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        In a world of magical crystals, enchanted artefacts, and golden coins, Daxia has... just coins. Iron coins.

      

        

      
        Half Fae, half human, Daxia has never fit in with her peers . To make matters worse, she has to work for a living, a fate unbefitting for a Fae. Luckily, she has a chance to venture into the human world to make a fortune of her own.

      

        

      
        Today, it's scrubbing tavern floors. Tomorrow, it's finding chests with gold and jewels. At least, that's how she hopes it will go. In reality, a few more challenges stand between her and single-handedly creating her own generational wealth.

      

        

      
        After running into someone from her past, Daxia finds herself helping out an old repair shop with their dragon problem while avoiding debt-collecting gerbils. It's not exactly glamorous but Daxia is determined to make her own fortune.

      

        

      
        Even if she has to stick to a tight budget to make it happen.

      

        

      
        ****

      

        

      
        The Thrifty Fae And The Repair Shop is the first book in this epic cozy fantasy series with a sapphic romance and a pinch of steam. If you love rags to riches, adventure and quests, quick reads, and found family, this series is for you.
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          CURRENT FUNDS: 34 COINS

        

      

    

    
      Everyone knows there’s no greater shame for a fae than working a minimum wage job and I’ve fallen even lower than that. I’m not even getting paid to wait on tables.

      I refuse to sigh as I drag my mop over the crusty floor of the old tavern. It's sticky from the spilled beer and crumbs of freshly-baked pies that make this place so popular. There's been a steady flow of customers today and as the evening settles and closing hour nears, there's just one group of customers left.

      The worst kind. There are seven drunk rambunctious fae sitting at the central table with the most expensive dishes in front of them, far more than they could possibly eat in one night. Their belongings are spread out all over the floor, making it a trip hazard for the servers and cleaners alike. Nobody is saying anything because they threw a bag of coins at the owner and now he's tending to them like they're important guests.

      They certainly fancy themselves important. I can tell what kind they are with just one look. Expensive clothes, adorned with jewellery, and carrying magical bags and weapons. They're without a doubt treasure hunters, and successful ones too. One of them is using a rare Enchanted dagger to cut his gammon as if it's a kitchen knife.

      I bite back my jealousy. I can't even blame them. This is how every fae wants their Springtime to be. Adventure and treasure and riches beyond belief.

      "Daxia!" Mark shouts at me from across the room, looking remarkably like a tyrant in his chair with his broken leg. "Stop dreaming about your silly house in your forest and go clean up that spill!"

      "On it!" I call back, grabbing my mop and dragging it over to the corner where someone dropped the bottom crust of a pie and someone else stood in it. A part of me is tempted to stomp on it myself, just to let out some frustration but that wouldn't do me any good. The person who has to scrub the crumbs out of the wooden grooves is also me.

      Loud laughter comes from the central table and I glance over, not surprised to see one of the fae juggling some of the handheld pork pies. He clearly doesn't care that our cook got up before dawn to make those.

      I hope they land on his face.

      Something else clatters on the other side of the table and one of the women jumps up, shrieking at the spillage that she's got nobody to blame for but herself.

      "My Enchanted gloves!" She looks around, glaring at me as if I'm the one who caused it. "You! Clean this up, right away!"

      Anger rises up in me but I force it back down. I can't shout at our customers or I'll find myself without a job at the end of the night.

      Instead, I clench my hands tightly around the rough handle of the mop and drag it over to their table. I reach up to my hair, making sure it's still covering the elongated tips of my ears. It's already bad enough that I'm working, I don't want to risk being recognised and mocked.

      Instead, I drag the mop through the puddle of red wine. It's no surprise that they're starting to spill, they've been drinking and feasting here for hours.

      One of the other women gives me an amused look and deliberately pours some of her wine on the floor next to her. "Oops, I'm so clumsy. Clean this up, too."

      Her friends snicker and it takes every ounce of patience I have not to slap this mop in her face. This is not how we're taught to treat humans but I know their treatment would be even worse if they realised I was also fae.

      I've become the very thing that we're warned about when we leave the Forest for our Springtime. Someone who works a human job.

      I crouch down to clean up the second spill, hoping they'll leave me alone after this. My back is aching and my dignity is six feet under. I can't believe I have to clean up after other fae, rude ones from the middle borough if their accent and manners are anything to go by.

      One of the handheld pies falls on the floor, collapsing under its own weight and spilling chunks of venison and thick gravy onto the floor. They all cheer and clap, laughing as if it's the funniest thing in the world.

      I hate this place.

      Most of all, I hate smug entitled fae who still believe that getting rich is as easy as coming to a human kingdom and going on an adventure. If it were that easy to find fortune, everyone would do it.

      I clear away the venison pie, relieved when their attention shifts to something else. I carry the dirty mop to the bar where my friend is arriving with a tower of half-empty plates. At least the pigs will be eating well tonight.

      Erin groans when she sets her plates down. “Fae really are the worst customers. No offence.”

      I’m not surprised a human like her feels that way.

      “None taken,” I reply, rolling my eyes now that my back is turned against the treasure-hunting party. I hate their guts and everything they represent. “I hate working here.”

      Erin clicks her tongue. “You’ve only got yourself to blame.”

      “That’s rich coming from you. You’re the one who drove the cart into Mark and broke his leg.”

      “And you’re the one who offered up our time and services to repay him for it. I said we should just make a break for it. If it were up to me, we would be getting lost in ruins searching for treasure.” She grabs one of the half-empty tankards and takes a big swig from it. “Ahh, that’s better.”

      I pull a face. “You don’t know who else drank from that.”

      “Daxia, hear me when I say I don’t give a shit.” Erin slams the tankard down and cracks her neck. “Now what can we do to get those slimy treasure-hunters out of here?”

      “Start sweeping the floor underneath their feet?” I suggest.

      “You’re so tame.” She grabs another tankard that she just cleared away, one that has a lot more leftover ale in it. “It surely would be a shame if I spilled this all over the juggling prick.”

      I sigh at her suggestion. “Please don’t, we’re already working to rectify an injury we inflicted, I don’t need another debt on top.”

      “I won’t, I won’t,” she says but the look in her eyes says she’s tempted.

      Luckily, we don’t have to resort to that because the party of fae are finally leaving. They’ve left a lot of food and a huge mess but there are also coins on the table that almost make up for the shitty night we had.

      “Shall we see how much of a tip they left?” Erin asks as she struts over to the table. She sweeps the coins into her hand and counts them out quickly, before holding out half to me. “Ten for you, ten for me. Cheapskates.”

      She’s not wrong about that, not based on how rich those fae were. If they dropped twenty iron coins, they likely wouldn’t even bother bending down to pick them up. That’s how little it is to them.

      It’s embarrassing that these ten coins are worth a lot to me.

      I slip them into my purse before Mark notices and tries to claim them for himself. Tips are the one thing that make this job somewhat decent. Without them, I would be totally and utterly broke.

      We start stacking plates and cleaning up the mess they’ve left behind. We even pocket some of the pies and bread that look untouched. I don’t like it but it’s better food than either of us can afford and a lot of it was served family style so a lot of this was nowhere near anyone’s mouth.

      At least, that’s what I tell myself.

      I collect the knives and spoons, pausing when I realise I'm holding the Enchanted knife that was used earlier to cut meat.

      “Woah!” Erin exclaims, dashing over. “Hide that before Mark sees it.”

      I hesitate. It’s one thing to pocket our tips, especially when we’re talking about a few coins every time. An Enchanted knife is different, especially one of this quality. There are scratches on the blade but it looks like a strong metal, even if the edge is slightly dulled. The tip is curved up, giving it an interesting shape that tells me that this wasn't made by a local smith.

      This probably cost a few hundred coins and would still fetch a good sum even if the pattern on the handle is missing two crystals.

      I try to activate the knife even though I know it can’t work without the necessary crystals.

      “It’s broken,” I say, giving it another wave. Most humans would find a repair shop or enchanter to fix this but I’ve seen what treasure-hunting fae are like. If it’s broken, it gets discarded and something new and shiny is bought. That’s the way of privileged fae.

      Erin shrugs. “So?”

      I turn the knife over again, noting how good it feels in my hand. It's not too heavy and it has a good balance. If I patch it up and sell it, we’ll be a hundred coins closer to paying off our debt.

      “What if the owner comes back for it?” I ask, although there’s a very slim chance of that happening. The fae it belonged to didn’t even bother putting his name on it so it can’t have much value to him. In all likelihood, the treasure hunters will move on to the next village and will be annoying someone else tomorrow night.

      “You’re strangely conscientious for a fae,” Erin remarks. “It’s like you’re human sometimes.”

      My chest tightens and I feel the panic spreading through me, blinding me to anything else. She doesn’t know how close her offhand comment is to the truth and I want to keep it that way.

      “Finders keepers, right?” I say as I slip the knife into the pocket of my apron, mustering up what I hope is a cheeky grin that matches that of all the obnoxious fae I’ve known in my life.

      Erin laughs. “Exactly. Now let’s finish our job so we can get out of here. I’m dying for my bed.”

      I nod and grab plates to stack them, trying to ignore the knife burning a hole in my apron. Most fae wouldn’t think twice about taking it but I have an annoying voice in the back of my head that reminds me that just like many other things in life, I didn’t earn this.

      I push that voice away. I’m out here in the human kingdoms to make a fortune and it doesn’t matter how I do it. Riches are riches, no matter how they are acquired.

      Or at least, so I tell myself.
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      I carry two heavy bowls of stew to a table near the window, only distracted by the ache in my feet by my growling stomach. I want to eat stew and pies but we’re still hours away from lunch so I’ll have to endure for now.

      A table near the window needs my attention and I go over to stack the plates and cups together, humming along with the singing that's drifting in from outside. It's a popular folk song that gets some of the customers inside going.

      Behind me, some of the other workers are joking with the regulars and I can hear coins clattering, no doubt for tips and gratitude.

      When it's like this, it's not so bad.

      The thought hasn't even fully formed when I hear the sound of plates smashing onto the floor followed by a loud shriek. The new boy who's still green behind his ears has bumped into one of the servers and caused her serving tray and all her food to tumble on the floor. Worse, some of it has fallen in the customer's lap.

      I'm already reaching for my mop when my gaze travels up to the customer's face.

      My chest tightens and my body drops to the floor before I've fully realised why I'm hiding behind the table. Am I seeing things?

      I glance past the stack of dirty plates but I'm not mistaken. Of course, I'm not. I would recognise Naia anywhere with her straw-blonde hair, emerald eyes, and carefree smile. She's smiling even now despite having tiny blobs of carrot and gravy on her white tunic.

      What is she doing here? She's not looking for me, is she? Because I can't let her see me like this. Not when I'm waiting on tables in a human tavern. It's humiliating and I can't face her like this.

      I scoot backwards until I'm out of view and dash towards the kitchen to hide. The wooden doors clatter when I push through them and I feel a little better when I'm out of sight. My heart is racing and I feel breathless as if I've just run from a dragon.

      I can't believe she's here in my tavern.

      I peek through the doors, getting a better look at Naia. She looks just like I remember. Bright, odd, ethereal. Her clothes are good quality, her bag is magical and expensive. She's not struggling on her Springtime the same way I am and why would she? She'll have started her journey with support from her overbearing parents and that makes everything a lot easier.
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