
  
  
      
        
          Wicked Ground

          The Arcarean Academy

		      
          Brigit Rosé

        

        
          
          Two Realms Publishinc LLC

        

      

    


  
  Wicked Ground by Brigit Rosé

Copyright © 2024 by Krystyna Fenner             

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact Krystyna Fenner.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Published by

Two Realms Publishing LLC

https://tworealmspublishingllc.com

Book Cover by We Got You Covered Book Design

Interior Design by Two Realms Publishing

Editor: Michelle Hoffman



Printed in the United States of America








  
  [image: image-placeholder]

To Bones

You were the best writing companion I could’ve asked for.
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Gio pulled her black, four-door sedan into a parking spot in what she assumed was a downtown area, or something like it. Her gaze flicked from one storefront to another. They all looked the same. “We haven’t even made it to the school, and this place already sucks.” 
“Is that why we’re stopping?”
“No. We’re stopping because I’m hungry, and I need to stretch my legs.” She shut the ignition off; with the car in park, she climbed out. Taking in her surroundings, she tugged her beanie down a touch over her ears.
“You’re joking, right? We’re what, an hour away? You couldn’t wait that long?” Fang questioned as he got out of the car.
“We’ve been driving for about fifteen hours straight. Besides, you don’t know what kind of gruel they intend to serve us. What if it isn’t even edible?” The seelie had kept them out of their academies for centuries. Suddenly, they all felt guilty for ostracizing them? Something about it didn’t ring true for her. Like her father, she wanted to know all about their ulterior motive.
Fang raised an eyebrow. “Isn’t that part of the truce? They invite us to join their school, and we get the full academic experience. Kind of like the agreement you made with your father, so he’d let you drive when we could’ve just used a sphere or portal to get there.”
“Keep that up, and I’m leaving you here, wherever here is.” Gio glanced at her cell phone. “Dublin, Ohio.” She scoffed. “I’m questioning a school near a town named after a tidal pool.” That wasn’t accurate, except it amused her to see how long it would take Fang to correct her.
“Wrong Dublin, Gio. We’re still in the states.” He rolled his ash-gray eyes at her.
“Five seconds. I think that’s a record.” Smirking, she meandered down the sidewalk. Fuck, this town appeared quaint, even if it was anything but. Many humans strolled from store to store, searching for whatever meager item they deemed of value.
“I’m regretting making this drive with you.”
“We both know you didn’t have a say in the matter.” Her father had made it quite clear. She could only drive if Fang traveled with her. The drive gave a much-needed opportunity to see and play in the human world. Something her father had grown wary about over the years.
“Which part? As I’m mostly here to keep you out of trouble.”
Gio untucked her pointed ears from her beanie. “Then I guess you’ll be really busy.” A sly grin crossed her face as her gaze settled on a corner building with a crimson-colored door and cream exterior. “The Wishing Pot. Food and lots of humans. Now, that looks like a place to have a little fun.”
“What are you doing?” Fang jumped in front of her, halting her in her steps. “We’re not back home. There are rules to follow.”
“I don’t care.” He was ruining her mood here. Not that she had any intention of covering her ears back up. “Besides, humans are stupid. Either they’ll think they’re fake or some pretty damn amazing body modification. Not to mention cosplay and Halloween.”
He ran a hand across the top of his head with a huff. “Halloween isn’t for two months. And no cosplay, but that isn’t the point. We need to follow the rules for once. Either glamour or pull the beanie back down.”
“What are you going to do if I don’t do either?” She propped her hands on her hips. Yeah, her father charged him with keeping her out of trouble. But he hadn’t told them not to have fun. Considering how she usually screwed with humans, this was minor. Regardless, she was the daughter of the king of the unseelie. Fang might be her betrothed, but he had little in the way of control.
“Fine,” he groaned. “Just promise me minimal damage.”
“I guess you’ll just have to see for yourself.” No way would she promise that. She stepped around him and continued forward. Pausing in front of the door, Gio gripped the door handle and flicked her steel-gray eyes in his direction. “You coming?”
“Yeah.” Fang jogged over.
“Then let’s have some fun.” Gio swept a loose strand of her midnight-black hair behind her ear just before entering the building.
A mix of something sweet and nutty assaulted her nostrils. She surveyed her surroundings. Cases of various candies lined the walls. Except for the one to her left. A long counter sat in front of a multitude of machines, one of which screeched as steam filled the air. Oh, yes. This was definitely a place she could have loads of fun. Provided her betrothed didn’t stop her.
Where did she want to play first? Or with whom? Children of all ages scoured the cases, searching for that perfect sweet. While the adults gathered around the counter, impatiently waiting for that first exquisite taste of something dark and delectable. She tapped her finger against her chin as she strolled along the far-right wall.
“I smell smoke. Whatever you’re planning, just stop. We don’t need to get kicked out before we even get to the academy.”
“They knew what they were getting into when they invited us.” Besides, the two of them were in the human world. How would any of the seelie know what she’d done? It wasn’t as if they spoke with the single-minded pests that wandered this world. All seelie limited their interactions with these creatures.
“Cool ears,” a child commented as it stared at her with its beady eyes.
A slight smirk crossed her face. Gio hissed at the young male and sent him running back toward his parents. Like she cared what a human thought of her. She strode forward as her fingers danced across the smaller cases. Her gaze flicked from one set of candies to the next. Perhaps she’d find something here to snack on.
“Was that necessary?” Fang questioned.
“No, but it was fun.” She could’ve done worse to frighten the little one. Really, Fang should’ve expected it. How many times had they gone out into the human world when they were younger? Thousands of times over the years. Torturing humans was her favorite pastime. Well, when she wasn’t tormenting him.
Fang thrust a hand through his charcoal-blue hair, gripping it tightly. “Come on, Gio. We shouldn’t draw attention to ourselves.”
“I have done nothing…yet.” Although if her betrothed kept up his consistent protests, she’d make him eat his words. Stopping in front of a dispenser, she faced the case, snatched a plastic bag, and filled it with a variety of taffy flavors. It wasn’t the same as fairy rings, but it would suffice.
“Really?” He pointed to her ears, the young boy across the way, and the candy she collected. “All of which draws eyes in our direction.”
Yeah, she would not keep having this conversation with him. “Well, maybe you’d see a little less if you tried having a little fun yourself. Or are you incapable of doing that?” She recalled the days when he caused more trouble than her. Not that it had happened in a few decades. Gods, had he actually gotten boring? Ugh. Was this what their life together would be like? Her always trying to play a bit while he pulled her back?
“I know how to have fun…without exposing our secrets.”
Scoffing, Gio rolled her eyes and flipped her midnight-black hair over her shoulder. She hadn’t exposed their secrets either. So what if the humans saw her ears? They experimented enough with unique looks. She could get away with it. With a slight shake of her head, she grabbed a piece of watermelon taffy and popped it into her mouth. They’d gone around in circles enough. It was pointless to continue this discussion. Her ears twitched as she caught part of a conversation between a customer and a barista. A wide grin spread across her face. How perfect! Spinning around on the back of her heel, she headed toward the coffee counter.
“What are you doing now?”
“You’ll see.” She’d hate to ruin the surprise. Because if he knew what she planned, he’d definitely intervene. Then she’d have to hurt him. Though that certainly had merit, she preferred to toy with the humans right now. Gio got in line to order her own coffee. Her betrothed stuck to her side as if he had nowhere else to go.
Out of her periphery, she studied all the baristas and monitored who went where. One female worked on cold drinks, while a male handled the hot. There were at least two ahead of the guy who’d ordered a moment ago. The line moved forward. Something like this was all about timing. She watched as the barista started on a large, hot caramel drink. Gio fixated her attention on the coffee machine.
“What are you doing?” Fang demanded.
Gio concentrated a bit more. She snickered as the foam machine gurgled and screeched simultaneously. “The customer requested extra foam. I’m giving it to them.”
“What the fuck?” the barista hollered.
Another raced over to help him.
“You can’t do that,” her betrothed hissed.
Like he could tell her what to do. She steeled an incredulous look at him. Not that he could stop the damage. It was a little too late for that. “Why not? It’s fun watching them run around like squealing pigs about to be slaughtered.” The humans would likely chalk it up to mechanical error and, at some point, replace the machinery.
“Because someone could get hurt.”
“That’s kind of the point.” If the humans were too stupid to step back, that wasn’t her problem.
“You need to stop this.” He glowered at her. “Now.” 
Gods, he knew how to sour her mood. With a flick of her wrist, the excessive heat in the machine ceased. It stopped screeching and returned to normal. Scowling, Gio turned on the back of her heel and made her way toward the register. It was beyond time they blew this joint.

      [image: image-placeholder]Thorf pushed up the barbell with a hundred pounds of weight on each end as he exhaled. His gaze shifted briefly from his best friend, who spotted him, as he lowered the barbell with his next breath.
 “You seriously know nothing about these dark elves?” Gavan posed. “How’s that even possible? Your father approved the treaty and signed off on them joining us here.”
“That’s full of inaccuracies. My father had nothing to do with the school invitation. That was all the headmistress’s doing.” Though it had certainly come up in their negotiations with the king, but that wasn’t important. He’d only heard about the conversation through third parties. His father had kept him completely out of it.
“And you have pried no information from Tavish? I don’t believe it.”
Thorf returned the barbell to its starting position. Obviously, he wouldn’t get a decent workout in. Sitting up, he snatched a nearby towel and wiped the sweat from his brow. “Why the fuck should I care? Aside from the headmistress changing the curriculum, screwing all of us hitting our first levels, I don’t give a shit about the dark elves.” Besides, he didn’t need the details. Aisla had taken care of that. All so he didn’t get his hands dirty. At least, according to her.
The door to the locker room swung open with a slight squeak. “You know that both of your voices carry?” Tavish asked as he entered the weight room.
Gavan glanced between the two of them. “Is it wrong that I want to know who we’re letting into our school?”
“Given the number of changes we’ve made to accommodate their arrival, no,” Thorf stated. He stood, dropped a hand to his waist, and cocked an eyebrow at Tavish. “Care to answer the male?”
Tavish let out a heavy sigh. “We have four arrivals, including the king’s daughter. I’m heading toward the entrance to meet them. Do you need their names or will their houses suffice?”
The king’s daughter, eh? Wasn’t that interesting? He hadn’t once seen her during the negotiations between their fathers. Though his father had required his presence, he didn’t recall if the same applied to her. “Both,” Thorf demanded. The benefit of being the royal prince. Mostly, they had to do as he desired.
“Giordana, the king’s daughter, and Mordak are of the House of Aubade, and I believe the other two…” his words trailed off as he dug into his satchel. Tavish removed a small stack of papers. “Ah, yes. Reiyna and Idorfu are of the House of Zephyr.”
Thorf ripped the papers from Tavish’s hands and scanned through them. No pictures. Damn. He was curious to know what they all looked like, especially the princess. The only dark elves he’d ever met were the king and the male’s guards. How did the dark elf females differ from the silver? Or even the wood elves? Would she have dark skin? Hair? Eyes?
“Were you expecting something?”
“No.” Nothing he cared to admit. Thorf shoved the papers hard against Tavish’s chest.
The male smirked as he reclaimed the paperwork. “If you want to see them, you’re welcome to join me for their orientation.”
“I’m good.” Thorf glimpsed at his best friend. “Join him if you want, but I’ve got a workout to finish.”
Gavan bopped his head back and forth and gripped the back of his neck. “Well, I mean, if you don’t really need me here, then I can certainly check them out on your behalf.”
As if he required the male to do anything on his behalf, especially where details counted. His friend had more looks than brains. Whatever. The guy could go. It wouldn’t stop him from checking things out later. Especially with the welcome gifts Aisla had planned for their new guests. The corner of his mouth lifted. “I told you. Do what you want.”
“Then I’ll catch you later.” Dipping his chin, Gavan glanced at Tavish. “Lead the way.”
Rolling his eyes, Thorf half paid attention as the two males spoke amongst themselves on their way toward the door. Why the fuck should he give a shit about the dark elves? Nothing about them mattered to him. He hadn’t taken the crown yet. Only then would he worry over those fuckers. He glimpsed at the barbell and tossed the towel in his hand aside. Four dark elves—two from the aubade faction and two from the zephyr. Fire and air. Elements that often-worked together.
 Why was he even thinking about any of this? He didn’t plan on joining his friends for orientation. Still, it would be smart to know the direction the two intended to take. Just in case. “Which way are you going, Tavish? On the tour.”
“Just the normal route,” the male called over his shoulder. Tavish stopped at the exit and peered back at Thorf. “Last chance to accompany us.”
“No thanks,” he replied. They didn’t need him or his attitude along for the ride. Thorf sat on the bench press, laid back, and wrapped his fingers around the barbell. He heard the door open and shut as he lifted the weight free from its rack. 
Normally, the sound of clanking metal alone was enough for him to focus on his workout. Except the few details he’d noticed in Tavish’s folders tumbled around in his brain. No descriptions. The files included information on their schedules, along with a few notes regarding transcripts. Nothing that equated to a grading system. Did the dark elves even have their own academy? His father hadn’t ever mentioned it, but they had to get educated somehow.
Fuck, he seriously needed to stop thinking about these dark elves. So what if it would be prudent for him to learn more about them? It wasn’t his job to protect his people here at the academy. That fell to the headmistress. Still, it could be useful to make an appearance. Thorf returned the barbell to its rack. Blowing out a heavy breath, he sat up, snatched his towel from the floor, and cleaned the sweat from his brow.
He rose to his feet and headed for the door. This inane desire to cross paths with the dark elves, especially the princess, irritated the fuck out of him. Maybe once they met, it would go away. After a quick shower, he’d make an appearance and whatever had twisted inside his gut would disappear. It was just his curiosity getting the better of him. Nothing more.

      [image: image-placeholder]Tavish peered from one dark elf to the other. Only two had arrived. They stood under a canopy by the school’s front door, waiting for the others, he expected. He gripped the back of his neck. This was ridiculous. “I don’t suppose either of you has any idea how much longer they could be.”
“Oh, I’m sure that depends on what kind of wild hair she got up her ass,” Reiyna sneered.
He ran a hand through his short hair as the tips of his ears twitched. Dare he ask? Yes. Her response, no matter how derisive her tone, required clarification. “‘Wild hair?’”
“Oh, yeah.” The female flashed a bitter smile as she folded her arms across her chest. “Giordana does what she wants. She was too good to portal here. According to her, driving was the only option. And of course, Fang went with her.”
Great. There was some contention between Reiyna and the other female. Some small part of him wanted to know why, but he didn’t question it further. Without Gavan around encouraging him, it was easy to move onto something else. Some part of him wished the male hadn’t taken off after seeing two of the four recruits. The other, well, maybe it was for the better. Tavish glimpsed at Mordak, the male dark elf, who’d yet to utter a word. “Do you feel the same way?”
“I don’t know them,” Mordak responded.
Frowning, Tavish glanced between the two of them. “Didn’t you all come from the same kingdom?”
“That doesn’t mean we all know each other.” Reiyna snorted. “Do you know everyone in your kingdom?”
He didn’t even know half the students in the school. And his mother was the headmistress. He knew their names only because of the files presented to him this morning. “You’re right. I apologize. It was presumptuous of me.”
Silence stretched between them. Oh, this was fun. No sign she accepted his apology. And Mordak didn’t even seem interested in, well, anything. Yeah, all was going great. Letting out a heavy sigh, Tavish scrubbed a hand across his face. They couldn’t stand around waiting all day. If the other two didn’t show up in the next few minutes, he’d just get the tour started with grumpy and grumpier. Man, he wished Gavan had stuck around.
The ward protecting their border shimmered, and a black car crossed into their world as it drove across the bridge. Oh, thank Terra. Hopefully, those two were more talkative than these two. He needed some kind of buffer.
Reiyna glanced over her shoulder and smirked. “About fucking time.”
Even if their school hadn’t confirmed the arrival of the other newcomers, that comment alone did the trick. Tavish watched as the car raced across the gravel road, leaving a cloud of dust in its wake, toward the parking lot. He clenched his jaw. It was all he could do not to comment about the driver’s speed. What part of 5 MPH did they not understand?
These were dark elves. He and his mother knew what they signed on for when they invited the unseelie to study at their school. Or so his mother repeatedly told him over the last few months. They had made a lot of preparations during that time: change in curriculum, additional rooms for the unseelie houses, professors to teach those classes, and so forth.
Tavish adjusted his stance, shifting his weight from one leg to another as they waited longer for the new arrivals to join them. Both the driver’s side and passenger side doors opened. Finally! He shuffled through the papers in his satchel, retrieving their class schedules, maps of the school, a schedule of school activities, and a list of school rules. His gaze
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