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Adventures in Clothing

Lana shuffled the stacks of System papers before once again sighing. The slightly glassy feel of the papers, rough only at certain intervals to ensure that there was some purchase to grip still felt strange to her, even months after picking up the items from the Shop. While System notifications were useful, they also had certain limitations to their use. Chief among them, the inability of an individual to carry a notification away with them, if it was not linked to themselves.

There were other issues as well, with System notifications as a managerial tool. If you had to pass on notifications to multiple individuals at once, and she was about to, you either had to upgrade your specific managerial Skill or pick the right one at the start. All those Skills came with their own benefits and hindrances, though, and there was never an easy choice. The fact that her own Class was a combat Class and not running a settlement, especially one as large as the free province of British Columbia, was a pain and a half. 

The tired redhead ran a hand through her hair, once again cursing John. It had been nearly a year since his disappearance, and the war effort down in the States had stalled. Rather than continue to throw herself into violent, foolhardy situations, Lana had returned to Vancouver, picking up the task of managing his settlement in his stead. She’d still help out – as one of the higher Leveled individuals, she had to. But she would not lose track of the fact that the settlement needed managing. Life was more than war.

For a moment, she considered the man, considered all that she had lost when he left. It still hurt; the death of her pet, the loss of her boyfriend when she needed him the most. She was still reeling, to some extent, from the death of her brother, the only family that she had for so many decades. To lose Anna on top of that had been too much.

For a time, she, Mikito and Ingrid had tried to do what John had done for the United States Army. They drove themselves and their alien enemies to the edge, acting as the spearhead of the group. It was only a close call, one that nearly cost the life of Sam, the Technocrat, and herself, that she realized perhaps those choices weren’t the best.

What was it that Mikito had said? Oh yes, “just because you miss the baka, doesn’t mean you should act like one, too.”

That was the reason she was back up here, in Vancouver. Katherine Ward, the secretary and manager that John had hired, along with the AI, had done well at keeping things running. But neither one had much of a vision, and neither one did more than keep the settlement running.

Today’s initiative was Lana’s first attempt at fixing that gaping hole in the settlement development strategy. She smiled to herself as she leaned back in her comfortable, swivel chair in the office that was in the back of a public library, overlooking the various streets below.

If things went well, today would be the start of her special-teams.

 

***

 

The four individuals that stood before her, holding up the sheets of paper before them, were nothing special, at least in terms of their Levels. All Basic Classes, all of them in their mid-20s, and none of them so far had exhibited any particular specialty or gift. They were, in other words, entirely mediocre.

Even worse, none of them were combat Classes by nature. The highest-level member of the group was the Tailor, whose level of 29 came entirely from her work as another underpaid Artisan. The problem for many Artisans in Vancouver and British Columbia was the lack of suitable material. Specifically, for a Tailor like her, they lacked cloth. System generated, System marked cloth or other clothing materials. There were rumors that in China mutated silkworms had been evolved, and over in the north, there was a dungeon filled with mutated spiders that spat silk. But all of that material was out of reach for your average Basic Class Tailor.

As for the other three, there was the Model; tall, tan, very pretty and desperately in need of a pair of hamburgers who flinched at every loud noise or sudden movement. Of the other two, one was a five foot four blonde female, dressed in a Sailor Moon dress, fringed and green, while the other had the unfortunate class of costume designer. The designer had once worked on a few well-known DC tv shows, but was now out of work, having little else to do with her skills as production of entertainment venues were at an all time low.

Lana knew that none of them other than the Tailor would have reached level 20 if not for the training programs that John and herself had put in place. Artisans and noncombat personnel were carried through combat missions by volunteer groups, allowing them to level up as necessary. Items produced by them, when it was possible, were also distributed to groups on the regular, providing for the needy, while giving a minor experience boost.

In truth, there were still ongoing arguments about the carry program. Many pointed out that combat Classes could gain much more experience if they were not constantly babysitting Artisans and noncombat Classes in the dungeons or the outskirts of the city. The counterargument, that all individuals were important, and needed a minimum Level of 20 ensure that they could survive an unfortunate encounter with a roaming monster, were often dismissed and set against the concept of personal responsibility.

Thankfully, the counterarguments came from only a small subset of the population. Still, Lana and Katherine kept an eye on that group, because you never knew when they’d hit an argument that could sway the minds of the general populace.

Not that either Katherine or Lana intended to run the free provinces of British Columbia as a democracy. For one thing, the System did not generally register democracies as a viable government form. To make it viable, one would have to purchase the necessary Skills and options from the System, and thus block off the penalties in forming a democracy. However, neither Katherine nor Lana had the money to undertake such action. 

More importantly, unless they intended to boot John off the city settlement orb, he was the settlement owner, the provincial Lord. And for reasons both personal and practical, neither party felt the need to force the issue.

“Ms. Pearson?” The first to speak was the Tailor, holding aloft the sheet of system paper. “Are you serious about this?”

“Ms. Williams,” Lana’s eyes flicked up quickly, so quickly that it was easy to miss how she checked Hana Williams’ status bar ahead of her head, “I am deadly serious. I would like all of you to form a party and complete a Quest for me.”

“Why us?” This, from the old model. He flashed Lana a smile, one heartbreakingly soft and winsome. Unfortunately, his charms had little effect on Lana, her own charisma well above his, and thus providing her a small degree of protection. That, and he was just not to her liking. Too pretty and lacking in certain rough edges.

“Mr. Obrav, we spent quite a bit of time searching for a mixture of classes. We believe, together, all four of you can form an unconventional but effective questing team.” Lana said.

“I don’t fight,” the costume designer said. “I’m not a combat class.”

“I never said you were,” Lana said. “There are more types of Quests, more objectives that need to be completed, than just combat. While there might be, probably will be violent encounters because we live in a Dungeon World, it is not the goal of putting this team together.”

“And what do we get for working together?” The cosplayer asked. Meg raised an eyebrow, completely at odds with the sweetness she normally displayed in her videoclips.

“Page five of the document lists your expected benefits, but in short, you will work as direct government employees with salary and benefits. In addition, you will be eligible to receive your quest rewards. It should be sufficient, even for you, Ms. Hillhouse.”

“And what if we don’t like the offer?” Meg said, then, side-eyeing the rest of the group, she continued. “Or the people you chose for us to work with.”

“Then you may decline the opportunity and inform Ms. Ward. In either case, you might or might not be assigned to a new team,” Lana said. “You are not the first nor the only individuals this offer is being made to.”

When Meg moved to speak further, she felt a hand land on her arm. To her surprise, she found the male model pulling her backward with a surprising strength for his lean frame. When she opened her mouth, he glared at her further. 

A slight increase in Aura pressure from the seated Beast Lord before her reminded Meg of who she was actually arguing with. That Aura was not a friendly, managerial aura but a combat aura. As if to remind her further, a low growl emanated from the floor, where to her – and the teams- surprise, a giant husky sat, cloaked in his own, moving shadow.

How did she miss that? Gulping, she backed out, leaving the Beast Lord alone. Anyway, she still had the documents and those could be resold if she needed to. It wasn’t a complete waste of time.

 

***

 

The group of four reconvened at one of the numerous public tables located on the lower floor of the ex-public library. The fact that there were still tables had been one of many battles between the librarians and the new management, one that the librarians had won. Sort of. Even now, you could spot them moving from stack to stack, storing away books after using their Skills to store the information within. Even more, deep in the bowels of the library, the archive section brought back new books to be catalogued and stored in the libraries shared storage space.

Though the System had marked much of that information and even kept an on-going storage of it all, what it did not do was provide such information free. Rather than purchase that information – and then break the System locks on sharing such information, librarians over the
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