
  
  
      
        
          When Witches Dance

          Adventures in Levena: Beltane Special

		      
          Aelina Isaacs

        

        
          
          Neshama Publishing

        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2024 by Aelina Isaacs 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Before Reading
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        What's In A Word
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        March
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Worst Part
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Tomorrow
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        April
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Happiness and Relief
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Lonely, But Loved
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Easier
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Troublesome Daughter
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        May
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Never
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        As You Desire
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        When Witches Dance
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Normal
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Honeymoon
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Dedication

To those who fight for love, despite being its worst enemy.








  
  Before Reading


This book takes place after Matsdotter and Adrastus, specifically after the end and before the epilogue. 
There are descriptions of graphic sex, swearing, and smoking.

Happy reading,
Aelina






  
  What's In A Word


The ‘Old Common’ used in the book is based on the Hebrew language, and some meanings have been adjusted to fit the story. They are listed here in the order they appear. 

Tchotchke: Small Thing
Chuppah: Canopy






  
  Prologue


Dear Thatch, 

I’m not an eloquent writer like Quentin, and I don’t have adventurous tales like Arlo. I don’t have magickal powers, and I’m not extraordinary. Not like the others, not like you. So I doubt this will be any good.
But before we get started, I need to say something, and it’s this.
I really wanted you to be there, at my championship. Gosh, it feels like ages since then, and it’s such a small thing to be angry over. And deep down, I know it’s not your fault.
But I wanted you to be there. To have my time with you like Kitt and the others did. I wanted you, and Arlo for that fact, to be there when Kitt asked me to be her bride.
Honestly, that’s not even the part that hurts the most.
I hated that you asked me to lie for you, and that I did. I could’ve called Arlo the moment you left the bank, and I didn’t. I could’ve told him that you were planning on leaving and had transferred all your worldly possessions to him. Your money and property, the intellectual rights to hundreds of works and patents.
But I didn’t.
He wasn’t mad at me, you know. He said he understood.
I don’t.
Maybe you couldn’t have told him why you were leaving, but you could’ve at least prepared him for it. Then again, if I had to leave Kitt behind, would I spend the remainder of our time dealing with things like paperwork and worry, or dwell in the last hours together in ignorant peace?
Would I have loved her all, knowing that our time together was destined to be cut short?
And what’s the difference between you and me, really? Kitt and I may be forced apart by fate and far worse things tomorrow, and we’ve been on a countdown without knowing it.
I suppose that’s what makes you–you, and me–me, isn’t it? The knowing.
Ah, I don’t know.
I swear I’m not angry anymore. It’s just been hard these past few months. Quentin and Elochian … well, they’ve had a rough go of it. We all have. Elochian’s only been awake for a few months, but it feels as if it’s been a year since then. I’m writing this at the turn of summer, and the approaching harvest festival is like this big elephant in the room right now. Will you come back?
Is there magic in solid lengths of time, or will you come back at a completely random time, like the ninth month at the third hour?
Will it be a year, or two? Ten?
But that’s why we’re writing to you, you know?
We don’t want you to miss anything. And we haven’t forgotten you, either.
We never will.

Lots of love,
Lindsey






  
  March









  
  The Worst Part


Kitt


I sit on a fallen log, legs outstretched and palms braced on the seasoned wood beneath me. It’s unbearably hot for this time of year, and my bare forearms and cheeks soak up the sunlight. A short distance away, Arlo clears a tangle of brush by hand. Dead willow trees and shrubs, fractured branches and wayward saplings in the wrong place at the wrong time. It's a nice spot down here, the clearing in the willow grove is natural and fairly close to the shoreline, the soil dark and thoroughly saturated from all the rain we've gotten. He refuses to use magick for his herb garden, and mud stains his hands, boots, and clothes. This garden plot is his and his alone, a considerable size but still smaller than Felix’s up by the house. 
Arlo won’t come out and say it, but I think the whole work-a-garden-by-hand thing has something to do with Thatch. Most of Arlo’s behavior can be explained by blaming it on Thatch. I can easily see the reasoning for this one, though. As a young man, Thatch didn’t have magick or power tools, building Levena from the ground up, literally. And because an old man did things the hard way thousands of years ago, Arlo does too.
Bosko watches us from a nearby willow, eyes closed and dull feathers puffed up. Downy feathers litter the ground beneath his perch, and I stare at him for a long time. I sweep my gaze over the rest of the clearing, searching the high willow branches and tall grass. I’m pretty sure this is where the dybbuk was banished. Arlo says the soil here has the best pH or something like that, but I think he wants to put the plants here for a more sentimental reason.
“So, I’ve been thinking.”
“Thought I smelled something burning.”
“Ha ha, very funny.”
Arlo wipes the sweat from his brow, smearing dirt through his beard. He picks up another downed limb, tossing it into one of the piles he’s started. “‘Bout what?”
I take a deep breath, measuring my words. “It’s just that I’ve been kind of freaking out.”
He stops, actually looking at me this time. His eyes flash green, and his veins pulse the same fluorescent color a second later. Talk about a hair trigger. “Why? Did something happen?
“No! I mean, yes, but not … not life threatening.”
Arlo tosses another limb and wanders over to me. He sits close beside me on the log and leans back on his hands with a groan, fingertips nudging mine. I scrape my horns against his shoulder, and sigh. It’s a hard feeling to describe, but I imagine it like the first sip of coffee in the morning, stepping into a warm bath or watching the sun come up.
“What’s wrong, Kitty?”
“You know how I said everything’s handled, with the wedding?”
“Well, the truth is that it’s very much not handled. Penelo won’t come, and her Dads are being major control freaks and want it all done the ‘elvish way.’ Rupert might come, but Maryann definitely isn’t. And none of that even matters, because Lindsey’s so worried about Quentin that it’s like she’s forgotten we’re about to get married in a couple of months. I’m trying to … coordinate everything and it’s so much.”
Arlo quietly asks, “Why didn’t you tell me?”
I pin him with a flat, withering stare. “Like you don’t have enough on your plate? Like everyone doesn’t have enough on their plate? And with Elochian’s condition … I’m starting to think we picked a fine time to do this.”
Arlo throws his arm around my shoulders and pulls me close, smothering me in one of his bear hugs that I haven’t had in who knows how long. My tail swishes through the grass, and I sniffle.
Arlo whispers, “You know, I thought you didn’t ask me to be part of your wedding party because you were mad at me. I don’t know if I’d rather that or your pity.”
I try not to laugh, but I do, and it comes out harsh. “Not at all, Lo. I don’t even have a solid wedding party besides Gowan, and you’re doing so much already. What with the kids, your new roommates, checking in on Quentin and Elochian. That’s not even touching on Thitwhistle’s and Thatch and—”
He sighs, then kisses the top of my head. “You’re right, things are chaotic right now. But that doesn’t make you unimportant, we can’t stop living, and celebrating living. And Elochian could wake up tomorrow, we don’t know how long that will take. He wouldn’t want you to wait. You are my best friend Kitty, and I’m sorry I haven’t been there for you. Tell me what you need.”
“You,” I admit. “I need your help.”
“With …?” Arlo teases, and I chuckle.
I sit up, and he does too. I take his hands in my own and ask, “Arlo Rook, will you be my best man?”
He grins, irises sparking green. “Oh, I don’t know. I’m just so busy.”
I roll my eyes, unable to hide my smile. “Asshole.”
“Of course I will, Kitty. Get over here.” He hugs me again, squeezing me tight. His beard scratches against my cheek, and I nudge him with one of my horns. When we pull away, he says, “Now who is Penelo again?”
“Wow, Arlo. Just wow. Lind’s only been your friend for years now!”
He puts his hands up. “It’s not like they visit very often, I get all her family mixed up.”
“Fine, I’ll make you a list. Come on, let’s get the rest of this cleared up.” I rise from the ground and wipe off the knees
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