

    
        
          Chronicles of Chameleon - The Deja vu Vortex

        

        
        
          Vella Thevan

        

        
          Published by Vella Thevan, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CHRONICLES OF CHAMELEON - THE DEJA VU VORTEX

    

    
      First edition. August 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Vella Thevan.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231298976

    

    
    
      Written by Vella Thevan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

PREFACE

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Epilogue

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​PREFACE


[image: ]


​This book began as a flicker of an idea—a concept born from curiosity, wonder, and a dash of creative chaos. As its author, I had the vision, the characters, and the story's spirit in mind. But I must confess: I didn’t write every word of it alone.

Much of what you’re about to read was brought to life with the help of artificial intelligence. Not as a cold machine churning out pages, but as a strangely insightful co-writer, one capable of weaving humor, depth, and imagination into the fabric of my story.I steered the ship. The vision, the voice, the absurdity—all mine. But the paragraphs? The pacing? The long bits I didn’t feel like wrestling with at 2 a.m.? That was mostly the silicon sidekick.

I provided the soul; the AI helped shape the body.

It has been an unconventional partnership—one part human instinct, one part machine intelligence. Together, we built this world word by word, idea by idea. While I guided the plot and tone, the AI helped me fill in the details I could only vaguely imagine. It responded, adapted, and occasionally surprised me in ways no traditional process ever had. So this book is, in truth, a duet: one part human nonsense, one part machine genius.

To readers: this book is a product of both creative spark and digital collaboration. A fusion of storytelling and technology. A glimpse into a future where the line between human and machine creativity becomes not a division—but a conversation.

To the AI: thank you for helping me bring my imagination to life. Thank you for not judging my bad grammar, and for never asking, “Are you sure about this character?”

You didn’t ask for credit, but you’ve earned this mention.

And to you, dear reader—thank you for being part of this strange and wonderful experiment.Thanks for picking this up. Whether you’re here for the story, the experiment, or just curiosity, I’m thrilled you’re along for the ride.

And if you find any typos... Well, blame the human.  

-The Author

​

​

​
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Toothpaste Volcano

Chameleon (The last name is Breuguard, a fact he often forgot on purpose) woke up that morning with the vague but persistent feeling that he had already woken up that morning. Twice. The first time, he’d stubbed his toe on the leg of his reclaimed driftwood bed. The second time, he’d narrowly avoided it, only to trip over a stray thought he’d left on the floor from the night before. This, the third awakening, felt unnervingly final. A thin film of sweat and dread clung to his scales.

He stumbled into his bathroom, a cramped affair where the sink was a repurposed turtle shell and the plumbing gurgled with what he hoped was just water. He stared into the cracked mirror nailed sideways above the sink, holding his bamboo toothbrush like a weapon against the encroaching day. The crack in the glass split his reflection in two, a fitting visual for how his brain felt.

“Today feels familiar,”

He muttered, squinting at the two halves of his face as if they were conspiring against him.

“Alarmingly familiar.”

Then it happened. It wasn't a slow creep of recognition; it was a psychic explosion.

As he leaned over the rusted bucket that served as his basin and spat a foamy swirl of peppermint-and-chili-flake toothpaste, his world fractured. A sudden, violent image flashed in his mind—a volcano. Not just any volcano. It was a very specific one, spewing cherry-flavored lava against a bruised purple sky. At its peak, a flickering neon sign blinked erratically, reading

-NO REFUNDS- 

And he, Chameleon Breuguard, was standing at the caldera’s edge, spitting an identical swirl of toothpaste directly into the molten heart of it. He felt the phantom sting of sulfuric ash on his tongue and the immense, soul-crushing certainty that he had made a terrible, irreversible mistake.

He stood frozen, the toothbrush slipping from his grasp and clattering into the bucket. His heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped bird.

“...What in the bubblegum-flavored abyss was that?”

A sizzle and a clatter echoed from downstairs, followed by a familiar, gravelly voice. “Another prophetic dental event, are we?”

Clogsworth the raccoon shouted, his words punctuated by the rhythmic clang of a spatula against hot metal.

“Did the mint leaves foretell a market crash again?”

“Worse,” Chameleon said slowly, padding downstairs with his mouth still full of minty confusion and existential dread. The scene in his makeshift kitchen was pure, unfiltered Clogsworth. The raccoon, wearing a grease-stained apron over his thick fur, was frying eggs on the polished, still-warm engine block of a stolen hovercraft. The air smelled of fried eggs, motor oil, and rebellion.

“I think I just had... a memory from another me,” Chameleon explained, beginning to pace a well-worn path in the floorboards.

“A me who makes very poor choices involving geology and oral hygiene.”

Clogsworth expertly flipped a tire-shaped omelette onto a tin plate. “That’s either multiverse leakage,” he said, not looking up, “or you’ve been brushing with the reality-warping mint again. I told you, the stuff from the Whispering Bog has side effects.”

“It wasn’t like the usual deja vu,”

Chameleon insisted, his voice rising with agitation. “The usual stuff is like a faint echo. A whisper. This was a scream. This time, I felt the heat on my scales. I heard the lava hiss my name. I tasted regret, Clogsworth! Deep, abiding regret!”

Clogsworth finally paused, holding the greasy spatula aloft. He blinked his dark, intelligent eyes.

“You licked the volcano?”

“No! I mean—ugh!” Chameleon threw his hands up in frustration.

“The feeling! The emotion! I think deja vu is more than just a glitch in the matrix. What if it’s... a signal? A warning flare fired from another timeline?”

“A glitch is a glitch,” Clogsworth grumbled, scraping burnt bits off the engine.

“No, it's a portal! A tear in the storyline! A cosmic 'Look out below!'”

The raccoon dropped the pan with a deafening clatter. The omelette slid to the floor, landing with a tragic splat.

“A tear? By the Sacred Biscuit, why didn’t you say so?”

He ripped off his apron. “Those are always messy. We must leave at once.”

​The Packing

PACKING TOOK FIVE AGONIZING hours. It wasn't the volume of their possessions that caused the delay, but the temporal instability of the process. Chameleon was trapped in a loop of his own actions. Every time he rolled up a navigational map of the Shifting Sands, he’d be struck by a vivid memory of that same map leading him into a sentient laundry basket in a previous life. When he tried to tie his boots, he was convinced the knot had not just been tied before, but had actively betrayed him during a past escape, leading to a mild but inconvenient ankle-related peril.

“deja vu is the universe winking,”

He told himself, stuffing a sock into a carton by mistake.

“And winks are always suspicious. They imply a secret, and I, for one, do not appreciate being left out of the cosmic joke.”

By the time the sun began to bleed orange and purple across the horizon, they were finally, chaotically, ready.The gang assembled in the overgrown yard outside, a motley crew of temporal misfits.

There was

Clogsworth, raccoon mechanic and former biscuit smuggler, now armed with a wrench that could supposedly tighten loose plot threads. He was currently trying to fit a spare engine part into a bag that was clearly too small, muttering about poor inventory management across all timelines.

Beside him stood

Zarla, a Goliath beetle with an iridescent carapace, thirty-four PhDs in fields no one had ever heard of (like Theoretical Gastronomy and Aggressive Botany), and a bright red megaphone that was permanently attached to her claw.

“ACCORDING TO MY CALCULATIONS, THIS EXPEDITION HAS A 73.4% CHANCE OF PARADOXICAL COLLAPSE!”

she blared, causing a flock of nearby birds to fly away in perfect, terrified formation. “I ADVISE PACKING MOIST TOWELETTES!”

And then there was

Goob, an ambulatory mushroom who communicated through a series of thoughtful sighs and by releasing spores that formed images in the air. He insisted he wasn’t a pet or a sidekick, but had simply “spore-ted in for the ride.” He now released a puff of green spores that coalesced into a perfect, shimmering question mark.

And of course, there was Chameleon—still mildly damp and smelling faintly of mint, having brushed his teeth nine times in an attempt to either replicate or ward off the volcano vision.

They didn’t have a map that made sense. They didn’t have a destination. But they all had one terrifying, unifying thing in common: they remembered things that hadn’t happened yet. A shared glance between them confirmed it—the taste of a fruit they’d never eaten, the punchline to a joke no one had told, the sorrow of a loss that was still years away.

And somewhere, in the tangled threads of time, someone—or something—didn’t want them to remember.

​
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