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  For Lili







  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 IV, the final piece 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 Jane, the Air 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 air.

It is only the beginning.
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Sunday February 1, 2026

“Jane, you’re so close. You’re in the last semester of your PhD. I’m not sure you should throw that all away. Can’t you do both?”

“I’m not throwing it all away. I’m taking a leave of absence,” I respond into the ancient magic mirror. “I’m so behind, Mom! The others have their magic down to two-to-one. They can practice, and the time loop only doubles with our realm’s frequency. After just over a month at Harbinger Moon, I can finally summon Astra without Amelia’s help, and after taking her out for a half-hour spin, my whole morning is gone.”

My mom’s golden eyes meet mine from the goddess Hekate’s home in another realm. A spirit realm. She looks angelic and healthy in her white gown. I’m so glad she doesn’t look the way she did when she died: skin and bones, with very little hair after all the cancer treatments.

A silence falls between us. She crosses her arms and tilts her head in disappointment, as if to say, Come on, Jane. I didn’t raise you to be a quitter. But she knows what’s at stake. She knows I’m right. I need to train my magic before the bluemoon, or we’re all cooked.

“Besides, I don’t want to go back. I can’t talk to you in Salem like I can here.” My voice cracks. “I’ve missed you.”

Tears flood my mom’s eyes, and she reaches out to touch the mirror on her side. “I’ve missed you too.”

I reach out and place my hand on hers through the mirror. I can feel our energies intertwine, a dance between the realms. She looks down and sighs.

“Why does my baby have to be the one to carry the literal weight of the world on her shoulders? It doesn’t seem fair.”

“I can handle it, Mom.” I smile weakly. “Besides, I’m not alone. I’ve got Gina, Arya, and Maria shouldering some of it, and a few goddesses and badass women supporting too.”

My mom smirks. “Does your father know about this leave of absence?”

I remove my hand from the mirror and cross my arms, gazing down at the floor. “No.”

“He’s paying for your education, honey. You should tell him what’s going on.”

I shrug. “What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”

My mom side-eyes me. “Uh-huh.” She pauses. “What about Dave at the Witch House?”

“He’s fine with it. Told me to take all the time I needed, that I’d always have a job there.” I shrug. He knows about the prophecy. He’s descended from Bridget Bishop, one of the women hanged during the Salem witch trials. He’s invested in me, powering up my magic. He’s even looking after my budgie, Ozzy, while I’m here.

“So why did you send the message of the Seven of Swords?” I change the subject abruptly.

“What are you talking about?” She looks confused.

“Jasmine, the medium who helped free Gina’s mom, Eloise, from being trapped in that hospital, said you’d shown her an image of the Seven of Swords. I googled it, and the Seven of Swords in the tarot deck is about betrayal. What were you trying to warn me about?”

“Oh, right.” She swallows as the memory returns. “It’s also about avoiding your own feelings, which is something you’ve been doing for a long time.”

I cross my arms, immediately regretting bringing it up. “Okay, just checking.” 

“Jane, I know it’s painful, but you need to face your feelings. You can’t keep them all bottled up like this, or they’re going to explode.”

Amelia comes in from the kitchen, holding a plate of scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast. Her silver and black wavy hair falls wildly around her delicately wrinkled face. Her silk, floor-length housecoat is open to reveal a cute black nightgown of the same material. She’s a gorgeous woman, with the same golden eyes as the rest of us.

“Jane, here’s some breakfast,” she says, handing me the plate.

“Anne, my dear daughter, how are you today?” Amelia smiles at the mirror above her fireplace. I’m so grateful my newly found grandmother has been letting me stay at her home, Harbinger Moon, since Christmas.

“I’m alright.” My mom bites her bottom lip.

“Out with it,” Amelia says, narrowing her eyes.

“I’m just a little stressed over this whole prophecy thing. Jane has decided to take a leave of absence from her studies because of it, and I’m a bit torn.”

Amelia nods knowingly. “Ah, yes. That’s understandable. But we only have so much time, Anne. If we don’t do it now, the next blue moon isn’t until 2028, and at this rate, we could be in the middle of World War Three. The coral reefs have already hit their tipping point. We’ve surpassed seven of the nine planetary boundaries that define the constraints under which humans and other life exist. Can you imagine, with the current political climate prioritizing profits over everything else, what things will look like in 2028? What will Jane do with her PhD in Women’s Studies if Mother Earth is destroyed?”

My mom sighs, exasperated. “Yes, I know, I know.”

“I think I’m going to take Astra for a spin,” I interrupt.

“What about breakfast?” Amelia turns toward me.

“I’m not hungry.” I quickly put on my coat and boots, then rush out the door. 

* * *




I stand on the porch and inhale deeply, closing my eyes. I feel the wind tickle my face and dance with my hair. I open my eyes with a long exhale to find Astra, my magic keeper, standing on the ground in front of me.

“Good morning, Jane.” She bows her head, her black wings folded against her shimmering, starry-night body. Doesn’t every little girl want a pony? I smirk. I’m lucky enough to have a pegasus.

“Good morning, Astra.” I walk down the front steps, pulling out the wand of selenite I keep in my coat pocket for the Veil of Whispering Air spell. I have memorized it at this point; I’ve used it almost every day since the first time, when Maria was here.

“When the world must not see you, summon the silence of the wind. Stand facing east, where the day is born. Draw a circle in the air before you with selenite. Three spirals counterclockwise. Whisper your name into the wind. As the air begins to shimmer, breathe it in. Let it know your heartbeat. The wind will remember you, and in its remembering, you will vanish.”

Moments later, we are up in the air. I’m confident in the invisibility of the spell. I’ve gotten better at holding onto her with my legs instead of her mane. I love being up in the air like a bird. The wind on my face and running through my hair. It’s an exhilarating feeling of freedom that I can’t begin to describe. It’s so grounding. I know I’m doing the opposite, being up in the air when I’m flying, but I feel in my body, in the moment.

Usually, I take in the scene beneath me. The town of Port Alberni looks so small, the Alberni Inlet sparkling in the sunshine (when it’s actually sunny). The city is located in the Alberni Valley, surrounded by mountains, and oh, they are breathtaking. My favourite part is spotting wildlife. I’ve seen a pack of wolves on a few occasions. Once, I even saw a mama bear and her cubs. I love to fly over to Sproat Lake and back, but that can take up most of the day since it’s about twenty minutes away, forty minutes there and back. In my magic time loop, though, it’s like six hours.
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