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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

Emily's heart breaks time and again after her husband puts his trust in his second wife more than her, even after ten years of marriage and a lifetime of devotion. She dies from that heartbreak, though the broken heart is only part of the reason. She is also poisoned, sentenced to death after being accused of a crime that she didn't commit. She is a nine-tailed-fox, a creature of magic and nature, but in the eyes of her husband's men, she is nothing but a demon who has seduced him with her evil powers and the reason for the incidents in their home, the mastermind for everything that has ever gone wrong. 

Her husband may not love her anymore, but he did not really wish for her death either. He has provided her with a clear path of escape. Only she does not wish to run. Her devotion towards her husband is absolute. If he wished for her death, then so be it. 

Emily drinks the poison and dies...

Only to wake years in the past... to the day when everything had begun to fall apart. She wakes to the day her husband takes in a second wife and finds herself no longer so blindly in love with the man who had taken everything from her. 

She has been given a second chance. This time, she will make it right, not just to herself, but to the young servant that she had taken in, the man who had followed her through the hell that had been her first life and swore his loyalty to her even though there was nothing to be gained.

Secrets are unveiled and love rediscovered as she lives through her life a second time.

This time, she will be happy.

...
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​​​​​​​​​​​Prologue
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Emily has not stopped crying since she woke. It felt as if she had been crying for years. 

Ram, the orphan boy she had picked up off the streets many years ago, fussed helplessly in her peripheral vision, filling endless cups of water and trying to distract her with useless gossip of people whose lives she cared little about. Occasionally, he would reach close and dab a soft handkerchief against her cheek. 

"Please stop crying. Master Daemon isn't worthy of your tears," he said, crimson eyes oddly intense. 

Emily would normally scold him for speaking badly of the lord of the house, but she was too exhausted to do so today. She patted his hand and shook her head. She was almost inclined to agree if not for the tense pain that wrapped itself around her heart and all of her senses. It hurt to think that the man whom she loved with all her heart would think so lowly of her that he thought her responsible for something so awful. 

It pained her even know to know that she would soon be punished for it despite her innocence. 

Ram dabbed at the fresh tears that trickled down the sides of her face. 

Ram used to believe his name was Scram, having been shouted the word for so often in his youth. She gave him the name Ram when she brought him into the household and he had grown under her care, but not as much as she would have liked him too. He was still too skinny, limbs too long for his body, his hair too ragged and skin too dirty from lack of care. The water supply to their part of the estate had been cut off years ago and the only water they got needed to be carried a long way. His clothes were torn and stained. There was little she could do to help with any of the shortcomings she noted on him. She knew that he suffered by staying with her, but he refused to leave her side due to a misplaced sense of loyalty. He had suffered in the streets and held on to the belief that he would've died if she had not taken him in.

That could've very well been true. She believed there so be some demon blood in him that cause the people around him to shun him unconsciously, but she was not skilled enough to discern what kind of demon he was.

And it didn't matter, really. He was harmless, really. And so eager to please her because she was the only one to have shown an ounce of kindness to him. But he was older now and despite his too slim figure, it was clear that he was handsome. He could make a name for himself as long as he was willing to distance himself from her. 

"Your eyes are going to be swollen if you keep crying, my lady," he sounded truly worried about that too. Poor boy had such a soft heart. She worried about his future. 

There was a knock on the door before she could attempt to convince him once more that he was better off distancing himself from her. 

The entourage on the other side of the door did not ask for permission before entering and their gazes were displeased to find her with Ram. It was improper for a married woman to be in a room with an unmarried man, servant or not.

"Ram, why don't you go and see if you can get the kitchen to prepare some snacks for our visitors?" she hummed despite knowing that his request would be refused. Still, she knew he would try, if only because it had been so long since she had eaten anything. It would give her some time to talk to her uninvited guests, who were no doubt here to punish her for her latest "crime". Whatever punishment her husband had for her, she did not want Ram to come to her defense and put himself in harm's way. She wished he had sworn his loyalty to someone more deserving of it. She wished a better life for him. 

Ram looked unwilling to leave, but Thorin's men looked as though they were ready to remove him bodily from the room and she wished for him to avoid that indignity. 

"Please give us a moment, Ram," she said, standing up straight and hoping that she appeared less broken up than she felt. She knew she was a sight to behold, her fox ears folded back, nine tails swaying behind her. She looked threatening even when she wasn't trying to. The men behind Thorin had their hands on their swords and it was a sight she was used to seeing from people who didn't know her, but these men knew her. Or she thought they knew her. 

Perhaps she had been mistaken to think of Thorin as a friend just because he was friends with her husband.

Ram lingered a little longer, but he was just a servant without power. One of the men grabbed his arm as he walked towards the exit and he grimaced from the touch, but he didn't try to make trouble. As the mistress that he served, she was the one to suffer the consequences of any of his actions. It would have been the other way around if she was favored by her husband, but she had lost her husband's favor years ago, when he chose to marry another.

"Your husband has ordered all your servants to be removed from your estate," he said at length.

"Oh," was her response to that. Had she known that would be the last chance for her to see Ram, she would have said something more. "All my servants is a kind way to put it," she hummed. "Considering there are less than five serving me and four of them have already sworn their allegiance elsewhere."

Thorin looked like he wanted to say something, but bit his tongue. 

"Ram is the only one who is foolhardy enough to remain by my side. Could you see to it that he has a good future? The boy is loyal, even if his loyalty is towards the wrong person," she said. 

Thorin started to say something but was interrupted by the man behind him. "Impudent! You are in no position to ask for favors, witch!" 

Thorin silenced the man with a stern glare, but did not leap to her defense. 

The corner of her lips curled slightly. "Last I checked, I was a fox demon, but I suppose a witch would do, given the accusations leveled against me," she hummed. "What would my punishment be this time? My husband has already taken my illusions from me when he sealed my power," she gestured helplessly to the tails that continue to wave lazily behind her. "He has taken all my ranks and my power in the estate," she hummed. He has taken her heart too, but that was years ago. Her dignity was lost when he married another. "What else is there for him to take?" she asked. 

Thorin looked like he wished to be anywhere but here as he reached into his coat and retrieved- 

"Oh," she felt her knees weaken and was glad that she was already seated, or she would have fallen. "I see," she felt like she was dying. She didn't see. 

"I'm sorry," Thorin said. His apology, at least, appeared genuine. 

"He would not even come to see through this on his own?" she asked. 

Thorin shook his head. She did not envy his position. Of late, he had been tasked with carrying out her husband's punishments. It would appear that the man whom she loved with all her heart could no longer stomach the thought of seeing her. 

Emily's fingers trembled as she accepted the white cloth from her husband's advisor. The man had always been kind to her and he was kind to her now, offering her a small vial alongside the cloth. 

"This will dull your senses," he said, as if that would make a difference. 

She was too choked up to offer a response to that. How was one supposed to thank a man for providing her with a less painful death? 

He placed the vial at the table and did not seem like he expected her to drink it. 

"He is sure of this, then?" she asked, weak-kneed and voice trembling. She was surprised that she was capable of speaking at all. 

A white cloth. Death by hanging. She supposed this was her husband's way of being kind. 

A nine-tailed-fox was not something that could be killed by something so mundane. She could hang on the cloth for years and stayed just as well and healthy as she had been the first day she hung. 

No, this was his way of casting her out without actually saying the words. Of course he would cast her out. She should have suspected as much. He was, after all, an honorable man- a proud man who had never done anything disgraceful in the past. Except for when he agreed to marry her despite knowing her nature and brought her into his home, when he made her his wife despite the protests of everyone around him.

"I didnt-" she started to say, but bit her cheek. There was no use professing her innocence now. She had been doing it for years to no avail. Everyone had already decided that she was guilty and no amount of screaming her innocence would change their minds. 

When the silence grew too much for the man with onyx eyes, he broke it by asking, "Is there anything you would like me to say to him before you go?" 

She laughed a little. He thought she was going to leave. Of course. Everyone probably thought that, even the men he had brought with him who looked at her with angry, judgmental eyes. They all thought her to be guilty. 

There was no reason for her to stay. But there hadn't been a reason for her to stay in the past as well. There were so little left of her own kind that she knew there was no happiness for her outside of these walls. 

She was young and beautiful, even after twenty years of marriage with her husband. Nine tailed foxes like herself were immortal, after all. There were many things that had broken her heart in the past, but one of it was watching as he slowly aged while she stayed exactly the same. 

She was supposed to go. She knew this, but there was nothing left for her outside of those walls except for loneliness that she had known so well in her youth. People were cruel to those that they did not understand and there were so little of her kind left in the world that she did not have a hope of anyone understanding her. 

Emily believed, for a long time, that her husband had understood her. 

She believed he loved her. 

"Tell Daemon... Tell him I wished our lives had never crossed." In a softer voice, she murmured, "if the gods are kind, in my next life, I won't fall for him again." 

Thorin looked surprised by this, as if her admission of her love for her husband was something unexpected to him. Then, he nodded and walked away, taking his men with him. 

She listened to the sound of the men leaving, their steps heavy due to all the armour that were wrapped around them.

Ram did not return.

They were expected her to leave. Her husband had so graciously called away all of the servants in her part of the estate to ensure that her escape route would not be hindered. 

Instead, her fingers tightened around the cloth in her hand. It was soft and sturdy enough, she supposed, to do the task. 

She drank the vial of liquid that burned as it went down her throat. Thorin had been mistaken. The vial did not just dull her senses. It had been poisoned. Someone had gone through the effort of making the concoction that would be effective for a nine-tailed-fox. She wondered if her husband knew that someone in his household wished for her death enough to find the ingredients necessary for this. There was, if she was not mistaken, a human skull that was required as well as tongue for a silver-talker. Scales from a mermaid and feathers from a phoenix twice reborn.

What if she has chosen not to drink it and ran like she was supposed to? Perhaps her escape route was not as clear as she had been told and someone was lying in wait to deal with her and force her to drink the vial. 

There was a witch in the household who wanted her husband's new wife dead and her out of the way. Apparently, having a scapegoat to blame all the accidents that had befallen the new wife was no longer a concern.  

Emily bit the inside of her cheek until she tasted metal, worried about there being a traitor in her husband's estate. She stood and walked to the door, but her fingers hovered at the knob. She couldn't do anything with that information now, could she? No one would believe her, even as she laid close to dying. A traitor was not her problem. 

Soon, nothing would be her problem. 

She was tired of loving someone who would not spare a second glance at her, someone who looked at her not only with distrust, but distaste while she bared her heart and soul to him. She loved- loves her husband. If he wished her gone, if he thought life would be easier without her around, then it would not be a hardship to grant him that. 

She sat at the table for a long time, feeling the medicine take effect on her body. One by one, the power that she held in her tails were extinguished. She felt heavy, her heart squeezing so painfully into itself like it was trying to break but the muscles were stubbornly holding it together and blood continued to pump through her veins despite her wishes that it would merely cease. 

There was no point dallying. She had always been wary of pain. It would be a kindness to herself not to feel this even though she knew that it was only a side effect of a poison that was wrecking havoc on her body and killing her senses. She climbed onto the table and swung the white cloth over the pillar, then tied a knot around it. 

Emily had been alive for a long time. 

The plan, when she married her husband, had always been to die when it was time for him to pass, to acquire this medicine from a witch doctor she had known in her youth who laid in the Mountains of Ice and lay to rest by his side. 

She supposed she will have to go before him. 

Trembling fingers curled around the cloth. 

Her cheeks were soaked with tears that she didn't remember crying. This life was too tiring for her. 

She was so tired. 

The rope felt like a caress around her neck. 

She stepped off the table. 

The pain of suffocation was dulled by the pain that was her heart shattering. Or perhaps that was just the poison making it's way through her system, tearing apart her magical vessels and stopping her natural healing abilities from working. 

Perhaps the noose had been redundant. She could have waited for the poison to take her life. Air left her lungs and was unable to be replenished due to the pressure around her throat. Her tails wriggled on the ground, the fur brushing against floor that had not been swept for ages. The beam on top of the door was so dusty as well, pieces of paint chipping off. There was a hole in the ceiling that leaked whenever it rained. Ram had placed a pail there that he would empty out several times during the rain. On the table was the glass of water he had filled for her, a napkin with an embroidery design that they had finished together one evening. He had sewn her several things and though she knew he spent a long time on them and several pricked fingers, they were often ugly little things. He was better at carving things from wood, a hobby he had discarded when the last of her servants abandoned her and he needed to pick up the slack. She shouldn't have let him stay with her. It was odd, the things that she paid attention to now that it no longer mattered. 

She closed her eyes and wished for death to take her faster. 

Even her dying wish was denied. 

The door to her home slammed open. Shadows of men stormed into the room, faceless as the poison ravaged it's way through her body and took away her sight. 

The noose around her neck loosened as a strong pair of arms wrapped around her waist and lifted her up, then down, a cacophony of noises following the action as orders were shouted everywhere. 

Water, a doctor, medicine, something for her neck, breathe, breathe, breathe. 

"No, no, please," she heard Daemons voice, panicked and pained. Wet fingers brushed tears from her face. "I don't want this. I've never wanted this. Why didn't you run? You were supposed to leave!" he cried. 

Palms pressed against her chest, as if trying to force her lungs into action.

"Please. I love you, Em. I love you so much. Don't leave me, please, please. Wake up!" The last was shouted like an order. Ah, she had really let her husband get away with too much for him to believe he could order her from the grasps of death. 

It really wasn't fair that even now, she held so much overwhelming love for him that she wished she could open her eyes, if only to see him one last time. 

Yet, she could hear whispers from the people around her who were claiming that she was merely putting on a show. No demon would die so easily. 

They spoke the truth. It shouldn't be so easy for her to die, but she supposed the combination of poison and heartbreak was too strong of an adversary for her body to take. 

Somewhere further away, a more familiar voice shouted for her. 

Ram, she thought weakly, turning her face from her husband to try and peer at the young man whom she had raised so painstakingly. She hoped that life would be better for him once she was no longer around to hinder him. He could do so much with his life once she was not there to cast her shadow over him. 

She thought she saw light somewhere from the door, but everything else had gotten dark. Perhaps it was the light that she was supposed to be walking towards? 

There was heat around her suddenly and she was being wrenched away from her husband's arms. 

"Ram?" she called out weakly, or she attempted to, at least. The metallic taste of blood filled her mouth and spilled down her chin. 

"My lady. Don't leave me. Please, my lady. I don't know what to do without you. Please, no, no," he whimpered and how was it possible that he sounded even more heartbroken than her husband?

Even in death, she was causing problems. She hoped he would be able to recover from this. She tried to smile at him and tell him that everything's going to be alright. Poor child must be so frightened. He always cried too easily, at times crying because he couldn't stand her suffering. She wished she could have spared him this. "It's okay," she tried to say, but more blood spilled from her lips. 

Her only regret in this life was that she didn't stay around long enough to see where life would have led this young man, this young demon-half-breed. She knew he was meant for great things in life. 

When darkness beckoned for her, she embraced it with both arms and wished that the gods would be kind. 
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The gods were not kind. 

The gods, as it were, had a sick sense of humour. 

She died and woke to the day of her husband's wedding. 

No, not to her, but to the second wife. 

In retrospect, she supposed this was the day everything began to fall apart. 

Her own wedding had come and gone ten years ago, when she had bowed to a kind-hearted and handsome Daemon Jonhan, a soldier and knight who had climbed up the ranks with impressive speed and made himself into one of the King's most trusted men. 

No. Today, the wedding was between Daemon and Niandra Gram, who was of peerless beauty and skilled at swordplay, a rather unusual talent for a young woman, but not altogether unheard of either, as more and more women signed up to be knights. She was of the royal bloodline and was favored by the current monarch. A marriage to her would do well for Daemon, politically speaking. 

The marriage was an event that was pivotal to her life. 

In retrospect, this was when everything began to fall apart. 

Multiple marriages was the norm with humans, especially those of higher rankings with the ability to afford multiple wives. Yet, for many years, Emily Fox had been Daemon's only spouse. She had been spoiled by this attention, ostensibly, and when she found out that a shared adventure had put her husband's eyes on someone else, she had attempted to sabotage the relationship. 

A fox never shares it's mate and as a nine-tailed-fox, she was even less keen on sharing. 

Perhaps if she had not been so obvious in her distaste for her husband's new lover in the beginning, they would not have been so easy to place all the blame unto her when things began to go wrong.

She supposed, if she really sat down and thought about it, Niandra was blameless in all this. After all, women had little power in the world. Even herself, with all the power granted to her by her heritage, was at the mercy of her husband's whimsical attention.

Ram drew her attention back to the present, trying to coax her into getting dressed to go and greet her husband's new spouse as was customary. He did not seem pleased to be placed in the position where he had to ask this of her, but as a servant of the household, Ram had even less power than she did. 

It took her a few minutes to actually adjust to the situation and figure out what was going on. It helped, really, to see Ram again, so young and gangly again. She remembered him being younger, but she supposed he was already a teenager by the time she picked him up from the streets. She never did figure out his real age, but poor nutrition could have caused his growth to be stunted. At any rate, demons aged differently compared to humans. He could be much older than he looked, simply because it was safer for him to appear smaller and weaker looking when surrounded by enemies. 

She had if memory served correctly, taken him under her wing a few years ago by this point. It had been advantageous for him to be with her before this, when she still had her husband's favor. 

"Ram?" she checked, addressing the boy who was carefully sitting just outside of arm's length from her. 

He looked startled. 

Ah, this too, was familiar. He wasn't used to people not shouting out, "Scram!" in distaste as they attempted to chase him off. 

"Is my lady requiring anything?" he asked with bizarre uncertainty. Then, she recalled that it was around this time where she began trying to push him into leaving her by ignoring him as much as she could. 

She supposed if it had not been effective last time, there was no point trying that tactic again.

She had wondered at first if this was all just an incredibly vivid memory, but everything was too real and too solid for it to be a mere memory.

The biggest change that she had noticed was not external. She had glanced in the mirror and saw that her illusions were still up, her powers unbound. Her body was that of a pampered spouse, beautiful with aloof, graceful features. Her hair was long and had a healthy sheen but the dark circles under her eyes were so pronounced that it could be seen even through her illusion spell and her eyes were bloodshot from the tears she had cried for her husband. It really wasn't an exaggeration, then, to say that she had been crying for years. 

She was dressed in her usual white, something which had been seen as a slight against the bride the last time. Never mind the fact that she had worn white her entire life. The pure silk white gowns was something that helped set her apart from others. Her illusion helped her appear human, but she was not setting out to deceive anyone. No human could keep something so purely white for so long, after all. 

It was not her illusion still being present that told her that she was not dreaming. After all, her dream could very well imbue her with powers that she had lost as one of the punishments for going against her husband's new wife. A perceived wrong that she had no hand in, but such things didn't matter. 

No. The thing that told her with certainty that she wasn't dreaming was her tails, for instead of the nine the swayed lazily behind her, shadows that no one could see but her, there were only eight. 

A life lost and a wish granted by the whimsical gods who thought it funny to offer her a brand new beginning, but this was not an actual beginning. The gods had taken her back to the day where everything in her life began to fall apart. 

Funny. 

"My lady, we should be going," Ram reminded her uncertainly. Just then, there also came a knocking at the door and another servant called through it, informing her that she was expected at the main hall to greet the new primary spouse. 

The new primary spouse. How easily her husband had replaced her. Not only replaced her, but demoted her so that the new spouse would hold the power in the household. 

She had not even begun doing anything terrible to the young woman yet at this point, only protested her husband's marriage. She had not allowed Daemon into her bed for weeks, at this point. The thought of him touching her and then another made bile rise to her throat.

She was not being punished for this- at least not from her husband's perspective. It made sense for him to allow the new spouse a higher position. After all, she was of royal blood. She was the one with the money and the power, the one with the connections to make things easier for her husband in the palace. All the political networks. She scoffed. It was as if her husband had forgotten that without her, he would be nothing, just a young soldier whom she had nurtured to health from the brink of death and subsequently fallen in love with.

"My lady will be there soon," Ram answered for her, perhaps worried that she would say or do something foolish. 

She stood up and Ram flinched before hurrying to her side. She had been aloof with him, but she had not remembered being abusive. Had she mistreated him in her depressive state? She hoped not, but she remembered so little of what she had done during this time..

She peered at herself in the mirror and freshened up, a cold burst of energy coursing through her as she washed away the tear tracks from her cheek with water particles in the air and cleansed her dress. 

"What's your favorite color, Ram?" she asked after deliberating for a minute. Her favorite was and always will be white, but that will have to change. 

For a second, she was worried that he was going to say black. Wearing black at a wedding was almost as bad as wearing white, but the boy answered in a confused but certain, "Green." 

Not her favorite color, but she supposed it will work well with her blond hair. Not that she couldn't change the color of her hair if she wanted to, either. She did not waste too much time on her illusion spell, merely something to hide her ears and tail to allow herself pass as human to the unsuspecting mass. 

"Green it is, then," she said. At least it was an easy color to work with. She threw open a window and extended a hand out to the garden that she kept beyond her room. The leaves and grass provided her with green dye that colored the bottom and edges of her dress, curling inwards like vines spreading throughout her dress, reaching inwards and upwards to curl around her waist and neck, accentuating the slimness of both. Colorful flowers spotted the ends of the vines at the hemlines of her dress, an unexpected but welcomed addition. 

Now, she looked like a forest nymph instead of a fox spirit, but she at least no one could claim that she was trying to steal the bride's limelight. 

"How do I look?" she asked Ram, who's eyes look like they were going to bulge from their sockets at her new appearance. 

"You're um- you're beautiful, my lady," he said. 

"Flattery," she smiled and patted his head. He had very nice curly hair. It had been a nightmare to get it cleaned after picking him off the streets, but it was worth it. She wondered what he used on his hair. She used magic to get hers to look as good as it did and that was mostly cheating. 

The servant on the other side of the door seemed surprised when she finally emerged, dressed in soft greens with splashes of color with a placid expression on her face. 

"I'll trouble you to lead the way," she said so she may gather her thoughts without bearing the risk of getting sidetracked or running into any nosy relatives. The relatives, if any, were all from the bride's side, seeing as she was a lone fox demon and her husband was an orphan. They were all each other had. Had, being the operative word. 

She
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