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      For Paris . . .

      from death comes life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            author’s note

          

          THE CHRONICLES OF FIRE AND ICE

          10TH ANNIVERSARY EDITION

        

      

    

    
      This is the book that started it all. The book that made me an author.

      This is the book that made me quit my other career path in life as a forensic scientist and become an author during a challenging time in my life.

      As I mentioned in the original dedication, from death comes life. This book is dedicated to my lost loved ones and my past. Without those things, this book and the Nephilim Universe would never have existed.

      I also want to dedicate this special edition of my first book to everyone who has been with me from the beginning ten years ago. I was a naïve baby author who was broke and knew nothing. Now I am a full-time author shepherding others in the tumultuous indie publishing world.

      I still can’t believe I get to do this for a job. It’s the best job ever! Dreams really do come true.

      Thank YOU from the bottom of my heart.

      Love, Laura xx
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      He spread his black wings out and wrapped them around her. The touch of his feathers on her skin was silky smooth, and their colour was black as midnight but with a rainbow sheen often seen on birds. These feathers reminded her more of opal the way the moonlight hit them. He brushed his lips against her neck. They were feather-light but hungry. She sighed and leaned back into him, leaning her head against his shoulder.

      And then she noticed his eyes and gasped. They seemed dark brown at first, hazel, chocolate even, and then the lighthouse beacon moved over them. She had never before seen so many colours. His irises split into a million different hues, every colour in the spectrum. He spoke, and it startled her. She didn’t know what she was expecting to come out of his mouth, something seductive maybe, but never this.

      “Now, I want you to fly,” he whispered in her ear.

      The words paralysed her.

      He spread his wings and leapt off the cliff they were standing on, carrying her with him.

      That was the moment Scarlett woke up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            one

          

          DESTINY

        

      

    

    
      Just a dream, only a dream, she kept telling herself. Just another dream about the same thing. This was happening more and more often now. Scarlett groaned and rolled over to glance at the orange digits of her iPod dock display: 5.45 a.m. Great, she thought, fifteen minutes before the alarm. She rolled out of bed, and as her bare feet hit the cold floorboards, she winced. Where these dreams were coming from, she did not know. She sighed. This was just another day in the life of Scarlett Porter.
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      Scarlett flicked on the kitchen light and walked over to the coffee machine. She poured the milk into the frother, and while she waited for it to foam, she mulled over the events of her dream. Who was the mystery guy with the rainbow eyes? He had black wings. That meant he was bad, right? She shook it off and popped a capsule in the shoot and pushed the on button. She didn’t know what this dark angel wanted with her, but she decided not to let it bother her, even though the dark angel who had been haunting her dreams for the past few months was sexy as hell.

      “Scarlett?” She didn’t hear anyone come in. She was off in her own world. It wasn’t the first time.

      “Are you all right?” Scarlett’s grandmother put her hand on her hip as she stood in the entry to the kitchen and studied her granddaughter. “Have you been having those dreams again?”

      Scarlett knew what her grandmother was like—paranoid. Her mother died when she was born, and her father wasn’t around, so her grandparents had raised her. They were sweet and all, but overprotective, hence why she didn’t tell them about her dreams.

      “No. It’s nothing. Don’t worry about it.” She put her coffee in a takeaway mug and headed back upstairs to her room.

      “Scarlett, please. I have to know these things. You...”

      “I’m what, Nanna?” She zipped up her suitcase and picked up her backpack and threw it over her shoulder. “I’m going to be late on my first day. Do you really want me to have that kind of reputation?”

      Today she would be starting at Blackbell Academy, an exclusive yet compulsory school for Nephilim. Scarlett was nervous enough as it was, she didn’t need her grandmother freaking her out even more. Her Nanna sighed and moved in to kiss her head.

      “I’m sorry, sweetheart. It’s just that your grandfather and I worry about you going out into the big wide world, finding your wings, and discovering your Trait...”

      “I know, Nanna.” Scarlett was twenty-one, and when Nephilim offspring turned twenty-one, they left to go to an Academy. The academies taught young Nephilim how to call out their wings, learn how to fly, and eventually, find and develop their Traits—their unique abilities. Everyone’s Trait was different, but most often than not, they were similar to their parent’s Traits. Since Scarlett didn’t know anything about her parents, any clue as to what her trait might be was a mystery.

      “You worry too much. It’ll give you more grey hairs,” she joked. Scarlett loved her grandparents and would miss them. Her Nanna laughed and hugged her. “Say goodbye to Pop for me.”

      “I will, sweetheart. He was upset he wouldn’t be here to see you off. He couldn’t get away from the factory.”

      “Those Blackbells are relentless, aren’t they?”

      “Yes, but that is why Zachariah and his son are successful businessmen. If you see young Mr Blackbell, don’t get too involved.”

      Scarlett knew Lakyn Blackbell had a bit of a reputation as a womaniser. Still, he was also a successful entrepreneur and the face of his very own cigarette company. “Don’t worry. I hate smokers.” He was handsome, yes, but smokers really did turn Scarlett off. He also came across as kind of sleazy on TV, and she really hoped she didn’t cross his path at the Academy.

      Scarlett said her final goodbyes to her grandmother and left for the tram station.

      Blackbell wasn’t your ordinary run of the mill school. It was where you went if you wanted to discover your true self, your true lineage. There is a story that has been passed down from generation to generation. The Chronicle states that in the beginning, during the war of the Realms of Fire and Ice, Seraphim hid on Earth among humans to hide from Lucifer and his followers. They weren’t truly hiding but preserving their bloodline because they knew the Seraphim race was slowly dwindling, and Lucifer’s darkness and evil were spreading across the earth. To save themselves, the Seraphim bred with the human race.

      Some people believe that this new race descended from the offspring of the first union of Seraphim and human, called Nephilim. They believe they all hold a little angelic blood in their veins and, therefore, their Traits. Most Traits stay dormant until around the age of twenty-one because Angel blood is not activated until early adulthood. This is the time to enrol into an Academy.

      Not everyone was pleased with the opening of these Academies. The first one, The Michael Academy, built in 1500 AD, in London, England, was burned to the ground in Heavenly Fire shortly after construction was completed. Some say it burned in hell-fire because the group responsible called themselves The Lucifites, followers of the Morning Star himself.

      There was little mention of the Lucifites in The Chronicle. Since most believed that the group had been destroyed in the 1800s, that chapter had probably been removed. But some thought they were still around, spreading the filth of their master across the earth. There were rumours that they even inserted spies into the remaining Academies, posing as professors, trying to slowly stain the goodness and light of the Michaelites’ work, and turn it into darkness and evil. But they were only rumours, and nothing was confirmed.

      Scarlett smiled to herself as she left the house. Yes, this was the day when her life would change.
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      She rode the tram into town just like every other morning, usually on her way to work at the Hidden Tree Book Emporium. The sky was a canvas of reds and oranges and yellows, the same spectrum as her hair. The sun was just beginning to rise. It was her favourite part of the day. She clutched her copy of The Chronicle tighter to her chest. She thought about what being at Blackbell would be like—being away from her friends, who weren’t yet ready to come to an Academy. Scarlett had this feeling inside of her that she just couldn’t explain. Was it nerves? One thing was certain—this was not going to be another ordinary day.

      Today, her tram took her on another route.

      The tram came to a sudden stop, and Scarlett would’ve gone nose-first into the seat in front if she hadn’t stopped herself straight away by grabbing onto the handrail. She had always had fast reflexes, hereditary or uncanny. She didn’t know. But hopefully, her destination would tell.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The Michaelites, the founders of Academies all over the world, were a group of priests, brothers, and nuns who named themselves after Michael the Archangel, defender and safeguard against Lucifer’s taunts.

      Each Academy was named after an important Archangel, like Michael in London, Gabriel in Sydney, and Raphael in Los Angeles. Smaller branches of the academies were named after their founding families, such as the one Scarlett was going to today in Melbourne.

      The name Blackbell wasn’t a very angelic sounding name. Still, legend had it that the Blackbell family were descendants of Lucifer and that the Michaelites had been trying to get them shut down. The Blackbells denied any connection to Lucifer. Their family crest, a black bell in the centre of two black angel wings, even had a story of its own.

      The Chronicle stated that when an angel falls, their wings turn from gold or white, depending on how high up they were, to silver, and if they were really rebellious or evil, black.

      There was a dark legend connecting the bell to Lucifer: when the bell tolled, the End Days would come, and Lucifer would return. Most people believed that the marriage of these two symbols meant pure evil, but Scarlett didn’t believe it. Her own grandmother went to Blackbell, and she didn’t turn out evil…

      Well, that was what she had grown up believing.

      Her grandparents had told her that they were all descended from angels and that one day, she would go to an Academy to learn how to unlock her full potential. It was her legacy. It was her destiny.
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      The tram stopped opposite Federation Square where Scarlett could see the steeple of St Paul’s Cathedral. From what she was told, Blackbell was attached to the cathedral—modern architecture mixed with ancient.

      As she stepped off the tram, she pulled out her iPhone and opened the email of the confirmation letter she’d received. She almost couldn’t resist the urge to pinch herself. She glanced at the Blackbell coat of arms on the email and back at the same symbol above the doorway to the Academy. The building’s exterior was cube-like in shape, and the facade was made entirely of square glass panels. It reminded her of a transparent Rubik’s cube. The other walls were built with dark grey or black stone that Scarlett couldn’t identify. Were the walls painted or was that their natural colour? The roof was yet another story. On top of the structure sat a crystalline glass dome with faceted sides, such that when the sun hit it, each side turned a different colour. There was nothing in Scarlett’s memory about the dome. How could she miss something like this? It was beautiful.
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          IMPRESSION

        

      

    

    
      Dyston stood on the rooftop. The rain cascaded down his leather jacket, making a heavy sound. He didn’t mind the rain. He shrugged off his coat and it landed in a heap at his feet. His favourite thing of all to do was to stand out in the rain and let his wings unfurl. The sensation of water running over his feathers, cool and refreshing, was like nothing else. He didn’t understand why his father and brother disliked the rain. After a few minutes, he picked up his jacket, pulled his wings back in, and walked back through the French doors into his bedroom. One of his best Traits was the ability of his body to dry itself almost instantly. He didn’t want to dry—he loved being wet—but today, he had no choice. With a knock, his door opened, and Lakyn stuck his head in, snapping Dyston out of his reverie.

      “Bro, the students… why aren’t you ready?” Lakyn’s eyebrows rose at his brother’s dishevelled appearance. He disapproved. Lakyn was five years older, and the sun seemed to shine out of him—in their father’s opinion, anyway. This annoyed Dyston immensely.

      “I am ready,” he inhaled. Dyston closed his eyes, and the glisten on his skin disappeared. His black hair stuck straight up on his head, which he then tried and failed to flatten. His brother chuckled. He always thought his little brother’s talent was so bizarre.

      “Very well, see you down in the dining room. Oh, and be on your best behaviour!” Lakyn told him before his head disappeared. Dyston was alone again. He sauntered to his piano in the corner of the room, sat down, and began playing.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      As Scarlett pushed through the doors of Blackbell Academy, the first thing she saw was the colour scheme. Everything was black, red, or grey, which didn’t help hush the rumours, she thought. Right of the foyer, there was a wide grand staircase with a black iron railing that twisted around half the room. It was made from black and grey speckled marble with a plush red velvet runner laid down the middle. Scarlett thought it was exquisite. Forcing her gaze away from the stairs, she made her way towards the administration desk to the left of the foyer. The desk itself was high. It came up to Scarlett’s collarbone and was made of the same marble as the stairs. Behind the desk on the back wall was the Blackbell emblem and underneath, four antique gold clocks—each showing the time of a different city around the world: London, Los Angeles, Sydney, and Rome.

      Scarlett set her bags down on the ground. She always carried way more than necessary. She tried to make eye contact with the Nephilim woman sitting behind a desk, who still hadn’t noticed her. She cleared her throat.

      “Hello, I’m Scarlett P…” she began, but the receptionist cut her off. Her dark straight hair was cut in a bob, and her face was emotionless and pale like she had never seen the sun.

      “Scarlett Porter, yes, we have been expecting you,” the receptionist said in a nasally monotone voice as she began typing at her iMac.

      “Am I the last to arrive?” Scarlett tried again.

      “No,” she replied bluntly, offering no explanation as to how many students were due to arrive after her.

      Scarlett wanted to ask the receptionist how she knew her name without checking the files. But before she could say another word, a shadowy figure at the top of the stairs caught her eye. She was about to turn her head away when the shadow began descending. She noticed it was a Nephilim in his late twenties to early thirties, and he had the most striking eyes she had ever seen, even more so than the boy in her dreams. These eyes were the colour of the underside of an iceberg, and as he spoke, his voice chilled her to the bone.

      “Welcome to Blackbell,” he said, reaching the bottom. Looking her over, he added with a smirk, “We hope you’ll feel very comfortable here.”

      “Thanks,” she managed, with a dry mouth. She licked her lips and bent down to gather her bags.

      “Don’t! The maids will do that. That’s their job,” he said. Then he gestured to someone Scarlett couldn’t see. A young Nephilim around the same age as Scarlett stepped out of the shadows and picked up her bags, taking them through a door to the right of the admin desk.

      “So where are the other students?” she asked the mysterious and dark stranger.

      “They’re in the dining hall waiting,” he said.

      “Waiting for what?”

      “Waiting for you, Scarlett,” he said, gesturing for her to follow him. How did he also know her name? She was beginning to freak out a little.

      “But… she said…” she turned to look back at the receptionist, but she was gone.

      “Don’t worry, Estiel doesn’t know the time of day,” he said. Scarlet thought his last remark too harsh, but couldn’t find the time to tell him. They had already arrived.

      “Enjoy,” he said, leaving her.

      “Thanks,” she muttered under her breath, entering the room.
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      The voices of the waiting students echoed in the expansive room, and all eyes turned to her as she made her way to the last vacant seat in the room, muttering numerous apologies along the way. She sat down next to a brunette Nephilim girl with long straight hair who was texting someone prolifically.

      “Hi,” said the girl, not taking her eyes away from her smartphone.

      “Hi,” replied Scarlett.

      Then the Brunette looked at her. “He’s cute, isn’t he?”

      “Who?”

      “That guy that walked you in. He’s really cute.”

      “I suppose, but he’s not really my type,” Scarlett said, scanning the room to see if the blue-eyed stranger was still around. He wasn’t.

      “You’re the only one I’ve talked to that thinks that. I’m Kat, by the way.” She offered her hand.

      “Scarlett,” she said, shaking Kat’s hand.

      “Anyway, he’s off limits,” added Kat.

      “Why’s that? He has a mate?”

      “No, he’s a Professor.” Just as the word Professor left Kat’s lips, the room fell to silence, and a woman in a flowing black dress walked into the room.

      “Hello, students. I am Professor Beth Blackbell. This is my son, Professor Lakyn Blackbell,” she said, and the mysterious blue-eyed stranger reappeared. He was her son? Lakyn’s gaze immediately found Scarlett’s, and she turned away.

      His mother continued. “And my husband is Professor Zachariah Blackbell, who is also your headmaster.” She lovingly touched the arm of her husband who stood beside Professor Lakyn. The older Nephilim’s beard was greying and his eyes matched. Zachariah Stepped forward and took over from his wife.

      “Thank you, Beth. As first year recruits, you will learn what it means to be Nephilim in today’s society, and over the next four years, you will learn what it means to be an Angel.”

      Kat whispered in Scarlett’s ear, “Amazing speaker.”

      “Yeah,” she whispered back.

      “Classes will begin tomorrow morning at nine sharp and breakfast begins at eight,” added Beth. “You will be shown to your rooms shortly, and by that time, your bags should have arrived.”

      Beth paced back and forward at the front of the room. She looked fierce and wild with her wavy black hair and brown eyes. Scarlett had no doubt that the students were a little afraid of her.

      “Lunch will commence at noon, at which time, you will receive your class schedules. Any questions or queries about your class selections should be directed towards me, Professor Lakyn, Headmaster Blackbell, or Estiel at administration. See you at lunch.”
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      The hallways inside Blackbell were a maze. Scarlett was so glad to be led through them. She would have gotten lost trying to find her room.

      “Your bags should have arrived by now,” chimed the maid, Henrietta, in a musical British accent.

      Henrietta’s pace was quick across the hardwood floors. Almost running just to keep up, Scarlett’s boots didn’t grip very well. She was glad for her fast reflexes. Scarlett secretly wondered if Henrietta had the blood of a higher ranking Angel than herself or was she a lower ranked angel. She made a mental note to ask later.

      Henrietta finally stopped and Scarlett nearly crashed into the back of her.

      “Here we are,” said Henrietta. She took a key out of her pocket—a silver skeleton key on a long black tassel. It was odd in a building like this, Scarlett thought. It must have been renovated. Everything was new or modern except for the doors. Henrietta pushed the key into the lock, twisted and pushed the door inwards. Scarlett followed her inside and stopped short. Before her, in the centre of one wall, was an amazing red velvet curtained four-post bed. The curtains were tied back with gold tassels. Straight ahead was a set of white French doors that led onto a private balcony. Scarlett thought at that moment she must have done something good to deserve this because surely this was not standard living quarters.

      Scarlett would have forgotten Henrietta was in the room if it hadn’t been for her tiny musical voice.

      “Is something wrong, Miss Scarlett? I hope the room’s okay. Mr Blackbell specifically reserved it for you.”

      “Mr Blackbell?” she turned to face her maid.

      “Yes, you being a Legacy and all.”

      She almost forgot. Of course, being a Legacy meant automatic enrolment in an Academy if your parents or family had previously been students. Her heart sank into her stomach. Being a Legacy also meant backlash, as Legacies were almost untouchable. Legacies received a lot of immunity in the half-yearly exams because they were expected to know The Chronicle back to front and upside down because they were taught most of the topics at home. Nevertheless, Scarlett didn’t want any special privileges. She didn’t want to stick out like a sore thumb.

      “Does everyone know that I’m a Legacy?”

      “Most of the professors do.”

      Great, she prayed that they didn’t single her out in front of everyone so that she wouldn’t become a walking bullseye.

      “You better get ready for lunch, Miss. It starts in twenty minutes in the dining hall.”

      “Okay. I’ll be down soon.” She waited for Henrietta to leave before opening the French doors and stepping outside.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The sky had clouded over since the last time she had looked at it, and a light mist of rain was falling—but not so much that Scarlett was in danger of getting drenched. As she tipped her face up to inhale the sweet smelling rain, something caught her eye. Something black was fluttering in the wind just above her head. It was stuck in the balcony railing of the room upstairs. She dragged a metal chair over, checked if it were stable enough to hold her, and climbed up onto it. When she was close enough, Scarlett realised that the object was a large black feather. She plucked it out of the railing and turned the feather repeatedly in her fingers. It was like no Nephilim feather she had ever seen, yet it was familiar, and she was unsure why.

      She sauntered back inside the room and closed the doors behind her. She then placed the feather on her nightstand and began to freshen up. She took her perfume out, Heat by Beyoncé, and sprayed a bit here and there. Now she didn’t smell like public transport. She re-tied her crazy hair, which never stayed in place. She pinned onto her black sweater, the brooch all the new students had received—a smaller version of the Blackbell coat of arms.

      Leaving her room, she found her way down much easier than the way up. She just had to make her way to the ground floor, three flights down. When she reached the second floor and rounded the corner, she crashed right into one of her professors.

      “Whoa. Easy there, you should watch where you’re going.”

      “Sorry, sir.” And then she realised it was him, the blue-eyed stranger.

      “Please, call me Lakyn. Sir makes me feel so old,” he chuckled.

      “Sorry, Professor Lakyn.”

      “That’s what my other students call me, but please, I’d prefer it if you call me Lakyn, Scarlett.” He grinned, and it made Scarlett feel uneasy. Was he hitting on her?

      “But I’m a student, Professor Lakyn. Now if you will excuse me, I’m going to be late for lunch, someone just struck the gong.”

      Three strikes of the gong meant punishments were going to be handed out. At Blackbell, one of the most important rules was never to be late.

      “I would hate for you to be punished. I’ll see you in the dining room.” He patted her on the back and retreated up the stairs she had just come down. He seemed different in person than he appeared on TV, but still had the same cocky, over- confident attitude. This was Scarlett’s second run-in with Lakyn Blackbell in one day, and she didn’t want there to be a third. He made her feel uneasy, and she was unsure why.
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      She entered the dining room, and the wafting smell of food overwhelmed her nostrils. She hadn’t realised she was starving. She made her way along the outside of the room to the front until she found an empty chair. Moreover, she realised too late that all the places up front had name cards on them, and this place was not hers. ‘Dyston Blackbell‘ was scrawled on the card in delicate cursive—another member of the Blackbell family she was yet to meet. She ended up at the Fourth year student table, which were now giving her strange looks. She apologised and quickly fled to the next vacant seat. She finally found her place at the opposite end of the dining hall amongst a table of other First Year students. As she sat down, she wondered if any of them were Legacies like her.

      “Hey, Scarlett,” said a voice, snapping Scarlett out of her daze. She was staring at her minestrone soup entrée while thinking about the feather she had found on the balcony. Scarlett looked up at the Nephilim who was talking to her.

      “Oh, hey. Sorry, Kat.”

      “Scarlett? Named after your hair?” asked a girl with platinum blond hair and emerald green eyes.

      “Um, yes.”

      “I’m Emerald, named after my eyes, but everyone calls me ‘Emer,’” she said with a giggle. Scarlett had a feeling this girl loved to talk.

      “So are you a Legacy? There are rumours that five Legacies are starting this year, and Del and I have been trying to figure out who they are,” stated Emer, speaking in a rush. Emer whispered into another blonde’s ear—that must be Del, Scarlett thought.

      “Um, no, I’m not a Legacy,” Scarlett lied. She didn’t want anyone to know who she was, but more importantly, she didn’t want anyone to take advantage of her or being friends with her because of what she was.

      “Well, I’m not afraid to say that I am. I’m Thomas,” added the guy with a black buzz cut and dark blue eyes sitting next to Del. He put his hand out for Scarlett to shake, and she took it reluctantly.

      “Nice to meet you, Scarlett,” he said. Del linked arms with him.

      “I know you are, baby,” Del said with a smile. Thomas and Del’s relationship made Scarlett feel slightly jealous inside. No one had even been remotely interested in Scarlett. Well, except for Professor Lakyn, but that didn’t count.

      “Get a room, guys,” said a guy with curly brown hair and lime green eyes that had just joined their table, which was now full.

      “Whatever,” replied Del.

      Kat glanced over towards the Fourth Year table that an attractive guy with dark brown hair and a masculine jaw had just joined. He sat next to a guy with a perfectly toned body and sandy hair. Kat’s stomach flipped. Scarlett followed Kat’s gaze and leaned closer to Emer who was on her left.

      “Who is that?” she asked.

      “Oh, they’re Fourth Year boys, Dyston Blackbell and Jacob Fox.” Scarlett couldn’t even remember if she had replied or at least nodded. Her attention was solely trained on the dark-haired guy who was laughing and joking with the blond one until his gaze caught hers. He was looking at her with a gaze so powerful that Scarlett felt as if she was a piece of metal and he was a magnet pulling her towards him. A nudge to her arm broke the magnetic field.

      “Earth to Scarlett!” It was Thomas’ voice.

      “Huh? What?” she asked, acting silly. Emer giggled.

      “We asked if you know what Talent you’re going to explore,” said Kat.

      “Um, I’m not sure yet,” she replied and continued to fiddle with her soup.
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TERMINATION
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