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  For Gigi







  Preface



If you haven’t yet read Nexus, I recommend starting there. Nexus introduces the Witchy Women universe and the ancient magic that binds these stories together. It’s where the threads begin.

This book is Part I of the Elemental Saga—a collection of four connected novelettes that follow the women who become the Witchy Women. Together they build toward the first full-length novel in the series, Hammer.

In this instalment, you’ll discover more about Gina, the Fire Witch. The Elemental Saga exists as a bridge between the prequel and the first novel of the Witchy Women series, expanding the mythology, deepening the magic, and preparing you to step into the larger world that unfolds in Hammer.

Welcome to the fire.

It’s only the beginning.
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  Gina ~ Fire

  
  




Monday November 3, 2025

I just don’t understand why JJ’s mom showed up during our séance and mine didn’t. I turn toward the clock on my bedside table. The red numbers blare 3:33 AM in the darkness of my bedroom. I look up at the ceiling and exhale loudly. I should just get up. I’m not getting any sleep tonight.

I thought for sure that when I was back in my own bed in Montreal, I’d finally be able to rest. I toss the covers off me and get out of bed. How can anyone sleep under these circumstances?

I walk into the kitchen for a coffee. I’m expected to just go about my day-to-day life until the blue moon, like I didn’t just learn I’m magical, have a dragon magic keeper named Ruby, and oh, just a small little detail…I’m destined to go back in time and stop the burning of innocent women labelled as witches. To stop the patriarchy.

I take a sip of coffee. The bitter, familiar taste is a comfort, and its warmth soothes my throat as it makes its way down to my belly. I feel its effects almost immediately. Thankfully, my body is used to being up at weird times. Our shifts at the fire station are twenty-four hours on and forty-eight hours off. On shift, you’re always listening for the alarms, even in your sleep. You rest, but never really sleep. Then, when you finally get home, you crash hard.

I take another sip and shrug my shoulders. I am lucky. Kelly, my supervisor, is really good about scheduling me around my art stuff and she took it easy on me. I can ease back into work after my vacation leave in Salem.

I glance down at my crescent moon birthmark with the dragon constellation tucked into the crease. Maybe Ruby can tell me what’s going on with my mom.

I drink the last of my coffee in one big gulp, then go to the altar by the balcony door and light a candle. I focus on the flame. I’ve lived in this bachelor apartment on the top floor of a row house on Lorne Street, near McGill University, since my 20th birthday. I fell in love with the tiny balcony. It has just enough room for a small table and chair. In the summer, I like to sit out there with a coffee or a cold beer.

Nothing is happening.

I think about my mom, who gave her life for mine the day I was born. A tightness crosses my chest. My heart beats fast, and I hear a ringing in my right ear. The flame dances in front of me, then grows, until I can see dragon wings gleam in the light. Ruby flies out of the flame with a laugh, circles the room, and lands a few feet in front of me, sitting on her hind legs like a cat.

“Hey, girl. How’s it goin’?” Her red and gold scales shimmer under the soft glow of the lamp in the corner of the room. I always thought dragons were huge, I still can’t get over that she’s smaller than a pony.

“Can’t sleep,” I mutter.

She looks at me with concern in her golden eyes. “That’s not good. You need your sleep, honey. You’ve got to be rested and emotionally grounded to maximize your magic.”

I pace the room. “Yeah, well, it’s hard to be grounded right now. I’m still processing everything.”

“Fair.” She shrugs.

“I just can’t get this nagging feeling out of my head, Ruby. I think my mom’s spirit is in trouble. Why else didn’t she appear to us in Salem? It just doesn’t make sense. Do you know why she didn’t show?” I stop pacing and look at her.

Her eyes drop to the ground. “I’m sorry. I have no idea.” She perks up. “You might be able to find out, though.”

“But how?” I exclaim. “Sorry for the outburst.” I clear my throat. “But how?” I smile.

“With fire.”

“With fire?” I echo.

“Yes.”

“That’s pretty cryptic.”

“Is it, though?”

“Yes, it is. Tabarnak.”

“Language.”

I gaze down, frustrated. “Sorry.”

I pace the room in silence, muttering “With fire? What the hell does that mean?” under my breath. Ruby’s head follows me from one side of the room to the other.

I stop and look at her. “I’ve got it.” I pound my fist into my hand.

“Oh?” Ruby responds.

“I’ll ask Hekate. She’s a guide to the underworld, right? She said we can call on her anytime when she came to us in Salem.” I move toward my altar, covered in crystals and candles. Excitement bubbles in my belly. “What kind of offering should I give her?” Then it hits me. My stomach drops. “What if I can’t summon her on my own? I don’t have the other elements here with me.” Every time I’ve summoned magic, other than Ruby, I’ve always had Jane (who I affectionately call JJ because she introduced herself as Just Jane), Maria and Arya with me.

“Well, Hekate does work with fire. She carries that torch around, remember? You don’t know unless you try.”

I nod. “True.”

I head into the kitchen area and pour a glass of red wine, then place it on the altar beside the lit candle.

“Everyone loves wine, right?”

“You can’t go wrong,” Ruby responds.

“Anything else?”

Ruby puts a claw to her chin. “Maybe some honey?”

“Honey?”

“Yeah, it’s a traditional offering to the gods.”

“I don’t think I have any honey.” I walk back into the kitchen. “But I do have a slice of tarte au sucre left.”

I plate the last slice of sugar pie and place it on my altar. “Okay.”

I take a few steps back and admire the setup, then instinctively place both hands on my heart and close my eyes. “Hekate, Queen of the Witches. The Mother, the Maiden, and the Crone. I call on you. Please help me find my mother’s spirit.”

I hear dogs barking in the distance and they grow louder. Relief washes over me. I can call on her without the others. I smile at Ruby, who nods reassuringly.

Suddenly, my balcony door opens. A torch is held by a beautiful woman with long black hair, a crescent moon crown tucked into it. She’s wearing a long crimson dress and matching velvet robe. She immediately picks up the glass of wine on my altar and gracefully throws it back. Her black dogs run around at her feet.

“That’s a Canadian wine, by the way, out of the Ottawa Valley in Ontario,” I explain.

“It’s delicious.” She puts the glass down and picks up the dessert plate.

I blush. “Sorry, I forgot a fork.”

“It’s fine.” She pulls a fork from nowhere, cuts herself a small slice, and places it in her mouth with a soft clang. Her lips wrap around the fork, and she closes her eyes, slowly pulling it out.

“Mmmmm. Now, that’s incredible.”

She quickly eats another piece. Within seconds, the pie is down to the crust. She breaks it into two pieces and tosses one to each dog, who readily catches them in their mouths.

“Thank
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