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Dedication
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Life can go in many directions. Whether the choice was good, bad, neutral, it is a made or not made. The result is only something one can live with and take the consequences as they come.
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Summary
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So, one would think Desmond would be viewed as having at least sent them a timely warning about the link. Not! All those individuals gathered there not only hadn’t seen the warnings, but they’d also all been the first to vanish too.

Now, they all blamed Desmond for the situation. Though in this case, he hadn’t been the first one to check out the advert.

When Desmond told them about how he’d found the link—from a trusted site that advertised goods for sale from other locales. That shut them all up.

Later he learned that all of them also checked where they’d received invitations. While not the same site as he’d visited, they’d all gone to similar internet goods’ sites.

That still didn’t get him out of hot water with those folks. They still wanted him to pay dearly for having caused them to forfeit their lives because of a stupid game of all things.

When Desmond realized nothing was getting through to them, he ignored them.

After a while though, Desmond began accessing other status windows and forums to see if he could find a reason behind what all happened. However, when he did find something useful, all the others had just simply vanished, leaving him behind to fend for himself.

Ouch.

Upshot, Desmond finally chose to discard his current loser identity and rebuild his entire life from scratch. He also belatedly remembered something else. His other body died because the building he’d been residing in caught fire.

Well, whatever. Now he had something new to work with, Desmond figured he could try and make the best of it.

New World, new life. As for the others, screw em, if Desmond ran into them again, he wasn’t going to bother asking why they’d abandoned him. Nope, he would begin again as someone completely new.

In the end, more happens in this arc even after Desmond departs and new revelations come about as to who he really had been before a weird twist of fate comes in the arrival of someone sent to assassinate Garou Dachau the stationmaster.
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Chapter 1 – Where’d I end up now?
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Purgatoire Waystation

Swirling misty clouds obscured his vision. There were hints of life all around him. That didn’t give Desmond any real clue as to where he’d wound up. Cool drafts soon made him become aware of something else. He was lying on some kind of smooth stonework. It was hard to touch and yet there were subtle grooves indented within the firmness.

It took him a moment to realize that it fitted his body’s dimensions to the point that it almost felt like a coffin.

Yikes. That gave him the chills. Not only that but as his senses came to him, he became more aware of other minute details. Voices hummed somewhat distantly from where he was lying. Some were crying, laughing, howling, but none were filled with despair. More like an effluvium of emotions consisting of hope and curiosity spiked here and there. It vaguely reminded him of people gathered in a museum dedicated to ancient styles of archaeology.

However, this place didn’t ring a bell of familiarity.

So where did I wind up now? Desmond reviewed what he could recall of the last ten or fifteen minutes. Hmm, that’s right. I saved that calico cat that had become a mama again. At least I know for sure those four escaped safely. However, I wasn’t able to avoid both of those damned vehicles.

Once he was certain he knew what happened. This must be some kind of afterlife in between worlds and dimensions. How’d he wound up there? That was the question bothering him now. There was only one way to find out. He had to at least investigate his surroundings so that he could determine his next action.

Now Desmond decided to crack open an eye, and winced. That hurt like fucking hell! All he could see was gray, white, and ivory. Not a hospital, but not something that seemed remotely modern either. A sigh escaped him. This did not improve his mood either. There was no denying he was in a different kind of space altogether.

I could be wrong, but maybe I wound up in spirit central where souls go to reincarnate? That was the only conclusion he could come up with right now. However, his eyes were still hazy. He’d lost his glasses. So, all Desmond could do was close his eyes again and wait a few seconds.

Finally, when Desmond reopened his yes, he was pleased when his gradually his vision cleared. However, it came with an unpleasant revelation. “What the hell?” When it did so, he was horrified to realize he was completely nude. “Ugh, what happened to my clothes?” He had a headache from hell. That was minor to not having any clothing. Talk about embarrassing.

As soon as he spoke, Desmond became abruptly aware of a distinctly hostile atmosphere surrounding him. Great, now what had he done to deserve such an unfriendly welcoming committee this time? Had he really died, or was someone just viciously pranking him again?

“Oh, he’s awake.” There were angry snarls and growls from voices all around him.

“Damn bastard.”

“Do you think you can get away with forcing us into some devil’s bargain?”

“Fucking heresy.”

“I should’ve known we can’t trust him anymore!”

Desmond blinked. Huh? He recognized the voices, but none of them seemed pleased to see him. That’s when he registered what was being said. None of it made sense to him either. He sighed inwardly.

So, what else was new? On the other hand, he had no idea what was happening now. With that in mind, he looked at all of them with clear confusion.

“What gives?” Desmond felt an ominous chill from the unfriendly noises.

“You don’t know?” Leo Payton glowered at him with rage in his normally friendly brown eyes.

“Do you think I’d be asking if I knew?” Desmond snapped.

There was startled silence.

“So how many were hit by trucks?” Desmond kept his voice neutral.

Dead silence greeted his words.

No one huh? Lucky them. They might be able to go about their normal lives then.

“Are you kidding me?” Josiah Green regarded Desmond. “I think you hit your head a bit too hard somewhere.”

“Bah, he’s just faking his claims.” Someone else sneered.

“We have to stop wasting time and get some answers from him!” That was Barclay. Hadn’t he retired like three years ago? Desmond was confused. So why was he here?

“So, why’d you send us some scam link?” It was Leo again.

Desmond sighed. Really? They had nothing better than that to occupy their lives right now. Unbelievable. Unfortunately, Desmond could see they were pissed about something. What relieved him though was that none of them could reach him.

As for some link they were claiming was a scam. Desmond shook his head with a sigh. That is what they were screaming about. Some scam fucking link that they’d been stupid enough to click on despite warnings he’d given out. Who the hell gave them the right to be such bastards to him anyway?

“You’ve got to be kidding me right now?” Desmond was exasperated. “I know I had better security than that.” He folded his arms.

Crap, so somehow something managed to get past his security. Well, he needed more information so that the situation could fixed. A mental sigh escaped him. Now wasn’t the time to worry about that. If that was even possible since he’d been irreparably damaged by that wreck.

Desmond heard low angry growls. So, what he’d said hadn’t gone over well? Not as if that was a shock or anything. These jerks were supposedly his best buds. Clearly that had all been in his head from what he could tell right now.

“Wow, he must think we’re downright idiots.”

“Leo do you actually think he’s innocent?”

Leo shook his head impatiently. “No, I don’t.” He glared viciously at Desmond. “However, he was hiding information before all of this went down!” He shook a fist at Desmond. “Now spill what you know about this whole mess.” He snarled. “Otherwise, I’ll break every bone in your body until you confess.”

Low murmurs followed his threats. Desmond didn’t blink an eye. He had a feeling there was someone else around who wasn’t going to allow anything to happen.
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Chapter 2 – Why did he think setting up Gemstone Academy with these fools was smart?
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Purgatoire Waystation

Once in another lifetime when he hadn’t been exiled and lost most of his power and authority, Garou Dachau dreamed of a place where people of all kinds of species and dimensions would be able to work and study in peaceful coexistence.

However, over the millennia’s he’d come to realize that was a vain hope. Garou Dachau watched in dismay as repeatedly, several individuals had taken the academy’s concepts and twisted them viciously to the point he doubted anyone would be able to comprehend peaceful neutral unity in one place.

He weas startled when one of his occasional visitors tapped him on the shoulder. “Did you not notice the last one to arrive?” Her name was Morae.

Dachau shrugged. “I think I began to lose hope.” He shook his head wearily. “Though he does seem aware of the fact that something has gone terribly wrong.” He’d been mingling with the newcomers. Mostly trying to determine what caused their infuriated cursing and snarling.

That’s when he learned of the existence of someone managing to incorporate the Gemstone Academy into another parallel Earth’s spatial awareness.

Two years had passed since the last attempt. Garou shuddered to think of what happened this time.

Morae sighed. “Despite your fears, no one, except a few individuals died.” She told him. “The majority of these selfish entitled brats can go back to their previous lives and have the memories removed if they’re so inclined.” Morae offered some pleasing news to Garou.

Garou heaved a sigh of relief when hearing that news. “I’m glad to hear that because half of these indigent morons would only bring about serious bad luck to the people in the worlds of the Gemstone Academy Tales.” He gestured angrily towards the swaying crowd gathered around three or four individuals. Those four had been completely nasty. Their words were highly suggestive of power abusers in what life they’d lead on Earth.

Morae frowned. “So, who is this Desmond Orville, they’re reviling in such awful terms?” The fact that she didn’t recognize the name meant that he hadn’t lived in her parallel version of the Earth.

Garou shrugged. “Evidently he is the last one to appear.”

Much to their dismay, Morae winced. “Oh dear.” She muttered. “He is an actual soul of a deceased.” She gestured with one hand. “Do look at what the information is showing about him.

Garou did and his mouth tightened with disgust. So, someone else had decided to kill him. A stalker? One with the same name as that foul-mouthed asshole, Leo Payton. “Great, now I have to find a reason to get them to shut up before they try pounding him into mush.” That was a real possibility. The only difference is that Desmond would revive within seconds. However, he might not remember who’d killed him and go on a rampage.

That was the last thing Garou wanted to happen in his domain.

“Morae. Who do we have on hand that could serve as bouncers if these idiots get out of hand?” Garou wasn’t of mind to do any physical grabbing of anyone if possible. He might disintegrate them straight into the chaos entities’ welcoming embrace. Garou was promptly disappointed to be informed there was no one around.

Morae shook her head. “I’m afraid, the ones perfect for dealing with them are on other missions.”

Garou sighed. “Just my luck.” He frowned in contemplation of the rising hostility and shrugged. “Very well then, it seems I shall have to exercise my power as the waystation stationmaster.”

That really wasn’t something he enjoyed doing. However, it meant keeping the peace with such unruly hooligans causing a ruckus in his domain that is precisely what he would do.

Morae sighed. “I shall go searching for answers and people.” She patted him on his shoulder. “I know this is a nuisance, but do keep as civil of a façade as long as possible.” With that she faded into the mist that swirled around the area.

For now, Garou remained part of the mist. It gave him the advantage of being everywhere at all at once.

That also meant that while remaining insubstantial, no one could grab hold of him either.

It didn’t surprise Garou altogether that soon some of his less patient residents began lurking in various doorways and other corners to witness the sight.

Most of them, however, were watching the newly arrived Desmond Orville with intense curiosity.

Garou finally turned his attention to the lad. What were they so interested in him?

Oh, that was amazing. He was already beginning to move around. Though it was obvious he had a dilly of a headache right now.

Smart young man was taking his time to adjust and observe his surroundings while using his senses to make up for lacking sufficient vision.

Hmm, he reminded Garou of someone, but he wasn’t sure who it was. Now this was going to be somewhat more entertaining than he anticipated. After all, it seemed he was the source of everyone else’s fury.

Well, maybe not everyone, but the majority of those entitled idiots thought they could just say what they were pleased with and strike at whoever they felt justified in beating up. Meh, it looks like I might have to intervene after all. Garou was annoyed by the inconvenience. However, he soon realized that the young man was being extremely cautious and canny as to how he handled the others.

Wow, someone with tact and fortitude with no little smart ass thrown in to remind the others he wasn’t a doormat. Garou was amused. He was the epitome of someone who could become a hero, but despised the role and often wound up becoming the supportive anti-hero who often intervened at just the right moment.

A faint memory stirred in Garou’s mind. Yeah, now he knew who the kid reminded him. One of his incredibly old companions who’d returned to the embrace of the chaotic entities within the cosmos an extraordinarily long time ago. Balder Charl. He’d been a royal smart ass, but loyal companion and not one who liked the active roles. Even though he excelled in combat. He’d just preferred lurking in the background and helping anyone who needed assistance.
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Chapter 3 – Answers come with patience
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Purgatoire Waystation

A soft chiming noise startled everyone into silence.

Where had that come from? Desmond swiveled his head, but couldn’t see anything that could make that type of noise, let alone be manufactured. This was becoming creepier by the second.

“Let the man speak.” An authoritative voice rang out, shushing the others with annoyance. “Right now, all you’ve been doing is throwing accusations at him when he doesn’t even know where he’s wound up.”

“Thank you, kind sir.” Desmond ignored the bitchy remarks. From what he could tell. They’d about worn out their welcome to wherever this place was.

Great. Now he could think. First things first.

Subdued silence filled the air which allowed Desmond to breath somewhat easier and imagine some clothing over his body. Seconds later he was clad in a simple jersey and pants as well as a pair of sandals.

“Wow, how is it that he can do that?” Leo was startled.

“Use your imagination, dummy.” Someone else chided him. “That is how the rest of us were able to find suitable clothing.”

Someone else made a snide suggestion. “Check and see what happens if you say, ‘Status’?” there was a loud sigh. “Earlier we heard the directions, but you were too busy cussing out everyone and everything to even follow that simple instruction.”

Leo grumbled and subsided into irate silence for the meantime.

The welcome silence wasn’t going to last, and Desmond knew it. Focus on the present, fool. He chided himself. Making the mental command, ‘Status,’ did indeed pull up a menu of sorts. Structured just like a game. Desmond could adapt quickly to this strange situation.

Low mutters broke the quiet as the others were able to find clothing that suited their current situation.

Well, that was one problem settled. That’s when Desmond realized he’d lost his calming accessories. However, they immediately adored his ears and neck when thinking about them. Low exclamations followed his actions. He grunted when snorts and snickers echoed around the halls as soon as the adults saw what he was wearing with the simplistic clothing. “Wow, fancy much?”

“Does he think he’s royalty or something?”

“Maybe he’s chosen to be a pimp this time?”

“Oh, wait that would be a slave trafficker?”

Shocked silence descended. That wasn’t going over well at all with most folks.

Desmond chose to take the higher road and ignored everything being said. Besides, if he didn’t get his settings placed right now. He had a feeling he wouldn’t get the choice later. Therefore, Desmond didn’t see any reason why he should bother responding to their crude observations and remarks.

Now if any of those fools dared lay a hand on him. That was another matter entirely. Thus, Desmond did keep part of his subconscious monitoring their activity. Just in case someone was indeed stupid enough to think they could take him unawares. Not with the character he was building.

After all, Desmond remembered what kind of character he’d used in that last stream battle finale. He’d been the leader of the first squad to take down those Pkers after all. Then others followed his lead in their one-time creations of mega-overpowered support characters in the multi-server playground map.

“Well, that would suit him better than anything else.” That last rude observation came from Leo no less.

“Hey now, that’s going too far Leo.”

Desmond ground his teeth but didn’t fall for that bait. He knew when Leo was intentionally provoking him. So, it was unoriginal of him to use that bullshit bait. However, bullshit aside it seemed that for once people weren’t going to just take what he said at his word. Wow, this was kinda fun watching Leo get thoroughly flamed for having crossed that line.

Desmond did find it interesting that some folks clearly didn’t think he would stoop so low. They were right, he wouldn’t. on the other hand, Desmond could see Leo going that low if it meant profit for him. In fact, he had played some sleazy characters that came perilously close to reaching into villainy territory. The only reason he hadn’t stepped over the line was that he’d been warned by several gamemasters to watch his step.

Desmond sighed. how many players had Leo forced into deleting or selling their accounts because he’d done something nasty to them?

Far too many in Desmond’s memory. Unfortunately, he hadn’t been able to find the proof. Thus, he’d merely have chosen not to associate with Leo unless there was no other choice. Oh right, many people had slowly but surely begun quitting playing permanently because of that ass.

Desmond ground his teeth with a sigh.

His other alternative had been to quit games, which Desmond had done so gladly. A few of them had wound up being trash tropes that sickened him with restrictive rules on what they could and couldn’t play as.

“No one could believe that of him at all.”

“Where do your flights of fantasy come from anyhow?”

“Shouldn’t we focus on the present problem we’re facing first?” Desmond suggested and was ignored.

“Maybe it is Leo who is the slave trafficker instead?”

Ominous silence followed that speculation.

“Please cease this useless drivel.” Clearly there was someone of importance mingling within their numbers and for once it wasn’t Leo.

Desmond was admiring of the fellow who was clearly not pleased at all with this latest provocation designed to create a ruckus. He listened with interest to see what else the speaker had to say regarding any other unspoken rules within this area.

The speaker was clearly displeased with Leo and the others who were bristling with outrage at his warnings. “If it keeps up, I’ll silence you all permanently until you chose your next status in the new world and are sent off.”

Now that was effective, Desmond had to admit. Even he knew there would be no differentiation if the man had to take that action.

“I hope I have made myself clear.” The same authoritative voice cut them all off with a stern warning. “This is going to be the final warning I will issue on this matter.” It was clear he was tired of their snotty remarks and attitude. Not only that but he wasn’t going to tolerate insults of such degrading suggestions in his domain.

“Yes sir,” That was clearly filled with defiant resentment but not the point of instigating the man who’d spoken into following through with his threat.
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Chapter 4 – When all else fails, use intimidation of authority.

[image: ]




[image: A group of people in a room with columns and a round doorway

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Purgatoire Waystation

This was becoming dangerously unbalancing as far as the general atmosphere was concerned. Fortunately, though this problematic attitude was contained in the spatial area reserved for arrivals to the astral realm. Garou was glad he’d made that decision to keep some areas separated to prevent disturbances in other sectors.

Especially with this latest outburst that occurred, a sigh escaped him. Now, Garou Dachau knew he had a severe problem with his hands.

Morae reappeared at his side. “So, I take it we have a reoccurrence happening once more?”

Garou nodded. “This is what, the thirteenth  attempt?” This was quite an annoying set of circumstances. “Just how many parallel alternative rifts of Earth’s timeline opened up with that last calamity?”

Morae gave a puzzled shrug. “Damned if I know.” She admitted. “I no longer keep track of that. Not my part of the sector any longer.” Her reminder made Garou sigh.

“Right, we split up duties and assignments between other sub-stationmasters.” Garou grimaced. “It looks as if I’ll have to do some reviews and evaluations of what exactly they’re doing.”

Granted, all portions of the waystation had autonomous control and freedom to govern them as the sub-station heads. However, they still had to report to him about what was happening in their spatial zones.

“Evidently they took my rules as some kind of cosmic joke.” Garou wasn’t surprised. “They were rogues and lone wolves whom I sheltered.” Now he wondered if he’d made a tactical mistake.

Morae understood what he meant. “None of the original misfits within the Loner’s Niche have anything to do with the present situation.” She hastily reassured him.

Garou nodded. “Yes, I know.” He’d made damned sure that they received a reassignment elsewhere that didn’t destroy either their bodies or their memories.

They’d gone to an area where they weren’t involved in geopolitical nonsense. At least that had been the goal. “Err, how are they faring?”

Morae smiled. “Since they opted to not receive reincarnation as a choice.” She shrugged. “Now it is only their descendants who’re living peaceful lives.”

Garou was relieved. “So, they aren’t being hassled with outside interference.” He murmured. That was  probably the last bastion not affected by the Gemstone Academy fiasco.

Morae frowned. “I wouldn’t say that.” She murmured. “Their descendants are residing in Tomash Continent and the merged planets of Bellerophon and Hemathos, if I’m not mistaken.”

Garou flinched. “When did that happen?” He had no recollection of it occurring in any of his records.

Morae’s eyes widened. “Evidently it is happening now.” She stared at him in horrified shock.

“This can’t be happening.” Garou fumed. “No wonder that damned virus reappeared.” He was exasperated.

Morae winced. “I’ll prepare the staff for an influx of apocalyptic size intake.” She muttered. “If these people are an example of what’s to come,” She shuddered.

Garou nodded. “Better to have caught on now than remain ignorant of what those fools above are messing around again.” He would have a few things to say to those chaotic forebearers if they were indeed behind this.

Morae grimaced. “May I depart?”

“Dismissed.” He wasn’t going to keep Morae from her duties. A sigh escaped him as he contemplated the newest wrinkle.

Garou ran a hand through his hair when he assessed the masses before him. He shook his head in disgruntlement. “Well, at least I can deal with the majority of them.” Garou did have some control over who remained and didn’t.

It was quite apparent that some naïve fools had been tricked into sharing information about Gemstone Academy to the worlds around them once more. A heavy sigh escaped Garou. Or worse, and he hoped it wasn’t the latter. Something very nefarious stirred in the shadows once more.

“I should’ve known this wasn’t over yet.” Dachau could’ve sworn that the worst of the evil out there had long perished. This meant he had research ahead of him. “Oh wait, I have assistants for that now.” Garou looked around.

There they were. “Moldavan, Rodine.” He beckoned to them. “I need you to look into something.”

Moldavan and Rodine immediately materialized from where they’d been lurking in the shadows.

The masses were completely unaware of their presences. How blind were those people. Garou sighed loudly.

Moldavan and Rodine grinned at his exasperation. “You need us to look into the latest version of that problematic cosmos game of Gemstone Academy’s thirteenth revival?” They had even become aware of its deviously twisted existence.

Garou nodded. “’m at a loss.” He confirmed with a sigh. “I want to know where I didn’t think to check in all the frenzy.” Had he somehow missed some in his final sweep? He was so sick and tired of all this nonsense. However, now that he had something to look for, he would begin to do so immediately.

Moldavan and Rodine exchanged glances. “You did a very thorough sweep, sir.” Moldavan informed him.

“However, we’ll do a deeper dive, even if it means braving the unknown portions of the chaos-controlled cosmos.” Rodine vowed. His expression was grim.

“Have you caught chatter from somewhere deep within those regions?” Not even Garou had the energy to penetrate those depths.

Only the courageous, trained warriors of multiple generations and species would be able to deal with that mess. Garou didn’t even want to think of what that type of expedition would require.

“Briefly,” Rodine confirmed. “Though it was more like an echo from another timeline that was made extant.”

When Moldavan nodded, Garou grimaced. “Well, call on any other resources you may require.” He knew there were other waystations and spheres of consciousness that hadn’t been connected into a network. Now that seemed a good thing from what he could tell. “In the meantime, I’m going to clean up this mess.” He gestured to what milled in his entryway.

Moldavan frowned. “Should we remain here and assist with that?”

Rodine grimaced. “Culling that garbage should be easy enough. Most of them are still attached to a healthy body from where they arrived.” He observed.

Garou smiled. “As you pointed out.” He shrugged. “It’ll be easy enough for me to deal with them.” He rubbed his jaw. “I did notice there were a few that are genuine spirits.” Garou found them somewhat baffling. “Them, I will give some slight leeway since they aren’t participating in the current fracas.”

Moldavan and Rodine looked relieved. “Okay, we’ll begin on our research.” They dematerialized when Garou gestured for them to leave.

Now Garou could focus on his task. He sighed. Well, once all these ne-er-do-wells got the hell out of his waystation. Bedamned if he would give them a reincarnation when all, but a dozen were still very much alive.
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Chapter 5 – Here are the answers I have, deal!
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Purgatoire Waystation

Now all the attention was upon him. “Where should I begin?” Desmond sighed because they’d pushed their luck.

The individual shrugged. “Maybe you could address the issue of a supposed scam link?” Not even he was pleased with the implication of something having been turned into some kind of killer virus.

Did that old codger know something? Desmond stared at him warily. He felt uneasy vibrations in the atmosphere around them. Damn these ignorant fuckers were more obnoxious than he’d ever dreamed they would be in real life.

There was nothing from that old man. All the others stared at Desmond with degrees of hatred or simple impatience because he supposedly had all the answers.

Didn’t he wish he had? Whatever, he sighed. “Well, I’m ready to address some of the questions that you were trying to drown me in earlier.” Desmond shrugged off their reactions. No wonder I had no interest in ever meeting them in real life. Well, at least he’d a few minutes to gain some calm, not that it was helping him be able to understand the current circumstances though.

Desmond sighed. “Scam link?” Now this was becoming too ridiculous. What did they think he was, some con artist? He frowned at the others. “You should know by now I don’t share any links or invites that come off as being suspicious. I was investigating where it came from and what rumors surrounding it.” Not that he’d turned up anything but rotten stink of something very shady going on. “I was going to post warnings against following the damn link when I returned home.”

As he studied their faces, Desmond realized something. “Hah, you didn’t even do research before following the link did you?” He shook his head when they remained quiet. “Wow, and you really thought I would be dumb enough to share something like a suspicious link without some basic research beforehand?”
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