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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.
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