
        
            
                
            
        


	Valentines in an Apocalypse

A System Apocalypse Short Story

 

 

 

By

 

Tao Wong

 


License Notes

 

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

 

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite eBook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 

 

Valentines in an Apocalypse: A System Apocalypse short story

Copyright © 2020 Tao Wong. All rights reserved.

 

A Starlit Publishing Book

Published by Starlit Publishing

PO Box 30035

High Park PO

Toronto, ON

M6P 3K0

Canada

 

www.starlitpublishing.com

 

ISBN: 9781989458884

 


Contents

Valentines in an Apocalypse

Author’s Note

About the Author

About the Publisher

Short stories in the System Apocalypse universe

 


Valentines in an Apocalypse

The Vancouver Public Library’s central branch building was an iconic structure. It had been modeled on the Coliseum, giving it a cylindrical appearance with a freestanding, elliptical, colonnaded wall on one side that contained the offices and reading rooms. It had been built with a total of nine floors including the subterranean storage locations. Unlike the real Coliseum, floor-to-ceiling glass windows dominated the structure offering a view of the books and tables inside while contrasting with the light brown granite walls. It was an iconic building, made even more by the broken and shattered earth buildings in the distance and the gleaming, twisted metal alien structures surrounding the structure. Even after six years from the System apocalypse, Vancouver was still recovering, a mish-mash of recovered and rebuilt buildings with the new System created structures standing side-by-side. It was only because Vancouver’s Shop had been located in the central branch that it had been spared from damage.

Damage, but not change. Dotted around the library square were beam turrets, the automated weapon systems constantly shifting and tracking potential threats. Shield projectors, barely taller than a man and looking like old-time phone booths – one painted an iconic blue – were strategically placed around the perimeter, ready for activation at any moment. Luckily, Vancouver itself was now a Safe Zone, leaving the weapons to lock and dismiss the never-ending slew of unmutated pigeons, and the occasional flying individual. Teddy Loh barely noticed any of these sights as he hurried in to begin his work shift. Even after the fall of civilization, it seemed the 9-to-5 workweek was still honored. 

A misstep, an unseen slope in the ground had Teddy stumble. He splashed a little of the coffee he clutched in one hand on his black jumpsuit, and watched as it fell off without leaving a single stain. The apocalypse might have brought many things with it; death and destruction on a level that he had never even imagined, magic and aliens in vast numbers and this strange System and character sheet – but it had also brought sci-fi level adaptive clothing that refused to take stains, that refit themselves to their purchasers on command and regulated body temperatures better than anything that he ever had. It’d also brought small conveniences, like the muscular, fast-regenerating body of his and supposedly, an extended lifespan. The System had even taken away his need for glasses, leaving Teddy with 20/20 vision for the first time in four decades.

Eyeing the empty spot where he had stumbled, Teddy flagged the anomaly on his System. As he swept a hand through his slowly greying, shortcut brown hair, he let his gaze rest on the clock in the corner of his vision. 8:55. No time to verify the issue. Just another mystery in the System. There were others who would deal with it. 

Inside the enclosed atrium of the building, Teddy took a right turn and entered the main foyer of the ex-library. Even now, numerous individuals browsed the remaining stacks, though most of the first floor had been transformed. These days, instead of a group of helpful attendants, a bank of computers and the popular news section; the library had become the closest thing to an adventurer’s guild that the city had.

Where librarians used to work, city attendants stood, taking questions, offering advice and generally directing newcomers and struggling citizens to jobs that best suited them. Even with all the technology and the System on-hand, a human touch was still needed for some. In another section, more attendants and a select few merchants stood around, accepting quest rewards, System registered items and minor crafts. Unregistered corpses and items were all dealt with outside of the library, since those could not be handily stored in an inventory. But all those were just sideshows to the main attraction of the library.

Dominating the main portion of the first floor, flanking the escalators and staircases that led to the next floor were multiple floating spheres, each of them a linked entry point to the Shop System. Every few seconds, Teddy watched as a newcomer would touch the sphere and disappear, teleported to the Shop instance that they used. And just as often, individuals would reappear, nearly hitting other users before walking off, having finished their business. If not for the fact that the Shop was generally more expensive and bought products at a lower price, it’d have killed the local economy a long time ago. Still, there were many things only available in Galactic Shops or items that could only be sold there.

Teddy took all of this in with practiced ease, gauging how busy the city’s hub was this day. He let his gaze track over the individuals within the building, eyeballing them for potential threats. He didn’t even blink when he noticed the four legged, two armed lizard creature that stood to the side, arguing with a minotaur – more properly called a Yerrick – or the cluster of two foot tall, brown furred creatures rolling along one side of the building. They were just the start of the weirdness. The aliens that had flooded the city were just another part of daily life now.

Judging the city to still be quiet, he took the escalators up, heading for the third floor where he worked. He didn’t even pause to look at the second floor, which was much of a repeat of the floor below but with fewer shop spheres and more attendants and merchants. The second floor focused on crafts and local businesses, with a small but busy section dedicated to the Northern Lights Venture Group. One of the introductions of the settlement owners, the Group financed loans and a very small number of grants to anyone who could show the willingness and ability to progress their craft. Rumor had it that they had a stake in a good forty percent of the businesses in the city, including some of the larger fishing fleets.

Finally reaching his own floor, Teddy sighed. All that hustle and bustle was tension inducing, which was why he was glad the third floor was still quiet. It’s role had changed a little, but it was still a repository of knowledge, a filter for information. Here, Teddy worked, with a large group of other administrators and researchers, all of them pulling information from branch offices throughout the province, gathering and indexing data. Data that turned into information under their skilled hands, the very same information that those attendants below gave out. Even after six years, the number of monsters - new and mutated – quests, and galactic aliens just kept increasing. Of course, all of this information was technically available in the Shop. But no one wanted to pay the prices they dictated, and so, Earth was building their own database. One that was publicly available, one that would benefit all of humanity. It’d been the brainchild of some kid in South East Asia and been taken to with vengeance by the city.

As Teddy walked over to his desk, he spotted Kaylee seated at hers already. The heart-faced redhead flashed him an absent smile, fingers twitching as she triggered screens that only she could see. She paused after a few seconds, turning to him with excitement bubbling in her eyes. “Did you hear?”

“I just arrived. Also, morning.”

“Oh right, good morning!” Kaylee, the ever-persistent gossip leaned close and whispered. “Lana managed to close the deal with the Bebrex’s. We’re going to get access to their library.”

Teddy’s eyes widened, and a grin split his face. That was good news. Lana had been working that deal for the last three months, negotiating over interstellar communications to get access to the Bebrex network. The flood of information from their library, combined with what they had, would fill in a lot of holes in their Galactic knowledge. It wouldn’t patch all the gaps, just like the other three deals they’d made, but it would help. It would help a lot.

“That’s really good news.”

“You going to tell Janet?” Kaylee said.

Teddy hesitated. His wife would like to know, but… She was coming in, in about twenty minutes anyway. Somehow or another, she’d negotiated a later start time than him. One of the advantages of being a linguist in this bureaucracy. Not that he resented it. Not at all. 

Kaylee shot a glance at Teddy, when he shook his head in the negative. Taking his own seat, Teddy got ready to start the day, pulling out the latest data feed as he sat. As a Librarian, one of his Class Skills was information sorting. Combined with some basic Skills, it allowed him to access the interface, sort through all the data that arrived at the speed of thought – and sometimes a little faster - and categorize it, collating the data with previous reports to begin an analysis of trends. 

It was a good thing that they all had Skills to do their jobs, because what took entire departments of the Federal government to once before was now sometimes the part-time job of a single individual. Weather patterns over the entirety of BC? Joe did that, when he got in in the morning, assessing models and tweaking them before he got onto his real job – watching for Mana shifts. Needed population numbers of monsters in the Comox Valley? See Kate or Jim. 

If they got lucky and had the time, they could look for trends, analyze when a dungeon or an Alpha Boss might appear. If not, you got the base summary. All so that the adventurers who were relying on the information had as close to real-time information as possible. It was an impossible task, but when they failed, and that happened all too often, people died.

Caught up in the flow of work, Teddy soon lost track of time, his attention drawn into the streams of information that flowed past his eyes. Janet, the news and Kaylee all forgotten.

 

***

 

Janet yawned, staring at the mug held in her hands. Jim had forgotten his own, again. Some reason, even though he asked her to make coffee for him every morning, he still forgot to drink it. He’d then go out and buy a cup from the barista’s that lined the downtown core. She knew she didn’t have the Skills those baristas had, but still… It was Credits. She sighed, looking around the
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