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Daily Jobs, Coffee and an Awfully Big Adventure

Wendy rolled out of bed with a groan, glancing balefully at the flashing notification window that told her she was supposed to be asleep. Lack of sleep, exhaustion, low stamina – the bars all ran through the window before she dismissed it with a flick of her hand.

As she put her feet on the ground, she ran her hand through her ratty brown hair, catching on knots as she did so. She tugged on her nightdress, pulling it down across her chubby – nicely padded – body while she shuffled to the bathroom.

“Why couldn’t they fix my hair and my insomnia? They got the wrinkles and the eyes,” Wendy whined once more, her thick Devonshire accent coming through. 

In answer, a small glowing bat flew down, flashing through a variety of colors and angular shapes. Wendy smiled, somehow understanding the spirit’s words.

“No, I don’t want to find out about the System. I studied enough about that Quest,” Wendy muttered. “I’ve got better things to do. Like… Coffee!” The last word was uttered with a fierce exertion of will as she made it a command.

Another flash of light, this time brilliant green, lit up the small, cluttered bedroom. Clothing, scavenged from multiple houses, worn and tossed aside lay scattered throughout the room. Multiple smaller oblong boxes were attached to the ceiling and walls, reinforcing the apartment and her safe room. She still didn’t have enough money to make the room a Safe Zone so she made do. Luckily, her friends were very good at helping her make do.

The little flashing blonde pixie dressed in green that appeared would be a trademark infringement if it mattered these days. It buzzed for a second then flew out the door to the kitchen where it started the process of brewing Wendy her midmorning java. Meanwhile, Wendy started casting, using her Skill to pull her friends from the nether.

“Let’s see, let’s see. Boom and Zoom, you’ve got the room. Curly, breakfast. None of that fancy stuff. I want bacon, eggs, and mushrooms. A good English breakfast.” She ignored the grumpy buzzing as the summoned fairies got to work. “Nibs, outfit for the day. It’ll be a busy day.”

Muttering commands, more and more summons appeared. When she was done, Wendy was down to less than a quarter of her mana, but her friends were all buzzing around, cleaning and sorting her bedroom. By the time she was done with her shower, they had set right the apartment, making it sparkling fresh and leaving her coffee and breakfast for her.

Grinning wide, Wendy bobbed her head in thanks to her friends before she dismissed them once more. Better to do it now, before they disappeared of their own volition. After all, she regained a little bit of her mana this way.

“Breakfast. Then, I’ll deal with these emails. I wish there was a fairy for that.”

Musing about how she could create an email fairy, Wendy dug into her meal.

 

***

 

Outside, in the crisp, refreshing morning air of Devonshire, Wendy drew a deep breath. Already, she’d summoned a host of her friends before sending them out to scout for monsters. The guards had it mostly in hand really, but it never hurt to be cautious. Even the ones that wandered in past the old Roman walls that ringed the inner city of Exeter were swiftly taken care of. But she hadn’t survived the first nine months of the apocalypse by being careless.

In fact, Wendy wasn’t exactly sure how she’d survived at all. Oh, she could relate everything she’d gone through, every second of it. Just like any of the other survivors. But why her, compared to the rest of humanity. Perhaps it was her naturally high luck stat. Perhaps it was her ability to use her friends in different ways.

It didn’t really matter, because much as she wished it was different, it wasn’t. They had managed to fight off enough of the monsters, patched together enough of civilization to reclaim Exeter. Not without suffering quite a few losses, especially among the elderly that made up the majority of the citizens. But there’d been a surprising number of old soldiers who’d taken to the System and come out swinging. 

Shaking her head, Wendy continued her walk, eyeing the white-painted houses, the shops that made up the new Exeter. Gone were the old, single or double story scattering of neighborhood commercial districts. Instead, some gleamed with metal reinforced doors, reclaimed by the occasional adventurous entrepreneur. Others were left broken, windows shattered, doors cracked, waiting for their new owners.

Wendy hoped they would be more reclaimed soon. It’d make the neighborhood safer. But the center of Exeter was where the rebuilding was concentrated. She was considered weird for staying on the outskirts, away from others. But she liked her apartment and she had plans for the complex when she’d earned enough Credits. 

Marveling at the robust growth of the trees, running her fingers along crisp bark, Wendy continued her saunter as the sun rose. Nine months on, the morning sun was getting late in its autumn ascent. Soon enough, winter would be here in full force. She hoped she’d have enough Credits by then, because if not, she’d have to move into town. She didn’t fancy sleeping in the cold. Not at all.

Finally reaching the church grounds, Wendy looked up at the soaring Exeter Cathedral. The religious building sparkled, the worn statues of saints in the front built in the old Baroque style that had now been upgraded by the System. Now they looked just as new. And if you watched really closely, you’d notice how all the saints with their swords and the gargoyles at the top slowly shifted.

It really did bring a new meaning to the words - God is watching over you.

Pushing past the large, wooden entrance doors, Wendy stepped into the Cathedral. She paused for a second, crossing herself in respect, before she entered further. The pews within were gone, the seating replaced by cots for those Artisans and Adventurers who couldn’t afford a better place to stay. Nuns moved around quietly, watching over the thrashing bodies, laying soothing hands on a few that needed it, radiating Auras of peace and serenity. The big, wooden and silver organ stood grandiosely in the back, out of place but beautiful still. Once a week, the bishop continued to hold services, and the organ would play. It brought comfort, a sense of stability to the parishioners.

“Still can’t sleep?” The words jolted Wendy back into her body. She turned, to regard the speaker. Dressed in military fatigues, bright red hair in curls and a futuristic mace resting on his knees, Carl smiled back.

“No. You think they’d mind…?” she said. She knew he fancied her. But she just didn’t have time. Even if the desire was there. Carl was a fetching bloke. Especially since he upgraded his Strength and started wearing those sleeveless vests.

“Nah. Just keep your lads quiet.”

“Always.” Smirking, Wendy moved away from the entrance, putting her back to the column like Carl before she began her summons.

“First Twin. Second Twin. Dirty bedding. Tubs, Nibs, scraps. Boom and Zoom, the organ. Quietly.” Wendy started summoning, tiny little fairies appearing as their names were called, bobbing quickly before rushing to do their jobs. Unlike in her room, they all acknowledged her unspoken desire and kept their lights dimmed as they got to work. 

In a few minutes, her Mana was depleted and Wendy turned to Carl. “So? How’s the hoarding going?”

“It’s not hoarding. I tell you, toilet paper is gold. Soon enough, they’ll all be coming to me.” Carl said, crossing his arms. “I got it all. Two ply, three ply. The Shop might get you some, but not in good quality, not at a good price. Somehow, they still haven’t gotten it right yet. Not without teleporting it from somewhere else on Earth.”

Wendy just smiled, shaking her head. For all the four months she’d known Carl, he’d had a scheme. A way of making it big. They all failed, of course. But since his schemes never hurt anyone, she and the Father never made a fuss. Having Carl around kept them all safer too as one of the few Combat Classers who would stay to guard the Cathedral.

“Less people here today,” she said, eyeing the beds.

“Less need. They opened up another apartment block.” 

She frowned, hating the sound of that. If she didn’t get a move on, her own plans were going to get scuppered. Maybe…

Biting her lip, Wendy accessed the settlement’s Quest board. That was a relatively new addition that allowed anyone, anywhere in the settlement to access it without being at a settlement stone. It made finding jobs a lot easier. Unfortunately, it also meant that there was a lot more competition these days.

Good thing, she was very good at what she did.

 

***

 

An hour later, the Cathedral was clean and shiny. Everything from the windows to the insides of the organ were buffed and cleaned. Waste food, torn bandages, even holes in clothing had been patched up. The moment she completed her daily task, System acknowledged her Quest completion and deposited the funds from the Cathedral’s account into hers. Bobbing thanks to Carl, Wendy hurried off, already having taken on another two assignments. There were another half-dozen that she could do on the board. If she managed to get all of them, maybe she would finally have enough to buy her own place.

Problem was, she was limited to only two additional Quests beyond her usual standing orders. So she had to hurry, if she wanted to get them all.

The first Quest was a tanning job. No one wanted to do that. Not even the tanners really, though obviously, their Skills made it easier for them. But, there were only three System tanners in the entire city. And, all but one of them had Leveled up such that they no longer did the low-Level monsters jobs. That left a gap in the market. One that Wendy and her summons were more than happy to fill.

As she hurried along, Wendy checked her Skill once more, eyeing her experience
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