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SERA

The poison burns.

It starts in my stomach—a slow, creeping fire that spreads through my veins like liquid silver under a full moon. I can feel it moving, claiming me inch by inch, shutting down everything that makes me me. My wolf whimpers deep inside, growing quieter with each labored breath I take.

I’m dying.

The forest floor is cold beneath my cheek, damp earth and pine needles pressing into my skin. Above me, the full moon watches through the canopy—silent, indifferent, just like everyone else in my life. My vision blurs, but I can still make out his silhouette. Tall. Broad-shouldered. Unmoving.

Ryker.

My mate. My Alpha. The man I gave everything for.

He stands five feet away, hands in his pockets, watching me die like he’s observing something mildly interesting. Not rushing to help. Not calling for the pack healer. Not even touching me. His face is carved from stone, those gray eyes I once thought were beautiful now empty and cold.

“Ryker…” My voice comes out as a broken whisper, blood bubbling at the corner of my lips. “Please…”

He doesn’t move. Doesn’t speak.

Behind him, I hear her laugh—light, musical, the sound that always made the pack smile. Lyra. My sister. The golden child who could do no wrong while I broke myself trying to earn a fraction of the love they showered on her.

She steps into view, and even through my failing vision, she’s radiant. Perfect blonde hair catching the moonlight. Blue eyes sparkling with something that might be satisfaction. She crouches down, careful not to let her expensive dress touch the dirt, and tilts her head like she’s examining a wounded animal.

“Did you really think they’d choose you?” Her voice is soft, almost pitying. It makes my stomach twist—or maybe that’s just the poison. “Poor, desperate Sera. Always trying so hard. Always coming up short.”

I want to speak, to scream, to do something, but my body won’t obey anymore. The poison has reached my heart. Each beat is agony, irregular and weakening. My wolf is barely a flicker now, a dying ember where there used to be fire.

“The pack doesn’t need you,” Lyra continues, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from my face with mock tenderness. “They never did. Everything you accomplished? They’ve already forgotten. Every alliance you built, every battle you won, every sacrifice you made—all of it means nothing now. I’ll take your place. I’ll be Ryker’s Luna. And no one will even remember your name.”

The mate bond—already fractured, already dying—shatters completely. The pain is worse than the poison. It feels like my chest is caving in, like someone reached inside and ripped out everything essential. I try to gasp, but my lungs won’t fill.

Ryker finally speaks, his voice flat and emotionless. “She was weak. The pack is better off.”

Weak.

The word echoes in my failing mind. After everything I did for them. Every mission I completed while others slept. Every enemy I defeated while they celebrated. Every night I bled and broke and put the pack first, always first, always—

Weak.

My vision darkens at the edges. The moon above blurs into nothing. I can’t feel my fingers anymore, can’t feel my legs. My wolf gives one last, pitiful whimper and then… silence. She’s gone. I’m alone in my own body for the first time since I was thirteen years old.

Terror grips me. This is it. This is how I die.

Alone. Betrayed. Unmourned.

Not in glorious battle like the warriors. Not peacefully surrounded by pack like the elders. But here, poisoned by my sister and abandoned by my mate, dying in the dirt like I never mattered at all.

Tears slip down my temples, pooling in my hair. I gave them everything. My strength, my loyalty, my heart, my life. And this is what it earned me.

Nothing.

Worse than nothing. This.

The darkness is closing in fast now. I can barely hear Lyra and Ryker’s footsteps as they walk away, leaving me to die alone. No one will find me until morning. By then, I’ll be cold and stiff, just another body to bury without ceremony.

My last thoughts spiral through the growing void:

I wasted my life on people who never loved me.

I died for a pack that never valued me.

I sacrificed everything and received nothing.

If I could do it again…

If the Moon Goddess is real, if she’s watching, if there’s any mercy in this cruel world…

Please.

My lips barely move, but the prayer forms anyway, desperate and raw:

If you’re real… if you’re listening… let me do it differently. Let me choose myself. Let me matter. Please… just… differently…

The darkness swallows me whole.

The pain stops.

The cold disappears.

There’s nothing.

Nothing.

Nothing.

And then—

Light.
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SERA

I wake up screaming.

My body jackknifes upright, sheets tangling around my legs as I claw at my chest—searching for the wound, the poison, the pain. But there’s nothing. My skin is smooth and whole. My heart pounds frantically, very much alive. My lungs drag in desperate gulps of air that doesn’t burn.

I’m not dying.

I’m not dead.

What—?

The scream dies in my throat as my surroundings finally register. This isn’t the forest. This isn’t the cold earth and pine needles and Lyra’s cruel smile. This is…

My bedroom.

But not my current bedroom in the pack house’s lower level where they shoved me after Ryker rejected me. This is my old bedroom. The one I had before everything fell apart. Pale blue walls with the water stain in the corner I always meant to paint over. The rickety desk I studied at for my pack administrator training. The window that overlooks the eastern training grounds.

I haven’t slept in this room for over two years.

My wolf stirs—and I nearly sob with relief. She’s there. Whole and healthy and confused, but alive. Not the dying ember I felt fade away. Not gone. Here. With me.

What’s happening?

I stumble out of bed, my legs shaking so badly I nearly fall. The wooden floor is warm beneath my bare feet—not cold like the forest. The morning sun streams through the window, golden and bright. I can hear the pack moving outside: warriors training, children laughing, the normal sounds of Silvermoon territory waking up.

Normal. Everything is normal.

Except I died. I know I died.

My hands are trembling as I grab my phone from the nightstand. The screen lights up, and the date glows back at me:

June 3rd

I drop the phone. It clatters on the floor, but I barely hear it over the roaring in my ears.

June 3rd.

Three years ago.

Three years before my death.

“No,” I whisper, then louder: “No, no, no—”

I lunge for my desk calendar, frantically flipping pages. June. The year is right there, printed in neat numbers that don’t lie. I check my laptop next, hands shaking so badly I can barely type in my password. The date stamp on my files confirms it.

Three years in the past.

I’m 19 years old again.

This is the summer before the Nightshade Alliance negotiations. Before Lyra came back from her “soul-searching journey.” Before Ryker’s rejections started getting more public, more cruel. Before I broke myself completely trying to earn love from people who would never give it.

Before everything went wrong.

My legs give out. I collapse onto the floor, my back against the bed, and the reality of it crashes over me like a tidal wave.

The Moon Goddess answered me.

She gave me a second chance.

I’m alive. I’m alive. And I know everything that’s going to happen.

The emotions hit all at once—relief and terror and rage and grief so intense I can’t breathe around them. Sobs tear from my chest, ugly and broken. I curl into myself, arms wrapped around my knees, and cry harder than I’ve ever cried in either lifetime.

I remember everything.

Every betrayal. Every moment they made me feel worthless. Every alliance I built that they took credit for. Every battle I won while they celebrated others. Every night I went to bed exhausted and bleeding while Lyra slept peacefully after doing nothing.

I remember the pack tribunal where they blamed me for Lyra’s sabotage.

I remember Ryker’s face when he rejected me in front of everyone—not a trace of remorse.

I remember my sister’s poison burning through my veins.

I remember dying alone.

But I also remember something else. Something that makes my wolf growl with approval even through my tears:

I remember what I prayed for in those final moments.

Let me do it differently.

My crying slows, then stops. I lift my head, wiping my face with shaking hands. In the mirror across the room, I catch sight of myself—younger, healthier, alive. My dark hair is longer than I kept it in my final year. My face isn’t as gaunt. The permanent exhaustion hasn’t settled into my bones yet.

I look like the girl I was before they broke me.

But I’m not her anymore. Not really.

I died. That changes a person in ways that can never be undone.

This time, I know the truth: my mate doesn’t love me. My sister wants me dead. My pack will never value me no matter what I sacrifice. They will gaslight me, use me, and eventually discard me like I’m nothing.

Unless I change it.

My wolf surges forward, stronger than I remember her being at this age. She’s awake and angry, like she knows what was done to us—what will be done to us if we let it happen again.

No, she growls in my mind. Never again.

“Never again,” I repeat out loud, my voice hoarse but steady.

I push myself to standing, my decision crystallizing with each passing second. The Moon Goddess didn’t bring me back to relive my nightmare. She brought me back to rewrite it.

This time, I won’t sacrifice myself for people who don’t love me.

This time, I won’t beg for scraps of affection from a mate who sees me as beneath him.

This time, I won’t let my sister steal my achievements, my life, my everything.

This time, I choose myself.

I move to the window, looking out at the pack I died for. The sun is rising over Silvermoon territory, painting everything in warm gold. It looks peaceful. Beautiful, even. But I know the rot underneath. I’ve lived it—died from it.

A knock at my door makes me jump.

“Sera? Breakfast is in ten minutes. Don’t be late.” It’s Beta Marcus’s voice, gruff and impatient.

In my original timeline, I would have rushed to get ready, terrified of disappointing him. Would have skipped my own meal to help serve others. Would have made myself small and convenient and forgettable.

Not anymore.

“I’ll be there when I’m ready,” I call back, and the firmness in my voice surprises even me.

There’s a pause. “What?”

“I said I’ll be there when I’m ready.”

I hear him mutter something about “attitude” before his footsteps retreat down the hallway. My wolf preens with satisfaction. First small act of defiance: complete.

I catch my reflection again. The girl staring back at me has tears drying on her cheeks but steel in her eyes. I lived 22 years the first time—gave everything and died with nothing. Now I have three years of knowledge, a second chance, and nothing left to lose.

They want the old Sera? The doormat who sacrificed herself endlessly?

She’s dead. She died in that forest, and she’s not coming back.

The woman standing here now knows exactly how this story ends if she doesn’t change it. And she’s going to do whatever it takes to survive.

Even if it means burning down everything she once believed in.

I press my palm flat against the window, feeling the sun-warmed glass. Somewhere out there, beyond Silvermoon’s borders, is the Royal Pack. Alpha King Damon. A future I never knew I could have because I was too busy destroying myself for people who didn’t care.

“Three years,” I whisper to my reflection. “I have three years to get out of here before Lyra’s poison kills me. Three years to build a different life.”

Three years to choose myself for once.

My wolf howls her agreement, and for the first time since I woke up, I feel something other than fear.

I feel hope.

The Moon Goddess gave me a gift. I’m not going to waste it.

I turn away from the window and start getting dressed. My hands are steady now. My mind is clear. I know exactly what happened in my first timeline, which means I know exactly what to avoid—and exactly who to save myself from.

As I pull on my clothes, I make myself a promise:

I will survive this. I will escape this pack. I will find people who actually value me. And when Silvermoon finally realizes what they lost, I’ll be so far beyond their reach they’ll never touch me again.

I died for them once.

I won’t even live for them again.








  
  
  Chapter 3: Testing Reality

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




SERA

I need to be sure.

Even though the date is right, even though everything looks and feels like three years ago, I need to know this is real. That I’m not dying in that forest, hallucinating some fever dream while Lyra’s poison finishes me off.

I take my time getting ready, deliberately slow. In my first timeline, I rushed through everything—terrified of being late, of disappointing someone, of taking up too much space. Now? Let them wait.

My room is exactly as I remember it. The books on my shelf are in the same order. My training schedule is pinned to the corkboard—today I’m supposed to run patrol with the junior warriors at dawn. I missed it. The old Sera would have panicked.

I feel nothing but grim satisfaction.

As I brush my hair, I run through my mental timeline. June 3rd. This is two weeks before Beta Marcus negotiates the supply contract with the Crescent Moon Pack. He’ll completely botch it because he doesn’t understand their cultural customs around gift-giving. I spent three days fixing his mess in my original timeline.

I set down my brush and grab a notebook, flipping to a blank page. If this is real, I need to document everything. Proof. Insurance.

June 3rd - Things I Know Will Happen Today:


	Beta Marcus will announce at breakfast that he’s negotiating the Crescent Moon contract

	Lyra will call from her “journey” at 10:47 AM to talk to Father

	Ryker will cancel afternoon training to meet with the elders

	Sarah Chen will sprain her ankle during morning patrol (northwest trail, rabbit hole)

	The kitchen will run out of coffee by 9 AM because Marcus forgot to reorder




I stare at the list, my hand trembling slightly. If even one of these things happens exactly as I remember, it’s real. If all of them happen…

The Moon Goddess really did give me a second chance.

My wolf stirs restlessly, eager to find out. Test it, she urges. Then we plan.

“Agreed,” I murmur.

I finish getting dressed—jeans and a simple black tank top, nothing special—and head downstairs. The pack house is bustling with morning activity. Wolves nod at me as I pass, some friendly, most indifferent. None of them know that in three years, they’ll stand by and watch me die.

The dining hall is packed. Long tables filled with pack members eating breakfast, talking, laughing. The smell of bacon and eggs and fresh bread fills the air. It should be comforting.

It just makes my stomach turn.

Because I can smell him.

Ryker.

His scent hits me before I see him—metal and ash, sharp and cold, like standing too close to a forge. In my first timeline, before everything went wrong, I thought his scent was strong. Powerful. Alpha.

Now, knowing what I know, it’s suffocating.

My wolf recoils, whimpering. She remembers too. Remembers him standing over us, watching us die, doing nothing.

I force myself to keep walking. To breathe through my mouth. To not react.

He’s sitting at the head table with the pack leadership—Beta Marcus, Gamma Stone, the elders. His dark hair is slightly longer than he wore it at the end. His gray eyes are scanning the room with that proprietary look he always had, like he’s cataloging his possessions.

In a year and a half, those eyes will be cold as ice when he rejects me.

Our eyes meet across the room.

The mate bond pulls—weak at this point in our timeline, barely formed, but still there. It feels like a hook behind my ribcage, tugging me toward him. In my first life, I would have rushed over, eager for any scrap of his attention.

Now the bond feels like a noose.

I deliberately look away and head for the breakfast line, ignoring the way his gaze tracks me. Ignoring the way the bond protests. My wolf is growling, torn between instinct (mate, mate, mate) and memory (killer, betrayer, death).

“Easy,” I whisper to her. “We have a plan. Three years, then we’re free.”

She settles, still unhappy, but trusting me.

I load my plate with food I don’t want and find a seat at one of the middle tables, away from the leadership but not isolated. Strategic. The old Sera would have sat alone or not eaten at all.

I’m barely two bites into my eggs when Beta Marcus stands, calling for attention.

“Quick announcement before everyone starts their day,” he says, his voice carrying across the hall. “I’ll be heading to Crescent Moon Pack territory next week to finalize our supply contract negotiations.”

My fork freezes halfway to my mouth.

That’s prediction number one.

Around me, pack members murmur their approval. The Crescent Moon contract is important—access to their agricultural surplus means we can feed our growing pack through winter. Marcus looks pleased with himself, like he’s already succeeded.

I know he’s going to fail spectacularly. They’ll be insulted by his lack of cultural awareness and nearly refuse to deal with us at all.

“You okay?”

I jolt, looking up. It’s Emma, one of the junior warriors I trained with. She’s looking at me with concern. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

You have no idea.

“Just tired,” I manage. “Rough night.”

“Didn’t see you at dawn patrol.” There’s no judgment in her voice, just curiosity. Emma dies in two years defending the eastern border from rogues. She was one of the few people who was ever genuinely kind to me.

My throat tightens. “Overslept.”

She laughs. “Never thought I’d see the day. Sera oversleeping? The world must be ending.”

It already did. I’m trying to prevent it from happening again.

“Everyone needs a break sometimes,” I say instead.

Emma’s smile fades slightly, like she’s picking up on something off in my tone. But before she can say anything, my phone buzzes in my pocket.

I don’t need to check it to know what it is. But I pull it out anyway, my heart pounding.

Incoming Call: Dad - 10:47 AM

The dining hall clock reads 10:47.

My hands start shaking.

“Sera?” Emma’s voice sounds distant. “You really don’t look good.”

I stand abruptly, nearly knocking over my chair. “I need—I need some air.”

I don’t wait for her response. I push through the dining hall, past curious stares, until I’m outside in the morning sun. My phone is still buzzing. I answer it on autopilot.

“Sera? Honey?” Dad’s voice, warm and familiar. He has no idea that in three years he’ll stand silent while the pack blames me for Lyra’s crimes. “Just wanted to let you know—your sister called. She’s coming home early!”

Prediction number two.

“Lyra?” My voice sounds strangled.

“Yes! Isn’t that wonderful? She said her soul-searching journey really helped her grow, and she’s ready to contribute to the pack. She’ll be home by the end of the month.”

Three weeks. I have three weeks before my sister comes back and starts systematically destroying my life.

“That’s… great, Dad.”

“You don’t sound excited.”

Because I know she’s going to kill me. Because I know you’ll choose her over me every single time. Because I’m standing here with knowledge of my own murder, and you’re asking why I’m not excited.

“Just surprised,” I manage. “I’ll let you go, Dad. Talk later.”

I hang up before he can respond.

Two predictions confirmed. I need more.

I’m walking toward the training grounds when I hear the commotion—several warriors clustered around someone on the ground. My feet move faster.

“—rabbit hole came out of nowhere—”

“Sarah, can you stand?”

“My ankle—I think it’s sprained—”

I push through the crowd. Sarah Chen is sitting on the ground, her face twisted in pain, clutching her left ankle. The northwest trail stretches behind her.

Prediction number three.

This is real. This is all horrifyingly, impossibly real.

The Moon Goddess sent me back.

I turn and walk away before anyone notices me, my mind racing. Three for three. I don’t need to wait for the coffee shortage or Ryker’s canceled training. I know.

This is my second chance.

I’m so lost in thought that I don’t notice him until it’s too late.

“Sera.”

Ryker’s voice stops me cold. I turn slowly.

He’s standing five feet away, arms crossed, studying me with those gray eyes. Up close, his scent is overwhelming—metal and ash and something chemical that makes my wolf whine in distress. How did I ever think this smelled good?

“You’ve been acting strange all morning,” he says. It’s not a question.

“Have I?” I keep my voice neutral, but my heart is hammering.

“You missed patrol. You barely touched your breakfast. You left in the middle of the meal.” He takes a step closer. “And you’ve been avoiding looking at me.”

Because looking at you makes me see your face as I died. Because your scent makes me want to vomit. Because the mate bond pulling at me feels like a betrayal from my own body.

“I wasn’t feeling well,” I say instead. “Still not, actually.”

His eyes narrow. “The mate bond—”

“Is fine,” I cut him off. “I just need rest.”

That’s a lie. The bond is there, weak and new, and it’s pulling at both of us. I can see it in the way his posture shifts, his wolf responding to mine despite his obvious confusion with my behavior.

In my first timeline, I would have been falling all over myself to please him. To explain. To apologize for existing wrong.

Now I just want to get away before I say something that reveals too much.

“If you say so.” He doesn’t sound convinced. “But Sera? The pack needs you present. Not distracted. Understood?”

The pack needs me. Of course. Not “are you okay?” Not “what’s wrong?” Just a reminder of my duty. Of what I owe them.

In three years, the pack will watch me die and not even care.

“Understood,” I echo flatly.

I walk away before he can say anything else. Before the mate bond can pull any harder. Before I break down and scream at him about what he’s going to do to me.

Back in my room, I lock the door and lean against it, breathing hard.

The list is still on my desk. I pick up my pen and write:

ALL PREDICTIONS CORRECT. THIS IS REAL.

Three years until my death.

Three years to save myself.

Operation: Survive begins now.

My wolf howls her agreement, and for the first time since I woke up, I smile.

They think I’m acting strange? They haven’t seen anything yet.

The old Sera died in that forest.

The woman who came back is going to do whatever it takes to make sure it never happens again.

Even if it means destroying everything they expect me to be.
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SERA

Midnight finds me in the forest.

I wait until the pack house settles into sleep, until the last patrol passes my window, until I’m certain no one will notice my absence. Then I slip out through the back entrance I used countless times in my first life—the one that leads directly into the woods without crossing the main grounds.

The night air is cool against my skin, carrying the scent of pine and earth and wild things. My wolf surges forward, eager and restless in a way she never was before. She’s different. I’m different.

Stronger.

I can feel it in the way my senses have sharpened—every rustle in the underbrush is crystal clear, every scent distinct and layered. In my first timeline at this age, I was still adjusting to my wolf’s presence, still learning to balance human and animal instincts.

Now we move as one, seamless and certain.

Because we’ve already died together. Already been torn apart and remade.

I head deeper into the forest, away from pack territory, toward the clearing I discovered years ago. It takes twenty minutes at a human pace, but I let my wolf guide me faster, my feet sure even in the darkness. The moon is three-quarters full, bright enough to cast silver shadows through the canopy.

The Moon Goddess is watching.

The clearing opens before me—a perfect circle of grass ringed by ancient oak trees, their branches forming a natural cathedral overhead. Moonlight pours down in streams, illuminating the space like a sacred temple. I used to come here in my first life when I needed to think, to cry, to pray for strength that never came.

Tonight, I’m not here to pray.

I’m here to promise.

I step into the center of the clearing and tip my face toward the moon. My wolf pushes closer to the surface, making my eyes flash gold. I can feel her approval, her fierce determination. She’s been waiting for this—for me to finally choose us instead of them.

“Moon Goddess,” I speak into the night, my voice steady and clear. “You heard me when I died. You brought me back. I don’t know if you’re testing me or saving me or if this is mercy or punishment. But I’m here. And I’m not going to waste this gift.”

The wind picks up, rustling through the leaves like a whispered response. My wolf howls inside me, and I let the sound escape my throat—a long, mournful note that echoes through the forest. A death song for the girl I was. A war cry for the woman I’m becoming.

When the howl fades, I pull the small knife from my pocket—the one I always carry for practical pack tasks. The blade glints silver in the moonlight.

Blood oaths are old magic. Ancient. The kind of thing the elders warn against because they can’t be broken, can’t be undone. Once you swear something in blood under the moon, the Goddess herself witnesses it. Binds it.

Exactly what I need.

I press the blade to my left palm, the edge sharp and cold. My wolf doesn’t flinch. Neither do I. I’ve already died once—a little blood means nothing.

“I, Sera Ashwood, swear this oath before the Moon Goddess and my wolf spirit.” My voice rings through the clearing, power thrumming beneath the words. “I will prioritize myself above all others. I will refuse abuse in all its forms. I will document everything and trust my own truth above their gaslighting. And I will escape this pack before they kill me.”

I drag the blade across my palm. Blood wells up, dark and viscous in the moonlight—not the bright red of fresh wounds, but something deeper. More primal.

I hold my bleeding hand up to the moon, letting the blood drip onto the grass beneath my feet.

“This life is mine. I will not give it away. I will not sacrifice myself for people who see me as expendable. I will not die for wolves who would not mourn me.” My voice grows stronger with each declaration, my wolf’s power bleeding into the words. “I choose myself. I choose survival. I choose freedom.”

The wind becomes a gale, whipping my hair around my face. The moonlight intensifies, almost blinding. I feel something shift inside me—not painful, but profound. Like a door opening. Like chains breaking.

My wolf roars her approval, and I feel her power surge through our shared body. She’s not just different—she’s stronger. Faster. More dominant than she ever was in my first life.

The rebirth didn’t just give me a second chance at life. It awakened something that was always supposed to be there.

I close my bleeding hand into a fist, feeling the wound sting and burn in the best way. Physical proof of my promise. Of my choice.

“They called me weak,” I say to the moon, to the Goddess, to myself. “They called me worthless. Expendable. But they were wrong. I’m not weak—I was just wasting my strength on people who didn’t deserve it.”

The gale settles into a gentle breeze. The moonlight softens. But the change inside me remains—permanent, undeniable.

I’ve been marked by something greater than a simple mate bond. The Moon Goddess herself witnessed my oath. There’s no going back now.

Not that I want to.

I lower my hand and watch as the wound begins to close—faster than it should, the skin knitting together with barely a scar. My wolf’s healing has always been strong, but this is different. Enhanced.

We’re different, my wolf confirms, her voice clearer in my mind than it’s ever been. Dying broke us. Coming back made us whole. Really whole.

“What do you mean?”

In the first life, we were never complete. You suppressed me, tried to be more human to please them. I was weak because you made yourself weak. But death stripped all that away. Now we’re balanced. Equal. The way we were always meant to be.

I flex my healed hand, testing. She’s right. I feel the difference in every cell—the perfect harmony between human reason and wolf instinct. No more internal war. No more trying to please everyone by being less than I am.

I’m exactly as much as I need to be.

“Then we’re going to use it,” I say out loud. “Every advantage. Every bit of strength. Everything the Moon Goddess gave us. We’re going to survive this.”

And make them regret ever underestimating us.

I smile, sharp and cold. “That too.”

I spend the next hour in the clearing, sitting cross-legged on the blood-marked grass, planning. My notebook is in my jacket pocket, and I pull it out along with a pen. The moonlight is bright enough to write by.

OPERATION: SURVIVE - PHASE ONE (Months 1-6)

Goals:


	Document all achievements and stolen credit

	Begin subtle boundary-setting (they’ll notice, but not understand why)

	Physical training—build strength they don’t know I have

	Research Royal Pack and Alpha King Damon

	Avoid major confrontations with Ryker (bond still too strong)

	When Lyra returns: document EVERYTHING she does




I write quickly, my hand steady, my mind clear. For the first time in two lifetimes, I’m planning for my future, not theirs.

PHASE TWO (Months 7-12)

Goals:


	Escalate boundary-setting (let them get uncomfortable)

	Complete Royal Pack transfer application in secret

	Weaken mate bond with Ryker deliberately

	Build evidence file on Lyra’s schemes

	Identify pack allies (few, but important)

	Emergency escape plan in case timeline changes




PHASE THREE (Months 13-24)

Goals:


	Survive rejection (I know it’s coming)

	Prevent/survive assassination attempt

	Escape to Royal Pack before Lyra can poison me

	Never look back




It’s ambitious. Risky. So many things could go wrong. But I have the one advantage they’ll never have: I know exactly how this story ends if I don’t change it.

And I’m sure as hell changing it.

I tuck the notebook back into my jacket and stand, brushing grass from my jeans. My palm throbs faintly where I cut it—a reminder of my promise. My wolf hums with satisfaction, pleased with our new direction.

“Three years,” I tell the moon one last time. “Give me three years, and I’ll be free of them forever.”

The moon doesn’t answer, but I feel a warmth in my chest that might be approval. Or it might just be my own determination burning like a forge.

Either way, it’s enough.

I’m halfway back to pack territory when my wolf suddenly alerts, her attention snapping toward the western border. There’s a scent on the wind—foreign but not threatening. Curious.

Royal Pack, she tells me. Someone’s been here recently.

My heart skips. The Royal Pack? This far into Silvermoon territory?

I change direction, following the scent trail. It leads to a spot near the border where the territorial markers are strongest. And there, carved into the bark of an old oak tree, is a symbol I recognize from my pack history studies: the Royal Pack’s crest.

Fresh. Made within the last few hours.

A message? A warning? A… calling card?

My wolf’s interest is piqued, and so is mine. In my first timeline, I was so caught up in pack duties that I never noticed things like this. Never paid attention to the world beyond Silvermoon’s borders.

What else did I miss?

I trace my fingers over the carved symbol, and my wolf practically purrs at the contact. There’s power here. Old magic. The kind that runs in Alpha King bloodlines.

Damon Blackthorn himself was here.

The realization makes my pulse quicken. Why? What was he doing this close to Silvermoon territory at midnight?

Looking for something, my wolf suggests. Or someone.

The thought is both thrilling and terrifying.

I commit the location to memory and head back toward the pack house, my mind racing. Everything is connected—my rebirth, the Moon Goddess’s intervention, my enhanced wolf, and now the Alpha King marking trees near my territory.

I don’t believe in coincidences anymore.

The universe is shifting pieces on a board I can’t fully see yet. But I’m starting to understand my role in it: I’m not just a rejected mate seeking revenge. I’m something more.

Something the Moon Goddess chose specifically.

Something worth saving.

Back in my room, I add one final note to my journal:

The Moon Goddess didn’t just bring me back to survive. She brought me back for a reason. I need to find out what it is.

And I need to find out why Alpha King Damon was at our border tonight.

I close the notebook and hide it under a loose floorboard I discovered in my first life—a secret space no one else knows about. My promises are safe there. My plans are hidden.

Tomorrow, I’ll start implementing them.

Tonight, I sleep with my wolf’s approval warming my chest and blood magic singing through my veins.

The old Sera died in that forest.

The woman who made promises under the moon tonight?

She’s going to burn down everything that tries to kill her.

And she’s going to rise from those ashes untouchable.
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SERA

The mission briefing happens three days after my blood oath.

I’m in the strategy room with the pack’s leadership—Beta Marcus, Gamma Stone, three senior warriors, and Ryker at the head of the table. The room smells like old leather and coffee, with maps of the territory spread across the scarred wooden surface.

In my first life, I lived for these meetings. Being included felt like validation, like I mattered. I worked twice as hard as anyone else to earn my spot at this table.

Now I know the truth: they only included me because I was useful. Because I’d volunteer for the jobs no one else wanted.

Like the one Beta Marcus is describing right now.

“—rogues have been spotted near the Blackwater Gorge,” he’s saying, pointing to a spot on the map that makes my stomach drop. “Intelligence suggests they’re planning to use it as a staging ground for raids into our territory. We need someone to scout the area, assess their numbers, and report back.”

Blackwater Gorge. I remember this mission.

I remember volunteering immediately, desperate to prove myself. I remember going alone because no one else wanted to risk it. I remember nearly dying when the “small group” of rogues turned out to be twenty-strong, and I barely escaped with a shattered rib and claw marks that took weeks to heal.

I remember Beta Marcus taking credit for the intelligence I gathered while I recovered in silence.

“It’s a two-day trek through rough terrain,” Marcus continues. “Dangerous, but necessary. We need a volunteer who—”

“I’ll go,” interrupts Kyle, one of the senior warriors. “I know that area.”

Marcus shakes his head. “You’re needed for the eastern patrol rotation. We can’t spare you.”

“I could go,” offers Thomas, another warrior, but his tone is reluctant.

“You’re still recovering from that training injury,” Gamma Stone says. “Your wolf isn’t at full strength.”

The room falls silent. Everyone is carefully not looking at each other, hoping someone else will volunteer. In my first timeline, this is where I jumped in—eager, stupid, desperate to be valued.

Not anymore.

Marcus’s eyes land on me. “Sera. You know the northern territories well. This would be perfect for your skill set.”

It’s not a question. It’s an expectation.

Every eye in the room turns toward me. Waiting. In my first life, the weight of their expectation would have crushed any hesitation.

Now I just feel cold certainty.

“No.”

The word drops into the silence like a stone into still water.

Marcus blinks. “What?”

“No,” I repeat, keeping my voice level. “I’m not volunteering for this mission.”

The shock on his face would be funny if my heart wasn’t pounding. Gamma Stone’s eyebrows shoot up. The warriors exchange confused glances. And Ryker—

Ryker’s gray eyes narrow, his jaw tightening. I can feel his attention on me like a physical weight.

“Sera,” Marcus says slowly, like he’s talking to a child. “This is important pack business. We need—”

“Then send a full team,” I interrupt. “Blackwater Gorge is notorious for rogue activity. Sending a single scout is suicide. You need at least three experienced warriors for proper reconnaissance and backup.”

It’s the truth. The strategic truth I learned by nearly dying there. But in my first timeline, no one listened when I suggested this afterward. They just called me lucky to have survived my “carelessness.”

Marcus’s face flushes. “We don’t have the resources to spare three warriors for a simple scouting mission.”

“Then you don’t have the resources to do it properly,” I say calmly. “And I’m not volunteering to die for bad strategy.”

The room erupts.

“Since when do you question orders?” Gamma Stone demands.

“This isn’t like you,” Thomas says, frowning.

“Are you refusing to serve your pack?” Kyle’s voice is sharp with judgment.

I keep my spine straight, my voice steady, even as my wolf growls at their pressure. “I’m not refusing to serve. I’m refusing to be sent on a suicide mission alone. There’s a difference.”

“Enough.” Ryker’s voice cuts through the noise like a blade. Everyone falls silent immediately.

He stands, and the Alpha dominance rolls off him in waves—pressure designed to make lesser wolves submit, to make them bow their heads and obey. In my first life, it would have worked. I would have crumbled under that weight, apologized, volunteered just to make it stop.

But I’ve died already. I’ve made blood oaths under the moon. And my wolf is stronger now—strong enough to push back.

I stay standing. Keep my chin up. Meet his gray eyes directly.

The shock on his face is deeply satisfying.

“Step outside with me,” he says, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Now.”

The mate bond pulls, trying to compel obedience. But I’ve already felt it shatter once. I know it’s not unbreakable.

I walk out of the strategy room with my head high, feeling the eyes of every pack leader burning into my back. The hallway is empty, morning sunlight streaming through the windows. It would be peaceful if my heart wasn’t racing.

Ryker closes the door behind us and turns to face me. His scent—metal and ash and cold authority—makes my wolf snarl. This close, the mate bond is screaming at me to submit, to apologize, to be what he expects.

I ignore it.

“What the hell was that?” His voice is low, dangerous. “You just undermined Beta Marcus in front of the entire leadership team.”

“I gave him accurate strategic assessment,” I correct. “Which he would have accepted if it came from anyone else.”

“That’s not the point—”

“Then what is the point, Ryker?” I cross my arms, putting a physical barrier between us even as the bond pulls harder. “That I’m supposed to volunteer for every dangerous job? Take every risk no one else wants? Say yes to everything regardless of whether it’s actually good strategy?”

“You’re a member of this pack,” he says, stepping closer. His dominance presses harder, trying to force my wolf to bow. “You have responsibilities.”

“And I’ll fulfill them. With proper support and resources. Not by throwing my life away on missions you wouldn’t send anyone else on alone.”

His eyes flash gold—his wolf rising. “Since when do you talk back?”

Since I died and came back knowing exactly how much you value me.

“Since I decided to stop accepting bad strategy that gets people killed,” I say instead.

The mate bond flares between us—but not with warmth or attraction. With friction. Resistance. It’s pulling in opposite directions, and I can feel it starting to strain.

Good.

“This attitude needs to stop,” Ryker says, his voice dropping into Alpha command. “You’re being selfish. The pack comes first.”

There it is. The gaslight I knew was coming.

In my first timeline, that word—selfish—would have destroyed me. Would have sent me into spirals of self-doubt and desperate attempts to prove I wasn’t, that I cared, that I was worth keeping.

Now it just makes me tired.

“Wanting to not die alone on a suicide mission is selfish?” I ask quietly. “Interesting definition.”

“That’s not what I—” He stops, frustration clear on his face. “You’re twisting my words.”

“I’m repeating them.”

We stare at each other, and I can see the moment he realizes this argument isn’t going the way he expected. That I’m not backing down. That something fundamental has changed.

The mate bond cracks. Not broken, not yet. But fractured. I feel it like a hairline split in glass—sharp and inevitable.

His wolf whines in confusion. Mine stands firm.

“What happened to you?” he asks finally, and for a moment, he sounds genuinely confused rather than angry. “You’re different.”

I died. You watched. I came back different.

“Maybe I’m just tired of being taken for granted,” I say instead.

It’s close enough to the truth.

He studies me for a long moment, and I wonder what he sees. The eager, desperate girl I was is gone. The woman standing here now has scars he can’t see and knowledge he can’t imagine.

“The pack is going to talk,” he says finally. “About your behavior. Your attitude.”

“Let them talk.”

“They’ll call you selfish. Difficult. Not a team player.”

“I’ve been called worse.”

Not yet in this timeline. But I remember. I remember every cruel word they threw at me before I died.

Ryker’s jaw tightens. “I’m your Alpha and your mate. You owe me respect.”

The mate bond pulls again, weaker now. Cracking further.

“Respect goes both ways,” I say quietly. “And respect includes not sending your mate on suicide missions.”

I don’t wait for his response. I walk away, down the hallway, away from his suffocating scent and his confused anger and the bond that’s trying to chain me to someone who will eventually kill me.

My hands are shaking by the time I reach the bathroom. I lock myself in a stall and breathe through the panic, the adrenaline, the fear that I just made everything worse.

But my wolf is practically glowing with pride.

Good, she says fiercely. That’s how we survive. We stop being convenient.

“They’re going to make this difficult,” I whisper.

They were always going to make it difficult. At least now we’re fighting back.

She’s right. In my first timeline, I bent over backward to please them, and they still discarded me. At least this time, I’m standing up for myself.

Even if it costs me everything.

The gossip starts before lunch.

I hear it everywhere—in hallways, in the training yard, in whispered conversations that stop when I walk by.

“Did you hear Sera refused a mission?”

“Since when does she say no?”

“Marcus is furious.”

“She’s acting so strange lately.”

“Maybe she thinks she’s too good for grunt work now that she’s Ryker’s mate.”

“I heard she was incredibly disrespectful.”

“Selfish, if you ask me.”

I keep my head high and ignore them. Let them talk. Let them judge. I know the truth.

In my first timeline, I said yes to that mission and nearly died. Beta Marcus took credit for my intelligence. The pack forgot about it within a week.

This time, I said no. And I’m alive. Whole. Uninjured.

That’s worth all the gossip in the world.

Emma finds me in the library that afternoon. She sits down across from me, her expression uncertain.

“Hey,” she says quietly. “People are talking.”

“I know.”

“They’re saying you refused to help the pack.”

“I refused to go on a suicide mission alone,” I correct, not looking up from the book I’m pretending to read. “There’s a difference.”

Emma is quiet for a moment. Then: “For what it’s worth? I think you were right. Blackwater Gorge is dangerous. They should have sent a team.”

I look up, surprised. In my first timeline, no one agreed with me. Everyone just called me careless for getting hurt.

“Thank you,” I say softly.

She shrugs, but there’s something knowing in her eyes. “Sometimes the pack asks too much. Especially from people who always say yes. Maybe it’s good someone finally said no.”

She leaves before I can respond, but her words stay with me.

Maybe it’s good someone finally said no.

That night, I add to my journal:

Day 3 - First Boundary Set

Refused Blackwater Gorge mission. Pack leadership shocked. Ryker confronted me. Mate bond cracked (first fracture). Gossip has started—they’re calling me selfish and difficult.

Good. Let them. I’d rather be selfish and alive than selfless and dead.

Emma supported me. Possible ally.

Note: Keep documenting everything. They’ll gaslight me, try to make me think I’m wrong. I need proof I’m not.

I close the journal and hide it again, my promise from three nights ago still burning in my chest.

This is just the beginning. The first crack in the foundation of their expectations.

By the time I’m done, the whole structure will crumble.

And I’ll be long gone when it does.
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SERA

The summons comes exactly one week after I refused the Blackwater Gorge mission.

A formal notice slipped under my door at dawn: Sera Ashwood, your presence is required in the Council Chamber at 9 AM. Attendance is mandatory.

No explanation. No context. Just a command disguised as bureaucracy.

I know what this is. In my first timeline, they did this too—anytime someone questioned pack leadership, they’d call a “private meeting” to “discuss concerns.” It was never about discussion. It was about breaking you down until you apologized for having boundaries.

My wolf growls low in my chest as I get dressed. I choose my clothes carefully: dark jeans, a simple gray sweater, my hair pulled back in a neat braid. Professional. Composed. Unshakeable.

I will need to be unshakeable.

The Council Chamber is on the third floor of the pack house, a formal room with dark wood paneling and a long table that seats twelve. When I arrive, six of them are already there: Beta Marcus at the head, Gamma Stone to his right, three elders I recognize, and—my stomach tightens—my father.

Dad won’t meet my eyes.

That tells me everything I need to know.

“Sera, please sit.” Marcus gestures to a single chair positioned at the opposite end of the table. Isolated. On display.

I sit, spine straight, hands folded in my lap. My wolf is coiled tight, ready to strike if needed.

“Thank you for coming,” Marcus begins, his tone overly friendly in a way that sets my teeth on edge. “We wanted to have a conversation about some… concerns that have been brought to our attention.”

“Concerns,” I repeat neutrally.

“Yes.” Gamma Stone leans forward, his expression grave. “About your recent behavior. We’ve noticed you’ve been acting differently lately. Out of character.”

Here it comes.

“Several pack members have expressed worry,” one of the elders—Margaret—says, her voice dripping with false concern. “They say you’ve been withdrawn. Refusing responsibilities. Showing disrespect to leadership.”

“I refused one mission,” I say calmly. “A dangerous solo reconnaissance that should have been handled by a team. That’s not refusing responsibilities. That’s pointing out bad strategy.”

Marcus’s friendly expression tightens. “See, that right there. That tone. That attitude. It’s not like you, Sera.”

“How would you know what’s like me?” The words are out before I can stop them.

The room goes silent.

Dad finally looks at me, disappointment clear on his face. My heart twists, but I force myself to stay steady. He doesn’t know. None of them know that in three years, he’ll watch me be blamed for crimes I didn’t commit and say nothing.

“Sera,” he says quietly, and his tone is the one he used when I was a child who’d misbehaved. “We’re worried about you. This anger, this defensiveness—it’s not healthy.”

I’m not angry. I’m setting boundaries.

But I can see in their faces






















































	“You’re acting out of character” (dismissing my boundaries as abnormal)

	“Are you jealous of Lyra?” (reframing self-respect as jealousy)

	“You’re being selfish” (framing boundaries as moral failure)

	“You’re not being rational” (denying my legitimate concerns)

	“Maybe you’re overwhelmed” (treating me like I’m having a breakdown)
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