’t clams or crabs in the small creek, there were definitely enough small shrimp, and the tentacles seemed to pulse with joy and satisfaction as they pulled a few of these small morsels toward the creature’s beak. Wait, so I had a second mouth as well now? “How many do you have to eat?” I asked. “If burgers and pizzas are too unhealthy, I could just treat you to a chicken salad...” My voice trailed off as my ankles lost their footing, and I stumbled backward alongside the creek. It was enough to get the patrolling officer above to turn his watchlight toward me.

	I turned toward the creek, which seemed to be the most obvious escape. I could always try to fight the police officer, especially since I wasn’t bad at all when it came to boxing now, but I didn’t want to hurt an innocent man who was just doing his job. But the water seemed awfully cold, and I didn’t want to catch pneumonia... I zipped up my jacket quickly and made a run for it, but my footing was still unstable and the officer had already blocked off my path uphill toward the main road.

	“A kid breaking curfew?” the police officer muttered as the flashlight turned toward me. “Hands up, now!”

	I did as the officer instructed, but unfortunately, the tentacles on my chest continued to writhe as I panicked, creating a series of odd folds throughout my jacket. “Uhh, sorry, Mr. Officer...” I said as he stepped closer to observe my jacket.

	“What on earth, are you smuggling kittens or...”

	I was going to be strip-searched at this point, and if I complied, I’d probably be sent to a lab to be vivisected. I didn’t want to be reminded of Captain Drake and his attempt to harvest my organs.

	“Something like that. Here, I’ll hand them over.” My face still looked innocent enough as I used one free hand to unzip my jacket. Shock him and run, I thought to myself, but the tentacles on my chest had another plan.

	“What in tarnation?” The officer exclaimed as the writhing tentacles burst out from my chest and slapped him twice across the face. I used that opportunity to turn tail and run, but the officer was much less stunned than I’d expected. “Stop running, or you’ll be shot,” the officer warned as I heard something click from his equipment belt.

	“Swap out for the cat legs now, tentacles,” I commanded the writhing mass, but they didn’t listen. A gunshot rang out from behind me, and now I knew that this officer meant business. I definitely more resembled an alien in disguise at this point than a kid who’d broken curfew, and I wondered if I could turn and fight before one of the bullets hit me.

	“Narrraggh! A skunk!” I heard the officer collapse behind me as a familiar figure approached me from the sidewalk.

	“Sorry I’m late,” Diana said as she took my hand and started running. “How’d you get caught by the police?” She was frustrated as always, but I sensed compassion in her tone, as well.

	“What did you do to him?” I asked.

	Diana was an expert archer and could shoot someone in the eye from across a football field.

	“He’ll be fine in the long run. I just used a skunk bomb on him,” Diana said as she turned back to examine my chest. “I can help suppress those tentacles for a while, but we’re still going to have to do a lot of training after school to remind your body that it’s human.”

	Diana stopped in the dim light of a lamppost and got behind me, once again preparing to make that familiar insertion into my neck. I was used to the sharp pain by now, but I still didn’t look forward to having to do this for the rest of my life.

	“Did you just wake up and find these tentacles sprouting from your chest? Or were you stuck in some sort of dream-vision?”

	“It’s the former,” I said. “I’m guessing that we’re going to have to go on another epic quest by now?”

	Diana shrugged. “We’ll definitely see the Western Sanctuary about it this weekend... I did all I could, but it’ll still take more time for those appendages to retract into your body.”

	I sighed. Hopefully they’d retract back in time for school, and if they didn’t, I doubted my parents would accept any of my excuses.

	“Well, in the meantime, we can study for the history exam together, right?” I asked as I zipped up my jacket once again. “I didn’t bring my backpack with me, but hopefully, you know a bit more than I do?”

	“It’s something you’ll forget about in ten years anyways,” Diana said.

	I couldn’t deny that, but it was still frustrating to see that Diana hadn’t really integrated into the modern world. Heck, I wasn’t sure why I was given this time off instead of just being able to train full-time in the Western Sanctuary. I wanted to be happy about being able to see my friends and family, but given that I couldn’t share any of my adventures with them and be believed, perhaps I would be better off if I was just a full-time hero.

	I briefly went over some things I expected to be on the exam, but Diana was hardly enthusiastic about it. “So basically, the first government after the War of Independence was the Articles of Confederation...” She was nodding off a bit, and I’d realized that she hadn’t gotten a full night’s sleep either. Her face looked beautiful in the dim light, even if she still retained those black markings on her cheeks from her tribal days. She hadn’t grown out her short blackish-red hair, and she was still definitely on the skinny side compared to models, but I suppose I was finally approaching that age where boys and girls began to like each other.

	The tentacles continued to shrink and writhe less and less, and my thick jacket now actually did a pretty good job of hiding them.

	“We can go to the nearest coffee shop to help get through the day, I guess,” I suggested. I’d honestly just rambled things off the top of my head that I’d made flashcards out of, wondering whether we’d have to deal with the American Revolution or the Civil War more, and it didn’t feel too productive.

	“Don’t drink too much,” Diana advised me. It was indeed foolish for me to try to consume anything in large quantities, especially after I’d ingested those hallucinogenic mushrooms with Inder. I really hoped that drinking a regular-sized coffee wouldn’t agitate the mostly-dormant tentacles on my chest. “It’s still pretty bizarre to me how modern people can become so reliant on substances, from caffeine to alcohol.”

	I didn’t want to start up another debate regarding human progress as we walked toward the nearest coffee shop. It’d still be several minutes until it was open, and a small streak of sunlight was appearing over the horizon. Perhaps what was even worse than the oddities of my special powers was the fact that in this world, things weren’t as simple as fighting for the gods in order to prevent the schemes of evil monsters, demons, and devils.

	The hidden magical world had been created in the first place because one of the creators of the universe, the bizarre, chaotic God of Fire, took an interest in humans and allowed some females to become Witches who sought world peace with their power. The other faction that Witches and heroes usually fought against were golden-armored clerics and priests, who persecuted us as a result of their religious dogma. But at this point, given that I’d had tentacles burst from my chest twice now, I wouldn’t entirely blame them for calling me an aberration.

	“Are you sure I can’t just get a suit of armor and get that diamond blade back again?” I asked Diana.

	She still seemed frustrated and tired that she’d had to wake up at this early hour to deal with me. While I’d frowned upon cliché superhero stories for a few years now, I’d definitely prefer to star in one of those rather than go on my bizarre adventure right now.

	In any case, silence passed until the coffee shop switched its door sign to Open, and as I turned around to observe my surroundings, I saw that a group of four of my fellow students from Pinewood had also come for an early coffee stop. I recognized a couple of them from elementary school, and I sort of envied them being able to live such normal lives.

	“Oh, it’s Abyss, isn’t it? And that weird girl he’s always hanging out with,” Brad, one of the basketball players remarked. “He’s gotten a little taller and more athletic since last year. Do you think he could make the team?”

	I had to remind myself that due to my short height, lack of athleticism, and inconsistent jump shot, if I had never gotten selected on this hero’s journey, I probably would have ended up as another awkward nerd by the time I got to high school. But now, since Diana was posing as a transfer student to keep an eye on me and help me train for further adventures, many of my old friends knew that I was doing long jogs and kickboxing sessions almost every day. I doubted that I had the talent to become an MMA light-weight if I was suddenly relieved of my heroes’ duties, and I was still generally too awkward around people, but it felt like the other students didn’t ridicule me as much now.

	I tried to act normal. “Ah, hey Brad, just trying to get a study session in.”

	It appeared that the group of boys settled with that as they discussed last night’s games and prepared for a morning shoot-around. What was I complaining about anyways? I tried to focus on relaxing and letting the tentacles disappear from my chest. “Do you still wish that Simon had taken over my quest back then?”

	Diana shrugged. “At this age, I’m used to both absurdity and disappointment in life,” she said. “Sometimes, I’m not sure if I should even be training you. Maybe it’d be better for the world if you died in an accident with the clerics rather than letting the Pharaoh progress with his plans for you.”

	Perhaps it was something I wouldn’t understand yet. The four months I’d spent with Diana had been very eventful compared to how mundane and routine life had been before, but to her, it was a mere drop in the large pool of her four thousand years.

	And so I proceeded to drink a regular-sized coffee slowly while trying to recall the flashcards I needed for our history test. “After Washington, it was John Adams, then Alex Hamilton, then Madison...” The tentacles on my chest continued to shrink, and by the time they turned into slight bumps on my chest, it was almost 6:40 AM, when I would usually eat a quick breakfast and head to school.

	“See you at school, Abyss,” Brad said to me as he finished his coffee with his friends. “Try not to kill yourself with all that kickboxing.”

	I turned back to Diana as if repeating the suggestion, but she shook her head.

	“You’re going to do a full workout again today in order to keep those weird mutations under control,” she said.

	 

	*

	 

	I don’t think I failed the history exam that we had that day, but I was pretty sure that I’d missed a good amount of the questions. I’d gotten As and Bs in the past by getting good at multiple choice, but ever since I’d gone on my quest last August, I’d become significantly worse at the short answer sections. The bad thing was that because our math teacher was disappointed, we had several pages of extra homework, which meant that I’d hardly get much sleep after Diana gave me a full day’s training.

	“Is there something weird on your chest?” Daigo Katsuragi, one of my closer friends, pointed out after we met in math class. I grabbed myself there to make sure the tentacles weren’t poking out again, but he brushed it off and tried to laugh. “Oh, I’m just pulling your leg, Abyss,” Daigo said. “I just can’t believe how much you’ve changed in the past few months.”

	Honestly, looking at Daigo was probably looking at my future self if I hadn’t gotten dragged along on my hero’s journey. He wore glasses and was slightly overweight, and with his lack of social skills and athleticism, we had mostly spent our spare time at school talking about video games or anime. It’d probably be more fitting for a generic premise if he’d been the one hit by the truck and sent on his power fantasy. But thinking about his tendencies, he’d probably be disappointed if he’d spent those eventful weeks in my shoes.

	“Want to come to the kickboxing session this afternoon with Diana and me?” I asked. It wasn’t the first time I’d invited him, but Daigo shook his head.

	“I injured my arm from doing a kick in Taekwondo, remember?” Daigo said. “I can’t believe you’d go that far for a girl, though, when it comes to training every day...”

	And, of course, I couldn’t really tell him the truth about what had happened. But then again, I thought if he had reincarnated into another world and pursued a beautiful love interest, he probably wouldn’t miss me, either.

	“So then, how’s your story coming along?” I asked. Even if he’d started just writing generic fanfiction, I felt some obligation to be a better friend—and we did occasionally have creative writing classes for English.

	“Aside from the two-page sample I did for class, I threw the rest of it away. I’m just not feeling inspired right now.”

	Our conversations usually didn’t last too much longer than that, and we’d had fewer and fewer interactions ever since Diana was posted here to watch over me. Perhaps it’d have been that way anyways once we got to high school and if I had decided to buckle down studying or managed to get a girlfriend.

	I decided to not worry too much about it after eating a big after-school snack and following Diana to the edge of the school grounds. Sometimes we were fortunate enough to bike to the nearest kickboxing gym, but today, like most days, she recommended that I set out on a long jog. I would quickly make a stop home to drop off my backpack and get my boxing supplies before heading out toward the inner city.

	I had doubt that practicing would help that much against the various supernatural enemies and monsters I would soon have to deal with. On the other hand, many of my punches had fallen short due to lack of experience last August, and as Diana had mentioned, it could help with preventing more tentacle incidents. My legs had gotten significantly larger, although my shoulders hadn’t broadened like those of superheroes. My parents didn’t entirely approve of this new hobby of mine, and neither did they like spending extra money on the food I needed. Perhaps I should thank my brother for remaining well-adjusted and studious so that my parents wouldn’t be that disappointed.

	 

	*

	 

	“Ah, Abyss, it’s good to see you and Diana as always.” The gym owner, Mr. Gulo, greeted us. Kickboxing still wasn’t nearly as popular as football or basketball in this area, so it was usually the regular people showing up—a few high school students and bored men in their twenties and thirties. What I noticed was that quite a few of the students had bruises on their arms and black eyes, and a few of them even seemed to limp into our afternoon training session. “A pretty weird girl showed up last night after you left,” Mr. Gulo said. “She just called herself Ala as some sort of joke and appeared to sport white hair dye. She was crazy strong and skilled, though, even though it felt like she was no older than sixteen.”

	I turned toward Diana to see if she knew about such phenomena.

	“First time I’ve heard of that, as well,” Diana said. “Just get to training. We’ll worry about weird girls later.”

	Without my supernatural abilities to aid me, I wasn’t particularly impressive when it came to sparring or wrestling with the other gym attendees. I could beat a few cocky and amateur high school kids, but I was still at a significant disadvantage with my shorter limbs and lighter weight. In addition, I was still unsure about kicking, since my legs were usually altered to give additional speed. But most of the regular attendees admired my enthusiasm, and as I was beset with a flurry of punches and stumbled back, I swooped in low for a counter-punch...

	Whiff. Just missed again, as a consequence of my short limbs. A couple of more punches finished the spar for me, and as I sat outside the ring with the other losers, I saw one of the high school boys pull out his phone.

	“Did Gulo tell you about that weird girl last night?” the boy asked. “I managed to get a short video of her, but it was like... whenever any of us tried to record, the resulting footage was kind of blurry.”

	Diana and I both focused on watching the video, and immediately something about the weird girl’s movements stood out to me. It definitely reminded me of Latis, who could move with increased speed and reaction time due to his affinity for ice magic, except that it looked like she wasn’t even trying here.

	“Fast kicks.” I observed the video. “Some look like she’s just making you guys dance or playing with her food.”

	“I know, right?” the boy asked. “She must have been training for almost a decade to get that speed, but her personality sure doesn’t show it.” The white-haired girl finished the spar with a silly grin, and as she turned, revealed a full set of abs and muscular legs. She would be considered beautiful if not for her frame and goofy personality, but...

	“She looks kind of like you,” Diana said, and I wasn’t sure if she was joking. The cheetah-cheeked girl grabbed my hand and dragged me toward the bathrooms. “We’ll definitely have to investigate her, even if her immediate actions don’t really seem hostile.”

	I sighed. “So it looks like the God of Fire and the clerics really don’t want to wait until after I’m done with finals, right?”

	“A simulated dummy will take your place just like last time,” Diana said. That was another thing that didn’t quite make sense to me.

	“Why not just let the dummy replace me for good this time so I can go on hero quests full-time?” I suggested.

	“That certainly is a possibility if you end up getting that busy,” Diana replied. “We should hear from the Western Sanctuary sometime soon.”

	I was riddled with anxiety at the prospect of having to return to a hero
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