
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Don’t take the natives for Fools Please

Part 3 – Foundation, Even Flawed, is necessary for growth.

By Draeme Saekyr

[image: ]


Copyright

Draeme Saekyr/Lydia Michele Franks © October 11, 2025



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication
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To the pioneers of new discoveries regardless of where they’re found. Keep up the excellent work because to continue discovering is to keep growing and avoid stagnation which is deadly to any kind of life out there.
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Summary
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Within this new world where Louis Charl will take his first steps as a newborn, first must come the foundational layers that’ll shape his future and that of people around him. Some are good, bad, neutral, but all have a singular belief. Where they live is the best era of exploration, expansion, and embracing growth. No matter what kind of person they might become in the future.

Now is where the foundation is being laid to promote that growth, expansion and exploration that includes all species and hybrids, flawed, pure, or simply normal as the case maybe. No one is discriminated against, at least that is what this world is purported to have become an example of.

However, there are darker shadows that threaten even the newest and most vulnerable of incoming lives.

What will become of the newest arrivals? How will their later actions impact the current residents of Makiel City, home of the latest branch of Gemstone Academy? Only one way to find out, do keep reading.
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Prologue - Permanent Location Discovered
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Gladius Marketplace, Makiel City, eastern quadrant of Gemstone Academy Year: 4870

The Gladius Marketplace was the biggest and most prosperous of several marketplaces scattered around Makiel City. It also hosted several species and a port town as part of its claim to fame. Currently it was midafternoon, and business was in full swing. Not to mention several dozen tourists flooded into the area. Much new business was brought in with the construction of a new type of building. An academy, though one not without some controversy.

However, in the current time, there were merely vendors, adventurers of all species, hawking their wares this day and moment.

Noisy voices rose and fell, shouting various calls to passersby. As it happened there was a couple of feline hybrids, one of whom was very pregnant and needed to find an emergency clinic. One of them, the pregnant one, seemed to have a specific place she wanted to go to before going into a clinic.

“I need to find Avery Charl.” She gasped.

Her companion glowered and growled. “Is it really necessary?” The snappish hiss made it clear the person didn’t approve of looking for someone without delay.

“Yes, it is important.” The first one snapped back, ears flattened in rising aggression and agitation. “I have information I need to pass onto him.”

The companion huffed but didn’t argue further. “Fine, though how we’ll locate him around here is something I can’t conceive of being possible.”

However, they were lost with no way of finding what they sought. At least until a very perceptive vendor happened to notice their distress.

“Hello good traveler, you seem to have a problem?” His name was Avery Charl.

“Greetings,” One of the travelers looked at him cautiously. “My mate and I need to find a clinic that handles pregnancies.” He had one arm firmly assisting his companion who was clearly having problems walking. “He’s about to give birth.”

Avery didn’t bat an eye. “I see,” He glanced at his stall. “Chestnut, keep watch on everything.” He directed. “Moss, Lichen, you also stay here too.” Avery had reason to remember to have more than one remain.

“Will do, pa.” Chestnut glanced at the couple and winced. “Another one sent to the wrong quadrant huh?” She shook her head and pursed her lips in disapproval. “That’s the fourth one so far in as many hours.”

Lichen and Moss merely rolled their eyes. They simply shook their heads. Saying anything rashly could very well affect how their lives remained intact, especially nowadays with sensitive outsiders who didn’t take criticism all that well.

“Hush,” Avery cautioned her. “It isn’t as though we can complain of such matters.” He frowned at her. “Considering you were birthed through similar circumstances.” His warning didn’t go over well with the woman.

“Yes, yes, I understand.” Chestnut scowled at the reminder. “Whatever, shoo!” She flapped her hands in his general direction. “I won’t go anywhere, I promise.” She grimaced at his lifted eyebrows and modified her wording. “Unless an emergency breaks out and a healer is needed.”

“Hmph, all right, I’ll accept that much as good to go.” Avery shook his head in disgruntlement at her antics.

Chestnut frowned at him. “Don’t you have somewhere to go?” She hinted. Though as she studied the couple, unease flowed into her demeanor. “I’d keep an eye on those two, pa.”

Avery cast her sharp stare and nodded. “I will.” However, he had to admit, she was very much aware of her limitations and what she could handle nowadays. That much was an improvement before when nothing would keep her in one place.

Chestnut grinned. “Want me to come along anyway?” She tilted her head. “Just in case of an emergency?”

Avery shook his head at her. “What did I ever do to get such a daughter as you?” He grumbled and walked out to join the couple. There was nothing else left to say to the girl. Either she would stay at the stall or just hare off on some impulse a few minutes later.

“Come this way,” Avery gestured with one hand. “I’ll let you to the one that was set up recently.” He knew that they were rather uneasy after hearing what Chestnut said.

Even Lichen and Moss were glancing at each other in unease.

The atmosphere altered subtly, but Avery couldn’t put a finger on what was wrong now.

The couple glanced at each other with perturbation. “You said this has happened this frequently today?” The man muttered.

Clearly, they weren’t pleased with the advent.

The pregnant mate grumbled. “Such a bad omen to happen now.”

Blasted daughter! Why couldn’t she keep her mouth shut? Avery cleared his throat. “Shall we be on our way?” He was having misgivings about guiding this pair anywhere.

The two winced. “Sorry, we had a difficult time just getting into the first gate of Makiel, much less the eastern quadrant.” The man spoke tersely. “My name is Aster Rheingold.”

Avery blinked. Aster Rheingold? He recognized the name but not the person using it. “Hmm, interesting, well come this way.” Now Avery did consider requesting Chestnut to come with him. However, they were far enough away that going back would waste time that couldn’t be retrieved.

Aster caught his reaction. “I look different from the descriptions usually coming with the name, don’t I?”

Avery eyed him. “Yes, but I assume there’s a good reason for it.” In reality, he just wanted to get the two of them inside the emergency clinic so that he could go about his business once more. “We shouldn’t discuss it out in the open though.”

Aster nodded. “Thank you, Mr. Avery Charl.” He sighed wearily. “My mate and I have not received a friendly welcome to date.”

“Everyone is on edge these days. There are reasons for that though.” Avery shrugged because dragging out this conversation would lead to nothing good in his estimation.

There was also a simple fact, he didn’t care about their problems. Avery just wanted to get them to the emergency clinic.

He didn’t need to hear their tale of woe. Far too many of those were commonplace of late. Plus, he didn’t trust his scatterbrain of a daughter to remain obediently at the stall in his absence. “I believe time is of essence.”

The two nodded.

“Very well, lead the way.” Aster murmured.

Her companion was becoming even less friendly with his gaze sweeping around. “Why are there so many guards assembled?”

Aster snorted. “Don’t you ever listen to news of different events going on?”

The two bickering was getting on Avery’s nerves. “Do you have news of anything going on in the mainland?” He thought listening to them might give him a better idea of what was going on though.

Aster shrugged. “Some empires absorbed other lands.” He responded after a moment.

The companion harrumphed. “As if that’s a shock to anyone.” He sneered.

Avery was beginning to feel very anxious, and he wasn’t sure why. This isn’t a good premonition, especially now. A sigh escaped him. I should’ve just brought Chestnut with me after all. She did have other skills besides being an excellent healer.

It occurred to Avery that he should get some backup just in case something went very wrong. Who else can I entice to keep me company for a short while during the escort of these two individuals? With that in mind, he cast an eye out to see who was mingling in the crowd. Oh right, there’d been a call for herb gathering and other basic remedial tasks for newbie adventurers.

Avery couldn’t remember if anything else had gone out for higher-ranked adventurers or guards needing to be mobilized. However, everyone was busy because of the new buildings being constructed. From what he could tell though it did seem as if all the rank greenhorns were the only ones sent out.

None on his first sweep. Avery was becoming increasingly uncomfortable. These two had vibes of getting into a potentially fatal fight at some point. The last thing he wanted was to get caught in the middle of their conflict. Therefore, he continued scanning the crowds. Soon, they would pass a few pubs and inns. Surely someone would be available for escort or send in dispatch to retrieve none other than Chestnut.

Avery now had a definite sense of needing her assistance and soon. However, on the second sweep now that they were away from the crowded vendor aisles, he espied his older brother, Riley Logan and caught his eye, with a lifted eyebrow and slight twitch of one ear.

Logan gave a slight nod. Good, Avery knew he’d received her signal. Now all he could do was keep escorting this suspicious duo until they reached the clinic. Aster Rheingold., why did the name give him chills? Perhaps they were related after all? It wouldn’t completely shock Avery in the least. After all, he and his wife had birthed many litters in their prime.

Whatever, no wasn’t the time to go down memory lane, Avery disliked the sensation of danger beginning to close in around him.

The three of them hurried through the crowd as quickly as they could despite the thickening of people at the worst of times. Even Avery was shocked at what he was viewing. This wasn’t good. They were going to have to divert to another location and fast. He signaled to Riley Logan. It seemed he would have to call upon his daughter Chestnut’s services after all. Man, he wasn’t going to hear the end of this for an exceedingly long time.
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Chapter 1 – What’s this now?
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Darkness, in-between lives

Although he’d been prepared for the possibility of having to deal with a new life somewhere else. He hadn’t anticipated being literally in a situation where he would go through birth. Not only that, but he had siblings. Just the very notion chilled him to the bone.

The last time he’d wound up with siblings, all but one of them was a homicidal maniac that killed the rest. Not only that but we’d switched bodies too. He shivered uncomfortably in recollection.

{Who are you?} The female voice startled Desmond. {You aren’t the same brother I remember. All he did was snivel and shriek.}

{I could ask you the same thing.} Desmond wasn’t going to go on the defensive. He didn’t need another homicidal sibling out to kill him in utero.

There was a pause. {I’m Izod or Starr, at least I think that is who I was.}

His sister from the previous lifetime? How had this happened? Desmond sighed. {You couldn’t have been Izod. That was my original body. So, you were likely Starr.} Though that name was unfamiliar to him too.

{So, does this mean the rest perished too?} She didn’t seem surprised.

{I guess so.} Desmond didn’t really care. {Were you able to speak to the others?}

{There are others?} She seemed shocked to hear that.

Yep, Desmond didn’t know how many there were, but he could recognize there were others squirming around. {Dunno how many though.}

{Well, doesn’t’ really matter. I think we’re about to exit the host carrying us.} She murmured with a sigh. {I’m kinda glad that I at least know someone this time around.} There was mild skepticism in her voice. {You won’t kill me like that other one, will you?}

The fact that she would even ask him that told Desmond how her life cycles had gone. Very badly indeed if she was worried about not making it out of this body alive.

{Nah, I won’t kill you,} Desmond reassured you. {Though I am a bit worried about the person who is our ‘dam’s’ mate.} There was something not quite right about that person.

He didn’t know if it was deja vue kicking in or what. However, the outer presences weren’t matching up with what was on the inside. Not for his so-called mother, much less the person calling her a mate.

If Desmond didn’t know any better, he’d thought it was Leo masquerading as something new. If that was the case, death was not far away. Damn, why did that body-jumper creep have to show up now of all times? Couldn’t there be one lifetime without someone after his ass?

Well, whatever, at least Desmond could discern that this world clearly had a multi-ethnic and specie type of setup. Just as he’d wanted. Now the hard part would be surviving the birthing process.

Desmond wasn’t too thrilled with the future process of escaping this cramped confined darkness. However, he was more surprised when he heard muffled crying from the others all squeezed together.

This was becoming undeniably painful to suffer through.

{Quit with the crying. If you do that, everyone else will start the waterworks.} He snarled after a period of losing patience. {You do realize that is precious liquid that you can’t afford to lose right now?} Not that they seemed to care about it right then.

(I can’t help it. It is painful to be squeezed!) The complaint was cut off abruptly.

Suddenly relentless pressure began pushing on all of them.

There were horrifying yelps of pain and screams of agony.

Desmond blacked out at one point when he thought his arm was dislocated.

Yikes, what was going on? He couldn’t figure out what was happening.

{I think we’re going through what’s known as a natural birthing process.} Starr mumbled. {Before, there was some kind of surgical procedure that took us out of our mother’s womb.}

Oh, if that was so, Desmond preferred that more sterile method to this messy one.

Unfortunately, there was no way of voicing his preferences. (I guess we’ll just have power through this situation.) He observed with a wince.

{I’m going to look at it as our first obstacle to overcome in this new life.} Starr told him. (I dunno about you, but I think it’ll be far better than what we went through before.)

Well, that was indeed one way of looking at things, the smart method too. Desmond grunted. {I’m not arguing with you about that.} He sighed as he was kicked, punched, and shoved by all the other writhing bodies inside the confined space.. {I’m in total agreement. Now if only the others would consider viewing this trail as something to empower them....} He wasn’t sure that was even possible.

Starr was silent. {I just suggested the idea. They weren’t happy at all about looking at it that way, but since we don’t have a choice in how we’re getting out of here...} She gave a mental shrug. {Well, they’re unwillingly going with it.}

Desmond was glad that they weren’t going to kick up a fuss. {Just keep in mind that we’ll likely gain new identities in this world.}

Otherwise, this whole situation would become too unbearable to survive much longer. For the time being, Desmond chose to meditate on how to survive this unpleasant situation. He wasn’t of mind to put up with further kicking. However, he didn’t want to injure any of the others. If no one arrived without punctured organs or broken bones it would be a damned miracle.

Desmond was startled when Starr addressed him once more. {Oh, so you were also given the option of creating a new persona and choosing a name and all that too?}

{Yes, weren’t you?} Desmond had thought that was a normal process. Much to his shock, he was to learn he’d been a lucky one in this case.

She seemed highly skeptical about what he told her just now. {I guess so, but the circumstances weren’t what I’d call idea.} Star grunted. {Some of us had to go through a screening process to prove we weren’t traitors or spies or something worse.} She made a rude noise in her throat. (Though it isn’t as if some of us were given a choice of where we wound up. I was just lucky not to go through regression. Instead, I wasn’t even given that as an option.)

Hmm, that sounded as if pure desperation had kicked in. {So did you manage to pass it?}

{Nope,} She shuddered as she related what happened to her. {I got caught in some demon-possessed room instead.}

Desmond was stunned at the horrible experience she’d gone through. It was nothing like what he’d experienced. Had they have gone through the same waystation.

Starr ended with a sigh. {I was torn apart and then bottled up for I don’t know how long.} She shrugged. {Needless to say, I don’t know how much time passed before I was freed and wound up here.}

Something about what she was telling him just wasn’t adding up. Desmond was puzzled. {Did you ever encountered the waystation stationmaster of where you’d gone through the process of screening?}

Starr was baffled. {A waystation of Purgatoire?} She clearly was wondering if he’d lost his mind. {No, this happened when I was still in the homeland, brother.}

The fact that she wasn’t asking for his name made it clear that Starr knew he wasn’t in the mood to go by his original identity. He’d been stuck as a female and hated it.

Starr didn’t seem to care what she’d become.

(Huh, interesting because I did go through a Purgatoire waystation. It was interesting.) Desmond hated to refer to it as something worthwhile to go through again. He realized she was extremely doubtful of his claims.

{If you say so.} Starr exhaled. {Though I guess what you’re saying must be true. From what I can tell. The others did recall something similar.} There was nothing in her voice to indicate envy. Merely, she, like him, just wanted this whole ordeal to end quickly.
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Chapter 2 - Just Trying to stay outta trouble, I swear!
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Gladius Marketplace, Makiel City, eastern quadrant of Gemstone Academy Year: 4870

For once, Chestnut Charl was determined to remain in one place. In fact, there was nothing else she wanted to do. However, as she gazed at the disappearing backs of the trio, unease smote her, and it hit her hard.

Well, she would’ve remained had her senses not informed her of something odd going on with those two adventurers. Moss and Lichen exchanged frowns with one another. “So do you really not want to follow them?” They seemed undecided about whether to encourage her or not.

However, some others had a few opinions of their own.

Not only that but two friends, Jessie and Dougald, who’d been hanging out and helping with sales and paused what they were doing. First Jessie halted in ringing up a sale, but also Dougald stopped in the middle of wrapping up a package.

Chestnut frowned at their actions. That was rather unusual for them to do such a thing.

Not only that butt he stared after the duo with wary contemplative stares.

After a moment, they glanced at Chestnut. “Why’re you just standing there? Isn’t your gut screaming that there’s trouble with those two?”

“I’ve been fooled before, don’t you remember?” Chestnut grunted. “I don’t want to risk angering Avery again if it is a false alarm.” She was unconvinced because her gut wasn’t screaming outright panic type danger.

This time it was more of just a mild warning of something somewhat off. “What is bothering you two, Jessie, Dougald?” She frowned at them. “Usually, you two are bugging me nonstop not to leave you behind.”

This was atypical of them indeed.

Lichen and Moss snorted when they heard that. It was the usual way of doing things. So, this was not their usual reaction.

Jessie frowned at Chestnut. “Just go.”

Dougald nodded. “We’ll stay here and keep watch for the usual bunch of troublemakers that come around this time of day.”

Chestnut sighed. Normally she would’ve just run off. Today she hadn’t felt like going anywhere. “Just figures the one day I want to stay put like pa told me to.” She muttered. “Fine, fine, I’m going.”

Lichen and Moss flapped their hands at her. “We’ll keep an eye on everything.” Lichen told her. “Not to mention we’re giving our go ahead as well.” Moss added. “We’ll send Jessie and Dougald after you if the warning signals become too intense.”

With their reassurances, Chestnut merely shook her head. While it was true that normally she’d hare off without thinking straight. This time, she took the time to gather some supplies that were needed for emergency surgery if it was called for.

Right then, her gut made her wince. Yep, something just wasn’t right but now she wondered if she was going to be too late. Much to Chestnut’s surprise however, it seemed that even her father had caught something off.

However, he had chosen not to leave the side of the pregnant Omega adventurer.

That was even more alarming.

“Hey, Chessie! You need to come quickly to the emergency clinic.” She jumped when she heard that.

Had her father been attacked?

Now Chestnut almost fumbled with what she was carrying in her arms.

“Something happened over there!” A familiar voice bellowed. “There’s no time to waste.” It was her uncle Riley Logan.

Now Chestnut was very alarmed indeed.

“What’s going on, Logan?” Another voice called out.

“Can’t tell you that right now.” Riley shook his head. “Chessie needs to come asap!” He beckoned to her with a panicked expression on his face.

Chestnut sighed and ran at full speed toward that emergency clinic. “I swear if he was killed,” She really hoped that Avery wasn’t the one who’d been harmed. “I’ll make him pay tenfold for telling me not to accompany him!” She vowed irately.

“Not necessary,” Logan told her bluntly. “It isn’t him requiring your healing assistance,” his face was very pale when he clarified. “but a newborn child.”

Only one child? That didn’t seem right at all. Chestnut flinched when she heard that. “A newborn child, huh? How many are there?” Was that why her gut screamed at her to hurry now?

Logan scratched his head. “Only one survived from a litter of five.” He shook his head wearily. “Your pa figured something wasn’t right about that duo.”

That wasn’t what her gut was telling her, though? Such confusing sentiments are raging within her now. When Chestnut shook her head in confusion. “What’re you talking about?” This was all too complicated for her to follow as she ran in his wake. He had the worst timing when it came to explaining the pertinent details. Chestnut wished he’d get to the point.

As if hearing her internal complaint, Logan Riley frowned at her over his shoulder. “Problem was,” He gave further clarification of the mess on their hands. “Avery couldn’t just claim outright that one of them was possessed by a crazy killer trying to murder all pregnant hybrid adventurers.” He shrugged when Chestnut’s mind boggled upon hearing that.

Well, no wonder something weird was going on. Oh, dearest deities. This was the fourth time this happened as well. Not to mention it was some well-known serial killer. “Someone or something special must be reincarnating into the world.” Chestnut muttered. “The timing sucks whatever it is.” Maybe she had a chance at saving all six kittens if it wasn’t too late.

Logan merely grunted. “I thought the same thing but had chosen to keep my mouth shut.” He glanced around. “There’re more than the usual spectators hanging around.” There was disgust and disapproval in his voice as he spoke.

“Well, you have to admit,” Chestnut shrugged. “Ever since the prophecy of new heroes and villains alike would soon be born stirred up a lot of controversy.”

Logan grimaced. “Right, now I do remember about that as well.” He didn’t seem convinced that what was happening was the greatest of activities.

Oh, he remembered all right. He just didn’t want to acknowledge that if the prophecy came true, this area would become a hotbed of political hijinks. Chestnut chose to save her breath and not respond to that observation of his. It had already become a center of conflict no thanks to bringing an educational institute into their midst without proper planning.

Now she just needed to get to the scene in time. A sigh escaped Chestnut. This all seemed way too coincidental that it happened now with Gemstone Academy being built right on their doorstep. Not to mention they were all tied to the fate of the educational institute whether they liked it or not.

Without further chatter the niece and uncle headed to the area where Avery and the others were currently located. Much to their relief, they’d arrived without too much of a delay. Much to Chestnut’s surprise, her father wasn’t going to give her a tough time.

So, it had been true what Riley told her of Avery being the one to send for her.

“Thank heavens you ignored my request to remain at the stall.” Avery looked over at her. “It seems I was tricked by someone I thought a good friend.” He was sitting on one side. His left arm cradled against his chest. No other signs of injury was evident at first scan. Good, she could focus her attention on what was needed immediately.

“Save the explanations until later, father.” Chestnut immediately set to work trying to heal the main child. He was breezing.

She turned her attention to the remaining newborns. The other five, as Logan insisted, were probably too far gone.

However, Chestnut felt an odd impulse to continue attempting to save their lives. She wasn’t sure why, but they reminded her of the lost ones she’d miscarried in the last five years. A sigh escaped her. Not only that, but she’d still heard voices crying out to save their precious little bodies. She refused to ignore their cries for help.
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Chapter 3 – Who were those freaky people called the parents?
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Gladius Marketplace, Makiel City, eastern quadrant of Gemstone Academy Year: 4870

“Is this really an emergency clinic?” The voices were loud from outside and startled Desmond. He listened in utter confusion.

“Yes, I’m quite certain it is.” Someone else responded calmly.

“Who’re you anyway?” The first speaker demanded abruptly. “You don’t seem like a typical adventurer.”

“Astrid that is rude.” There was a warning in the voice. “You should really tone down your attitude when addressing people.

“What the hell?” The third person sighed. “I don’t understand what is happening here. Who is the real Astrid Rheingold?” The person speaking seemed to be not in a good mood.

Desmond blinked. So, there was confusion with the identities? The person who was pregnant wasn’t Astrid at all. Then who was he?

“Who’re you calling Astrid?” Snarled the first speaker. “I didn’t give you permission to reveal our identity switch yet!”

There was a definite conflict occurring and the timing sucked for it to happen right now.

“Good sirs, I would ask that none of you fight in this area.” Someone else interjected. “On that subject, only the patient can remain. The rest of you leave!” The person speaking was clearly trying to assert authority. However, it didn’t seem to be working.

There were harsh breathing and thudding noises. Evidently a fight broke out. Desmond winced. Someone struck a pregnant person, and in the belly of all places where the children were carried?

“What is going on here?” The third voice came from the person who’d been asked a question earlier but hadn’t answered. “Which one of you is Astrid and isn’t?” Now the person sounded worried and frazzled. He muttered in exasperation. “The one time I don’t allow my daughter to come and this happens.”

Goodness what a mess.

So, was there a person missing from this scenario?

There was quite a complicated situation happening right now. Desmond didn’t know what to think as he contemplated what was going on. He was hearing different things, but nothing made sense.

Wow, so there really had been someone that was out to kill the reincarnated individuals. That shocked the hell out of Desmond. To think he’d almost died along with his fellow siblings because of that crazy creep.

It was unfortunate that he didn’t think he’d survive what just happened. To put it mildly, they were seriously screwed.

For that matter, were the other ones okay? Desmond hadn’t heard a peep out of them ever since they’d been brought into the emergency clinic. Could it be that he’d frightened them too much earlier?

(Don’t panic, we’re just trying to remain out of their observation.) Starr was testy. (You’re not the only one wondering what is going on with those people.) Her voice was mildly irritated. (As for the others, they’re scared shitless.) Now she sounded contemptuous when referring to the ones who were frightened.

Well, anyone with a grain of common sense would be scared out of their minds. Even Desmond wasn’t sure what to make of the situation. (Can’t really say as I blame them for that response.)

If it was just him, he’d find a way to survive no problem. However, Desmond wasn’t alone. He had others to worry about right now.

Starr wasn’t impressed. {I think we’re all going to have to find some way of survival on our own. Even if it means we’ll have to go through reincarnation again.} Her face with their grim reality was something he hadn’t expected from her.

{I also think we’re caught in an unpleasant situation.} Desmond couldn’t blame them or Starr for thinking they’d already reached the end of the road.

Starr was baffled. {Do you think we have a chance in hell of surviving?} Once more she was clearly skeptical.

Not for the first time had she shown such a pessimistic point of view. Desmond shrugged. (Yeah, I think we’re all in for a rough future ahead of us in the next few minutes from now.)

Starr sighed. {So what are you doing right now?} She sounded irritated not. (Well, other than just not doing anything that seems logical.)

Desmond debated whether to respond or not. At last, he figured telling her might be worthwhile. (I’m sorting out who is who. There are two adventurers, one of which is our progenitor.{

Starr grunted in confusion. +Okay, so I guess there’s a reason for thinking there’s a reason to sort out who is what?}

Desmond sighed. {Yeah, it’s to figure out who the real villain and worst creep of this group happens to be.} If she wasn’t going to listen to him, damned if Desmond was going to answer her any further.

{So far, you’ve mentioned only three.} Starr proved she’d been listening. {So, you think the crazy killer has some associates on standby?} Now she sounded a little worried.

{Yes, I do.} Desmond admitted with a sigh. {I don’t think he’s working alone.} How else could the killer figure out who was pregnant and why he should murder them before the unborn children could be saved?

Desmond turned his attention back to what he was considering. If he wasn’t mistaken. One of the speakers was the doctor. Another one was the pregnant individual. The one being an arrogant ass was the troublemaker who apparently swapped identities. He wasn’t sure what that was all about.

All of their lives were on the line.

Starr sighed. {Do you think you could tell me your thoughts on what is happening?} She was doing her best not to panic either it seemed.

Desmond grunted. {I’m trying to figure out who else is on the side of the killer. So far, there’s a physician who isn’t managing the situation at all well. There’s the guide who seems aware that something is off. I think he tried calling for reinforcements.}

Starr seemed bemused. {I think he succeeded. However, he seemed doubtful that any reinforcements would come at a suitable time. Eek!}

That pained squeal made Desmond wince.

Now there was horrible pain ripping through their host.

What was happening out there?

He felt somewhat uncomfortable again.

There was that unpleasant squeezing sensation that was making it hard to breathe.

Not only that but now none of the others made a sound.

There was simply limp lifelessness to the other small bodies being tossed and squeezed relentlessly.

Desmond swallowed hard.

He hadn’t realized how he’d wanted to begin his new life on a hopeful note.

So far, things weren’t looking that great, much to his annoyance.

Man, I hope they manage to survive this ordeal. The last thing Desmond needed was to be found in a pile of dead bodies. That would be the worst outcome of all this happening.

Not only that but he’d been looking forward to having siblings who were marginally the same as him. Desmond was angered that his one singular hope was being flattened.

For starters, he knew he was a hybrid of different critters. However, being able to see what he’d become was something else entirely. Desmond exhaled slowly. Well, there was still some hope left.

He could faintly hear heartbeats. That surely meant there were a few still barely alive other than him right?

It wasn’t just the adults who were alive.

True there were a few gravely injured ones, but Desmond wasn’t concentrating on them at all. No, he was focused on his siblings. Please let them still be alive. That’s all that he truly haunted right then.
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Chapter 4 – Newfound Family Confirmed
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Gladius Marketplace, Makiel City, eastern quadrant of Gemstone Academy Year: 4870

“So, what has brought you here?” Avery figured he might as well strike up a conversation.

The silence was beginning to have an adverse effect on his ind.

There was strained silence.

“Well, I’m here to sell goods to the adventurer’s guild as well as the merchant’s guild.” Aster volunteered at last. “I was going to take a small break to give birth safely.”

Hmm, everything mentioned so far was simply temporary.

“I’ve heard there’s all kinds of work available for adventurers who might want to retire from active work.” The companion observed. “I was going to look into different possibilities.”

He would find no warm welcome with his attitude. Avery didn’t speak that opinion out loud. He was having severe reservations about these two. They just didn’t seem as though they meant what they said.

“I’m sure that something can be done.” Avery murmured. “We have to go to our left.” He directed them calmly.

Well, it was a known fact that many strangers were appearing in this town of beginnings for those who were to help put together the Gemstone Academy. Unfortunately, it also meant there were many troublemakers who’d also come to render every hope unattainable.

“Is the population diverse here?” Aster murmured. “I’ll admit, I was surprised to see just how many different hybrids worked here in such peaceful harmony.”

“Hah, I don’t see that lasting very long.” The companion was dismissive of what was mentioned so far.

Avery gritted his teeth when he heard that latter remark. However, he chose not to respond to it. “We are a diverse species and ethnicity, which is true.” Avery observed. “There are many humans and other species that aren’t hybrids also mixed into the population.” He noticed the companion didn’t seem interested in his observations. However, he figured it might just have to do with the fact that Aster was about to drop a baby any second now.

“I’ve heard rumors about an academy being set up?” Aster persisted. “Is that true?”

“Don’t bother asking about such a flimsy rumor. It is preposterous when you look around this place.” The companion was contemptuous when regarding the subject. “Though if it is actually true, I doubt it’ll succeed here.”

“You don’t know that.” Aster’s expression darkened. “It might not be so bad.” He looked around. “It surely is some place that I would love to start a family here. Good prospects all around.” There was wistfulness in the pregnant person’s attitude.

However, Avery knew mentioning that fact might not be in the best of times. “Fear not, we’re about to reach our destination. Now we must turn to the right and walk down three alleyways.” He mentioned quietly. “I’m afraid there was a detour we had to make.”

Not to mention he found the strange appearance of the well-known adventurer Aster Rheingold downright suspicious to say the very least. It also occurred to him that it wasn’t just Aster who was strange, but the other one, Astrid. Their names were oddly similar and made him acutely uncomfortable.

However, Avery figured that he didn’t need to know what was going on with that odd appearance of his. Not to mention never having heard of Aster having a mate to begin with was also somewhat suspect. Then again when inconsistencies began happening as what was happening here. That meant somewhere along the line, some type of interference on a cosmic level was beginning. Avery hated it when that type of thing occurred. It meant more trouble was on the horizon.

Nothing was happening as originally mentioned in these people’s back histories. Now there would be hell to pay. Avery wasn’t in the mood to deal with all the inconsistencies occurring hourly.

Fortunately, they would arrive at their destination and hopefully his reinforcements would soon appear afterward. The last thing Avery needed was more fighting occurring. He didn’t need more demerits on his record just because he’d been unable to stop two partners engaging in a public spat at the worst time possible.

Ten minutes later, they arrived at the emergency clinic. The doctor on duty took one look at the pregnant adventurer and insisted she leave the other adventurer outside.

There was a nasty argument and the one who was Aster tried killing the pregnant one. Avery interfered, although he was injured in one arm, he’d managed to take down the murderous individual.

He remained at the scene while others roughly hauled the attempted murderer away for questioning. Avery sighed. “That was too much of a close call.”  He noticed that Finnegan Logan was lurking. “Go call Janice, would you?”

Finnegan nodded and vanished at once.

Satisfied, Avery remained sitting and contemplating everything that was going on. “Dammit I should’ve trusted my gut in thinking there was something fishy going on.” He muttered in frustration.

No sooner than he aired his frustration to the room at large, than Chestnut arrived with Janice, Finnegan, and Riley hot on her heels. She went straight to the babies and forgot everything else.

Avery sighed because he knew that was Chestnut’s specialty.

Riley glanced at Avery. “Can you tell me what happened here?” He looked a bit bewildered. “I could’ve sworn there were more personnel here earlier?”

As for the others, Avery noticed that Janice and Riley began working on everything else that might’ve gone seriously awry now that they were short one orderly.

“Meh, it turns out that some of the staff weren’t really official orderlies or nurses, but temporary substitutes.” Avery sighed in disgust. “Not to mention a very clever doppelganger that was literally right at his side.” He shook his head wearily. “This is all too much for me to absorb right now.”

Riley just shook his head. “Well, at least we’re all here now to sort out the mess.”

“For which I am grateful.” What Avery hadn’t anticipated was discovering the hard way that the one pregnant was Aster, which had been a real shocker of a discovery. “I had sensed a strange aura surrounding the wannabe, Aster.” He frowned in consternation.

Finnegan stared at Avery with a frown. “So that is why you required someone to request for an official inquiry to take place once that orderly was taken out?”

He nodded in response. “Why didn’t I recognize the other one for what he really was?” Avery generally had a better than average intuition when it came to identifying people who weren’t what they seemed.

Finnegan and the others merely shook their heads. This time, they thought he was lucky to have survived the killer having gone crazy when his plot hadn’t entirely succeeded. As for the others, sadly they were just collateral damage. Basically, the wrong place and wrong time from what they could ascertain.

“Hi Avery, how are you holding up?” The questioner was one of the officers.

“I’m all right, Langon.” Avery glanced at him. “How much have you uncovered so far?”

Langon shrugged. “Still an active investigation.” He grunted when Avery scowled. “We did get his real name, it is Leo.” He waited for Avery to take in the information.

“Are you kidding me?” There should be a limit to how many times someone could jump bodies. Avery was disgruntled.

“Well anyway, Riley should be back any minute with Chessie.” Langon grunted. “Then you can get your arm fixed up as well.”

“They’re already in the back where the newborns are fighting for their survival as we speak.” Avery merely shook his head. He pondered on what he had just discovered. This time was one of the rare exceptions of when his intuition failed him. “I seriously hate it when this happens. I wind up looking the fool.” He grounded his teeth angrily.

Not only that, but Avery was horrified to discover the identity of the individual. It turned out that the other one impersonating the adventurer Aster was a notorious player killer who simply used the moniker “Leo”. Soon others came forward with offers of help.

“You all can just go about your work.” Avery shooed them away.

However, Avery kept them at bay. He didn’t trust one of them. None of them approached before now. That meant something was not quite right.

In this instance, Avery wanted someone he could trust to heal the babies whom the pregnant adventurer had given birth to without much warning. Not only that but she’d had documents on her indicating that she was the real Aster Rheingold.

Unfortunately, she’d been killed despite Avery’s best efforts. The first killer had an accomplice among the emergency clinic staff. That individual was also hauled away in time.

Fortunately, before he could sink into too deep of an introspective state of despair over the death of a good adventurer. His eldest sister, Arabella Riley, showed up with another healer in tow, his eldest niece Annabeth, in her wake.

Much to Avery’s relief, she was on point when it came to dealing with the problem they faced.

Saving the children and managing to salvage something from this horrific scene.
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Chapter 5 – Yet another murder attempt averted.
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Why am I caught in this damned helpless useless infantile body of all times and places? Desmond fumed. Not only that but he was jammed somewhere very crowded and was constantly being poked and prodded by hands and feet adorned with savagely sharp claws and nails. Is entry into the new life severely sucked. Well, at least I know that I’m some kind of feline hybrid as I requested.

That discovery was one of the few that had come out how he’d wanted. Everything else occurring all around him? Hell no, and not only that but it turned out there was a connection between the three fates and the stationmaster. No wonder the old man warned him that he couldn’t control what happened with the circumstances of his arrival. Desmond was exasperated and irritated.

This was not within his calculations. Desmond knew what should’ve happened. Instead, he’d been dumped somewhere farther than even he’d anticipated. Sure, he’d heard the conversation between the stationmaster and the so-called fates that ruled over the Gemstone Academy Tales worldscape.

Hah, and to think I believed the old man when he said I would have an optimal life here. It hurt badly, but what could Desmond do right now? Absolutely nothing and that was what was so infuriating right now.

What a testament to stupidity that he’d even believed a single word that Dachau told him. Why did Desmond feel so betrayed? He couldn’t understand it at all. That was the worst type of gullibility that he’d displayed in an extraordinarily long time.

A heavy sigh caught in his throat. A horrible squeezing pain throttled him. What the hell? Oh right, he was inside a womb. That was why he couldn’t even breath right now. He coughed and wheezed even as he became aware of a dim light becoming steadily brighter. Desmond no longer believed anything he was hearing from here on out. He would listen, yes, but would also pay attention to everything else that was said. Fortunately, he had the gift of being able to listen to surface thoughts on any individual he was in proximity with.

While that might become a hassle in the future, right now it will keep me alive. Case in point, somehow, he and the other five children with him managed to teleport to another Omega. Sadly, a few of them had been stabbed anyway because some psychopath was following them wherever they went. A link had been established and the only way to break it was through death.

Whether through a fortunate oversight or not, Desmond already knew how to snap the bond forged through trickery. He’d snapped it, but not before hearing the agonizing cries of other babies not so fortunate.

Indeed, he and several others born on that day wouldn’t survive to live healthy lives because of the killers who’d managed to infiltrate the clinic for pregnant women or Omegas. Desmond said a quick prayer for those whose souls flitted away to find another haven elsewhere.

For once there was no dark sorcery, being part of what happened that day. Desmond suspected that might not always be the case in the future. I shall have to be on alert from this point forward. A nuisance yes, but a forewarning of what was to come in his future.

Well, I had wanted a new life elsewhere. I just hadn’t expected this to be the result of what I hadn’t specified in the background for what the character should experience.

That was his bad, but it was a learning experience for Desmond to carry over into his childhood and adulthood should he ever reach that state. Although the odds weren’t looking too promising to his mind currently.

Fortunately, right then he was distracted when one of his siblings swatted him across the face and scratched him. That hurt and his child’s body took immediate exception. He began squalling and screaming from the pain. Pah, this child’s body was a mess of emotions and inability to speak right now was plain irritating.

On the other hand, it seemed as though he’d created a diversion that would allow others to gain progress in what they were doing. At least that was a useful observation to keep in mind for the future.

While Desmond disliked getting hit by his siblings, he conceded it was a positive sign that they were all alive. He shuddered in recollection of having to deal with the death of the others. I guess I should be grateful that woman is a powerful healer. Desmond soon realized something else. Huh, are they able to communicate telepathically with me? If so, maybe he could strike up a conversation with one or both.

That would make it easier to converse with them. He could also make sure to get more information about where he’d wound up.

Sure, Desmond heard the phrases of frontier town, multiple species and ethnicities. He even thought he’d heard Gemstone Academy. However, what he wasn’t sure about was whether it was the foundation of the original, or another branch located somewhere obscure.

In all his research into the limited materials he could access. There’d always been a penchant for building in areas that were remote and always neutral. Desmond hadn’t quite understood the reasoning behind it.

Now maybe he could find out. That would help him in figuring out what his future support role would be maximized. Learn young and make every effort to impress to make a necessary point of why support roles were a necessity, not a nuisance. Desmond had a goal now. He just needed to find the right stage to promote his decision as a good one.

The last thing Desmond needed was to be viewed as a burden. Therefore, as soon as he could swing it, he would make use of everything that was at his fingertips. However, he needed to understand the local dialects first.

Come to think of it. How did he manage to understand the current dialect? Desmond was confused when he thought about it. Well, maybe that’s just one of the perks that I gained when going through the reincarnation cycle. At least he could hope that was the case. Either that or it was just a bonus for having chosen this method of dealing with his future.

Whatever the case may be. It certainly was handy when having to find ways to communicate that wouldn’t drain all his energy in one fell swoop. Now all he had to do was gain someone’s attention. Desmond frowned as he listened to everything that was going on. Huh, that might be harder than he thought initially.

Why was everyone in a panic again?

What had he missed in his soliloquy when thinking about his options earlier?

Desmond was so confused right now. Finally, instead of just calling out. He clammed up and merely listened.

Maybe that would help Desmond understand what was happening. Surely that crazy killer hadn’t taken over one of the siblings’ bodies. That would be the worst possible outcome that even he didn’t want to consider might’ve happened.

Fortunately to his relief, nothing of the sort had happened.

It just appeared that the woman, Chestnut was too wrapped up in what she was doing to even pay attention to the children who weren’t dead, simply exhausted. Desmond watched what she was doing very carefully. He assessed whether to speak with her first or the man.

Now Desmond thought about it. He realized that the others who’d accompanied them were long gone. Weird, but he supposed it made sense. After all, their main jobs required them to be elsewhere.

So why was it that only the father and daughter duo were remaining there despite the challenges facing them?

Desmond was curious to find out what else would happen next.
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Chapter 6 – It was unfathomable.
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Once Avery was assured that no further disruptions would occur. He checked in on the children. All of them seemed to be doing well. He heaved a sigh of relief. The next step would be to register their names and genders into the census. After that...someone would have to be found as a milk bearer. That was going to be difficult as he couldn’t name any recently birthed children individuals offhand.

Avery shook his head and mumbled. “One thing at a time.” There was no point in rushing too much when it came to moving on with life.

With how this world worked, surely a solution to the problem would make itself known. He just had to be patient. Even as he thought it, Avery glanced at the eldest child. It was looking around, blinking furiously and waving its arms and legs wildly.

“That is one lively child.” Avery studied it with a thoughtful gaze. “Though I somehow get the feeling that being an adventurer is not part of his future.” He scrubbed his jaw. “There is going to be quite a discrepancy as the child grows.” While it appeared, the child would be big boned and muscular, the vibe emanating from the liveliness didn’t fit the build. “I dare say we’ll just have to wait and see.” Hmm, this was going to be an interesting development. “There’ll be many trials ahead for this one.”

As she listened to his rambling, Chestnut glanced at the boy to him. “Hmm, he might just be the apprentice you’re seeking when he gets older.” She told him with a smile. “Though we’ll have to monitor him for the meantime.”

Oh my, he’d spoken aloud again. Well, that would explain why some people were eyeing him oddly as usual. After all, they did have all sorts of individuals not of the medical type right there because of the huge fuss that idiot killer created earlier. It was telling that Chestnut was interested in the child too.
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