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  For Rowyn







  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 III 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 Maria, the Water 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 water.

It’s only the beginning.
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Sunday December 21, 2025

There’s a point during surgery when I just know in my gut everything is going to be okay. We’ve healed what needed healing, the body is in recovery mode, and I can feel the relief settle in my bones as much as theirs. I know you’re not supposed to think that. Maybe it makes you sloppy, maybe you let your guard down. But in that moment, I’m connected to them. We’re speaking to one another, and I’m reassuring them: everything is going to be okay.

Once the surgery is over, I turn to the scrub nurse, Ashley, and smile while removing my gloves. “We did it,” I squeal. My first solo surgery. I mean, my attending was there to make sure I didn’t screw up, but only to advise. I did it. My chest fills with warmth and tears form in the corners of my eyes, but I take a deep breath and keep them in.

“You did it. And you did great.” Ashley smiles.

“She’s right. That was flawless.” Dr. Scott high-fives me. “Do you want to give the family the good news?”

I smile, nodding my head enthusiastically. A tear slips out of the corner of my eye, and I wipe it away quickly. I turn to Ashley. “Thank you for everything.”

Ashley stays with our patient as I make my way with Dr. Scott to the lobby. I recognize the husband immediately, he’s on his phone. My heart sinks as I recognize Tinder on the screen. He looks up and puts his phone in his pocket, his face colouring.

I force a smile. “Hello, Mr. O’Donald. The gallbladder surgery went well. Your wife is just in post-op right now, but you should be able to take her home today.”

He clears his throat. “Oh. Great. Thanks.”

“She’ll be in recovery for a few weeks, so please make sure she doesn’t do any strenuous activity or heavy lifting,” I say curtly. “And her tummy might need some time adjusting, so avoid high-fat foods. Have her eat smaller, more frequent meals, and you can gently increase walking. The nurse will give you some information to take home about wound care.”

“Right, got it.” He nods.

I turn on my heels. “Did you have any questions?” I hear Dr. Scott ask as I push past the doors to the surgical unit, my shoulders tense. What an asshole.

Dr. Scott catches up with me moments later. “What was that about?” she whispers loudly.

“I saw him on Tinder.”

“On what?”

“The dating app.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah. His wife’s being cut open on an operating table and he’s trying to get a date. What? Was he hoping she’d die on the table or something? Getting the next girl lined up for the moment she’s out of the picture?” I can feel the heat in my cheeks.

Dr. Scott walks next to me in silence for a moment. “It’s an unfortunate reality that women are much more likely to be abandoned by their partners when they fall seriously ill compared to men.”

I exhale sharply. “Yes, I know the study.”

“But you can’t let your personal feelings about that get in the way of doing your job.”

“I didn’t. I told him all the post-operative care instructions,” I respond defensively.

Dr. Scott side-eyes me. “Come on, Dr. Muir. I’ve seen you with patients. You always take time to answer questions and give them space to process.”

I look away, crossing my arms. “You’re right.”

“I know I’m right.”

I meet her sapphire eyes. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. You’re a human being. Just remember for next time.”

“Yes, Dr. Scott.” I reply, squaring my shoulders. Next time, I’ll do better.

* * *


I slam the locker door shut.

“Whoa. Rough day?” Dr. Miguel Sanchez leans on the locker beside me with a smirk. He started his internship at the same time as me. We’ve kinda grown up together, from baby doctors to teenage ones.

“Men are pigs.”

He shrugs. “I could have told you that.”

I roll my eyes. “Have a good night, Sanchez.”

“Listen, why don’t you take those contacts off, put those sexy librarian glasses you have on and let me take you out for a drink? Take your mind off the cochinito,” he offers, casually sauntering toward me.

My eyes narrow. “I told you already. I don’t date colleagues.”

“Who said anything about a date? It’s just two co-workers blowing off some steam after a shitty day at work.”

I pause, tilting my head thoughtfully. “You had a shitty day?”

“Awful. One of the surgeries I was supposed to assist on got cancelled.”

“Oh, poor baby,” I mock.

“What about you? Did a patient, you know…” he drags his hand across his neck and makes a dramatic ‘shhk’ noise.

“No, nobody died. But…” I hesitate. “I saw one of my patients’ husbands sitting in the lobby swiping on Tinder while she was in surgery.”

“Cochino!” he exclaims.

“That’s what I’m saying. Men are pigs.”

“Was that your solo gallbladder removal?”

“Yeah.”

He shrugs, crossing his arms, his muscles tightening as he leans against the lockers again. “I know that’s a routine surgery, but things can go awry. How did it go?”

His dark eyes meet mine. I smile despite myself. “It went really well.”

Miguel matches my smile. “Really?”

“Yeah. Dr. Scott said it was flawless.”

“That’s great, Muir. Congrats!”

I look down at the ground sheepishly. “Thanks.”

“You sure you don’t want to go out and celebrate?” Miguel ventures.

I bite my lip. “I really can’t, Sanchez. I’ve got an important errand to run.”

He opens his locker, blocking his face. “Well, don’t let me get in the way of washing your hair.”

I laugh. Mia is with her dad until tomorrow. “Okay, one drink.”

* * *


It’s not just that I don’t date colleagues. It’s that I don’t date. I can’t bring myself to open up to a person again. I can’t face that heartache. Besides, I have to think about Mia. Every decision I make has an impact on her.

Also, Miguel is a total player. He’s dated half the nurses in surgery, a few residents in other departments, plus an attending. There is no way I’m letting Mia have a revolving door of men in her life.

He is cute though… No, Maria.

I pull into my parents’ driveway. My childhood home. The porch light is on. I’ve been checking in about once a week, making sure everything’s in order while they’re up north doing polar ice cap research. The faint scent of lavender greets me as I step inside. I drop their mail on the entrance table and glance at myself in the mirror, running a hand through my textured pixie cut. My dark roots are showing. I don’t know why I thought going blonde and chopping it all off after the breakup with Archer was a good idea. I shrug. At least I didn’t get bangs.

I turn the light on in my mother’s office. It’s cozy and clean. There’s a variety of plants by the window as well as one of those zen fountains. The earthy smell probably comes from the huge rosemary
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