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  For Maru







  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 is where the threads begin.

This book is Part II of the Elemental Saga, a collection of four connected novelettes that follow the women who become the Witchy Women. These stories are meant to be read in order, beginning with Fire (Part I), then Earth, Water, and Air. Together, they build toward the first full-length novel in the series, Hammer.

In this instalment, you will discover more about Arya, the Earth Witch. The Elemental Saga acts as a bridge between the prequel and the first novel, expanding the mythology, deepening the magic, and preparing you to step into the larger world that unfolds in Hammer.

Welcome to earth.

It’s only the beginning.
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  Arya ~ Earth

  
  




Monday December 15, 2025

Was it all a fever dream? The smell of fresh coffee pulls me to the kitchen. I glance over the island into the living room of my open-concept condo. My mother is there. Passed out on the couch, lightly snoring.

Nope. Not a dream.

The woman I haven’t spoken to in almost ten years. With the same raven hair. Golden eyes. And the same petite frame as me. The woman who cut off her own sister, niece and nephew…at least, that’s what I thought until Gina got her mom’s journal. Turns out, my mother stayed in touch all along. Secretly.

I grip the coffee pot a little tighter. None of it makes sense. Not that it changes who she is. She was a drunk my entire life. Cold as ice. Never gave a damn about me or my sister unless it polished her image. And everyone knows she drinks. It’s not even a secret. She just hides it better. Not sloppy. Never sloppy. In Toronto’s upper echelon, drinking is practically a requirement. The bored and the miserable numbing themselves with vintage wine. That’s the culture.

I pour a cup of coffee and let out a loud exhale. My mom sits up with a snort.

“Oh, good morning, darling. How did you sleep?”

She just expects me to pretend like nothing happened? Like we didn’t have a screaming match when I was a teen, and she kicked me out? Well, she let Dad still send me money at least.

“Coffee?” I manage to grumble.

“Yes, please. With a bit of almond milk.” She stretches her arms above her head.

I pour her a cup wordlessly, add some almond milk, and set it down on the kitchen island with a little more force than necessary. My mom is busy fixing her raccoon eyes in the large antique mirror with a gold ornate frame that hangs in our dining area. My phone is charging on the counter. They say you aren’t supposed to bring screens to bed. It’s been keeping me from answering work emails at midnight.

I check our Witchy Women chat. I wonder if anyone saw the news about my mom drunkenly showing up last night.


Gina: Wow! No way! Last night we released my mom’s spirit from the hospital! She’s finally free. That’s such a weird coincidence.




I start typing.


Arya: No kidding. My mom kept talking about how “free” she felt. I wonder if it was some kind of twin connection.




It could explain why she was so miserable all these years. No, no, no, Arya. Stop making excuses for her. She needs to reconcile for the way she treated me. The way she treated Elsie.

I froth my coffee.

My phone vibrates, the sound cutting through the silence.


Gina: She still there? You should ask her about the cassette tape from the psychic reading!




“So, any big plans today?” My mom smiles while sitting at the island across from me, holding her mug with both hands, elbows propped up.

I don’t look up from my phone. “Work.”

I type into the chat.


Arya: What do you mean? The psychic fair thing our moms went to in Montreal when they were both pregnant?




“Yes, I’m very proud of you. You’ve done quite well for yourself, Ari. Any big projects you’re working on at the moment? I can maybe help you find some investors and…”

“It’s Arya,” I interrupt.

My phone vibrates.


Gina: Yes, exactly!




I put my phone down, grab my coffee, and take a sip. I stare at the froth swirling on the surface.

“Do you remember going to a psychic fair when you were pregnant with me?”

My mom’s eyes widen for a split second before the mask comes on. She throws her head back and laughs. “What? Why would I ever spend money on such a silly thing?”

I clear my throat, set my cup down, and place both hands on the counter. I look her straight in the eye for the first time since she showed up.

“Cut the bullshit, Mom. I know for a fact you went to one with Aunt Eloise when you were both pregnant.”

“Watch your tone with me, Ari.”

“Georgina, we haven’t spoken in almost a decade. You think I’m going to watch my tone?”

“I’d much prefer it if you called me Mother.”

“Minh, our housekeeper, was more of a mother to me.” I snap.

She starts rubbing her temples. “I didn’t come here to fight.”

“Then why are you here?” My eyes narrow.

“I…” She stutters. “I don’t know. I just felt this overwhelming urge to see you all of a sudden.”

I exhale sharply. “I don’t have time for this. I’ve gotta get to work.”

“It’s six thirty in the morning.”

“I want to hit the gym first.”

I start walking out of the kitchen.

“How did you know about the psychic fair?” she asks quietly.

I stop and turn. “I met Gina. Aunt Eloise’s daughter.”

She gasps. “Gina? As in Georgina? She named her daughter after me?”

I nod. “One of the last things she did before she died.”

“She died?!” Her eyes fill with tears. “How?”

“Complications from childbirth. Gina was a preemie. We actually share the same birthday.”

I watch her processing behind her eyes. I was overdue by a week. Gina came a month early. And somehow, we ended up being born on the same day.

“I was wondering why she stopped answering my emails.” She wipes at her eyes.

“You didn’t think to go to Montreal and check on her?” My heart pounds in my ears.

“I was a little busy with a newborn girl, Ari,” she says sarcastically. I turn to walk away again. “And we’d had a fight. I thought she was done with me, like she was done with our father. I was respecting her boundary.”

I pause. “What did you fight about?”

She exhales. “I don’t want to relive the past, Ari. It’s gone. Nothing can be done about it. Let’s just move on with our lives.”

“It’s not that easy, Georgina…”

She cuts me off. “You know I wanted to name you after her, but your father had just finished reading that stupid book and insisted we name you after one of the characters. Who knew it would end up this big hit television show.”

I laugh despite myself. “You mean to tell me, I’m named after Arya Stark?”

She smirks. “The one and only. You had dark hair and a fighting spirit. Just like that character, or so your dad said.” She shrugs, then adds, “He promised me if we had another girl, we could name her after my twin sister, which obviously I did.”

I shake my head. Nope. She’s not going to manipulate her way out of this. “You can’t just expect to walk back into mine and Elsie’s lives like nothing happened.”

“What are you talking about? Elsie and I meet for a drink at least once a month.”

My heart stops. A lump rises in my throat. “What?”

“Oh yeah. We never lost touch.” She takes a sip of her coffee. “How else do you think I knew where you lived? I’ve been here many times before. Usually when you’re travelling for work.”

Why didn’t she tell me? How could she keep that a secret? My sister, the only family I have left.

I close my eyes and take a deep breath.

“When you’re ready to admit you saw a psychic, I need the tape from the session. It has important information on it.”

I turn to leave.

“Tape? Like a cassette tape?” She tilts her head.

“Yup.” My teeth grind as the door rattles behind me.
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