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​​​...

Laura Reinhart once had it all. She has a father who loves her and a Crown Prince who will make her queen one day. She is betrayed when the Crown Prince falls for another and orders her father into a battle he has no chance of winning. The Crown Prince marries another while she is grieving her father's death and she is exiled. Her plans for revenge fails as she is assassinated before she is successful.

Laura dies with a heart filled with regret and wakes in front of her father's corpse.

Instead of breaking down inconsolably when the Crown Prince comes to break off their engagement like last time, she attacks and severely injures him. 

Again, she is exiled, but her circumstances are different now. Even though she is punished for her crime by being shackled and sentenced to serve the rest of her days in the middle of nowhere, she has knowledge of her past life to aid her. 

This time, she will make the right choices and have her revenge. 

The last thing on her mind is to fall in love with a mysterious man with an unknown past or for the man to have a secret of his own that will change everything. 

...
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Laura had very little memories of her father because he spent the majority of his time in the battlefields, fighting on the frontline for a king who uses his expertise like it was his right to do so. Well, King Frauthon of the Alquaz Empire, but Laura wasn't happy about it. In her youth, she merely thought it unfair that the king was able to stay home with his son, Crown Prince Louis, whereas her own father scarcely walked through the hallways of their mansion. 

He came home injured often, because their kingdom was small and their numbers dwindling. The king did not like to waste resources by sending more men to the battlefield, but refuse to settled things amicably with their neighboring countries either, hence her father was often sent to conquer lands rich with resources that their monarch would eventually squander. 

Still, there was no denying the fact that Lord Garguan Reinhart loved his only daughter more than the suns and the stars in all the world and he would do anything in his power to keep her safe. Having had the child when he was already greying and lost his wife to childbirth, it was easy to understand why he pampered his daughter so. 

Laura had very little memories of her father, but she treasured them all the same. 

He was kind and gentle to her, fiercely loyal to their king, and dedicated to the knights and soldiers that served under him. 

"My sweet darling," her father said to her when she was six-years-old. "I am going to make you the most beloved woman in this country," he swore. 

If she had known then the heartaches and pain that the oath would bring, she would have rejected him. But she was six-years-old and the thought of being loved by everyone filled her with warmth and she threw her arms around her father and told him that she loved him. 

Perhaps in death, she would be able to tell her father that she didn't wish for love from everyone. She only ever needed him. 

She remembered dying, but this did not feel like the heaven or hell that she had been promised. She did not think that she deserved hell. Her life had been difficult but she had not caused sufferings to others... only herself. 

She opened her eyes and blinked around her. Cream colored walls stared back at her, familiar portraits decorating the walls, blue curtains replaced with black. The high ceilings decorated with art that had been commissioned by the famous - now dead - painter, Ludwig von Bittersmich. 

Laura was on her knees, her hands holding onto the cold fingers of her long-dead father, who had been preserved with formaldehyde and all kinds of other embalming fluid that smelled like pickle. The whole receiving hall smelled like pickles. 

If her father had received other visitors, they have long since gone. 

She remembered this scene. 

She was here, after all.

Who was it that told her that her life was supposed to pass through her eyes once she died? Derek, maybe? It seemed like the kind of thing he would say. 

Was this just a memory, then? One of her biggest life regrets, relived before she went into the bright light to begin a new life. Hopefully, a better life. 

She curled her fingers into her father's arm, glad for the armor that had been wrapped around him to cover the worst of his injuries. She had helped wash and clean him, sew his gaping wounds and replaced his internal organs with natron bags that the embalmers had given her. Salt bags, she was told. It was a preservative used to dry out the body and preserve his tissues. 

Her father still looked handsome, so many days after his death. 

This was fifteen years ago. 

She leaned forward slightly. It felt real. Her father's fingers was cold through the gloves that she had put on him. His expression was serene. 

"Have you finally come to your senses, Laura Reinhart?" asked a voice that grated through her skin like a knife had gone through it. 

"Come to my senses?" she echoed listlessly, her voice devoid of emotion. It was good, since the emotion she felt most strongly at the moment was an anger so intense that she was surprised the dried flowers around her had not caught fire yet. 

"You have been wailing like a banshee for the past five days. I was told that the maids who tried to take you away were bitten and the guards were burned. Disgraceful." 

She remembered this conversation. She had been so blinded with rage the last time that she could do little but charge at him the last time, only to be held back by his bodyguards, who he kept close to him at all times. 

If memory served correctly, he would continue with the words that caused her mind to white out in sheer outrage. 

"Due to the fact that our wedding had not been able to take place, I have made the decision to annul our marriage and cancel our engagement completely. From now on, we are no longer tied to one another," he declared. 

How kind of him to wait five days after her father's dead body had been brought home before divorcing her. Though divorce was not the word she would pick, seeing as, like he said, the wedding had simply not taken place.

She had been too out of her mind with grief to attend the wedding, after all. It was supposed to take place yesterday. 

"Seeing as you were absent and everything had been planned, I decided to marry Sundrina Abell," he continued. 

Oh. He hadn't managed to get this far the last time. It was partially her fault, of course. She had attacked him before he could finish. Then again, perhaps that was for the best. Hearing that he had broken off their engagement because her father had died fighting a stupid war that he had caused in the first place was enough to send her into a fury. 

Crown Prince Louis Mikael stared down at her with disgust that she could not even be annoyed by, though she was frustrated by his completely and utter lack of empathy. 

"Did she wear my wedding gown?" she asked, turning up to him with eyes that must have surprised him for their utter lack of tears. She had cried for her father's death for fifteen years and while there was no time limit to how long she would grief her father, it was possible for her to set that aside for now. And honestly, she had always been curious about what Princess Sundrina wore to the wedding that was meant to be hers. She had stolen everything else from her, why not her wedding dress as well? 

"Excuse me?" he asked, clearly taken aback. To his credit, he managed to regain his composure quickly enough, leaning down to peer at her. "Did you hear me? I said I am breaking off our engagement." 

"I heard you," she answered. He was obviously expecting a reaction from her and was disappointed by her calm acceptance of his actions. The psychopath. "Is this really what you want to say to me in front of my father, whom I haven't even buried?" she asked. Two can play this game. "My father died in your stead over a decision that you made," she continued. A decision she should have realized was driven by Sundrina Abell. She was the princess of the neighboring country who had seduced the Crown Prince and convinced him into a trade agreement with them that would essentially cut off the Sarathen Empire income stream completely. The Sarathen Empire had sent their men to discuss adjustments to the deal, but Crown Prince Louis had killed their convoy that included their youngest prince Lucile, which caused a revolt from their own people. Something the Crown Prince Louis had failed to take into account was that the states that border Sarathen housed a lot of their citizens and they treated their royalty as if they were gods. The young prince's death was enough to stir their anger enough to rebel against the ruler.

Instead of settling the matter in a peaceful manner, Crown Prince Louis had called her father back from retirement in order to handle the revolt, relying on his experience to deal with the revolution.

He had miscalculated the Sarathen Empire's thirst for revenge and had not sent her father into battle with nearly enough men. The small army of a thousand had to face a revolution that was several times their numbers. 

Her father never stood a chance. He must have known that. But he had gone because his empire had wished it and he had asked for something else in return for his sacrifice. 

He knew about the Crown Prince and his lack of fidelity towards his only child, so in exchange for his sacrifice, he asked that the Crown Prince ended his relationship with Sundrina and focused on loving Laura. 

Later, Laura would understand that her father had been sent to his death deliberately. Her father was well beloved. Just as the death of the youngest prince had stirred his people's loyalty, her father's death at the hands of the revolution was able to sway public opinion t o view the revolution in a more negative light and incite the soldiers to enlist and fight back even more viciously than they would have if they had only been sent to settle a revolt that was caused by their Crown Prince's lust.

"Your father wished for your happiness," he said, like he was being magnanimous about marrying someone else during the wedding she had spent an entire year planning meticulously down to the petals of the flower decorations at the reception ceremony. 

If her father wished for her happiness, he should have killed the Crown Prince and ran away with her. Maybe he could have taken the throne too, if he had that kind of ambition.

"I won't leave you destitute, if that's what you're worried about," he continued. "Your father would have wanted you to inherent some of his land." 

Already, he had designs on her father's property. Was this conversation part of her memory as well? Or perhaps it was simply her mind filling in the blanks since she knew what he was going to do once he had sent her away. 

She stayed quiet, curious about what else he would say if she let him. 

"You may have Ludent," he declared. "Along with a compensation of a million gold coins. That should be plenty for you to live the rest of your life in peace." 

She remembered this part too, though it was said to her by King Frauthon instead of him and while they were sending her away in a carriage. Was her memory faulty? Or was this how things would have gone had she kept her head? 

"Well?" he asked. 

It took her a moment to realize he was waiting for her to thank him. As if she should appreciate his generosity. Well, if he was that deluded, perhaps she could use this to her advantage. She took a step towards him, head bowed so he could not see the expression on her face. "This lowly servant thanks the Crown Prince for his kind words," she said and didn't wait for his response before lunging. 

The crown prince was lion born, but he was not a lion. The shifter blood had skipped him, a fact which had fostered a massive inferiority complex in the man. It was part of the reason why he had never been friendly with her, who was dragon born and had inherited her father's dragon fire. It was this same fire breathing and dragon shift that had made her father so powerful in the army, though the kingdom of Sarathen had their own unique ice magic that allowed them to subdue her father and take his life. 

Unlike her father, she could not shift into her full dragon form, but her fire burned hot enough. She was dragon born and very much the dragon her father had raised with love and pride. 

She looked up and saw her ex-fiance sneer down at her, his eyes the shade of emerald that had mesmerized her so much when she was younger now looked like moss that had grown over her favourite pair of gloves when she had left it out under the rain for too long. She was filled by a sudden urge to claw his eyes out. 

He saw the fury in her eyes and tried to step back and away from her, but it was too late.

She reached out and grabbed his leg. Fire burst out of her, melting first his cloth, and then the skin beneath it, followed so swiftly by flesh and bone. 

He screamed and screamed as pain coursed through him, but she could not burn all of him. All around him were protection magic meant to keep him from harm. That she had managed to burn so much of him was already a feat. 

Around them, his soldiers had finally came to their sense and charged in to apprehend her, though their swords melted before they could reach her skin and it was only because she knew those men that she did not burn them as well. 

All the while, she continued to grab onto his leg and burn him. He kicked at her chest, her face, and then took out his own spelled sword and swung at her, but she held fast until her fingers grasped at air and he managed to free from her. 

She could not understand it at first. She hadn't let go of him and he had not been able to free himself from her, so how had he managed to stumble back? 

His screaming made it difficult to focus. All the soldiers rushing to her as her fire was spent and spells thrown to extinguish her flame allowed them to finally apprehend her. 

The Crown Prince was still screaming when she was dragged away, but she had an answer to her question. 

Mouth filled with blood, she grinned at the charred remain of his foot when the guards finally pried her away from his mangled body. No mage was going to be able to fix him now. 
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The first sign she received that she was not dreaming, nor was she having her life flash through her eyes prior to her death, came in the form of cold chains upon her wrists. 

They hadn't bothered with that the last time. She was dragon born, but she wasn't powerful. It was clear enough by the way she had gone towards the Crown Prince with all her might and had not even managed to get close to him. 

In this lifetime, she has taken his leg and turned him into a cripple. He should be thanking her. After all, he acted as if he was too good for the battlefield. Now, she had given him a valid reason to avoid fighting altogether. 

She had made him a cripple and still the anger in her was not quenched. She wanted more.

He may be the one who had caused her father to die, but he was not solely responsible for it. 

His father the king had allowed the sham of a campaign and arranged for not enough men for her father's army. 

His new wife was the one who had caused the revolution. 

His aides had not the balls to dissuade him from going along with such a foolhardy idea. 

The people who raised the Crown Prince had allowed him to get away with too much and had failed in their education of him. 

And so and so it went, down to the maids who had sneered at her when they saw the Crown Prince enter his bedroom with someone other than his own fiance. He had blamed him for that too, saying that it was her own fault he had to search for satisfaction elsewhere, since she was adamant on following tradition and refused to let him touch her until their wedding night. 

In her mind, they were all responsible and needed to pay. 

She had tried to do the same in her first life, but she had not been successful. Laura was aware that she was beloved by her father, but she was also aware that her father had coddled her and allowed her too much freedom. 

In her past life, she had been allowed to do whatever she wanted, which ultimately meant she had not learned as much as she should. It meant when she was cast out of her estate and had to learn to fend for herself, she had to learn through failures and betrayals. 

In her past life, she had been so busy wallowing in her grief and trying to keep her land afloat and her people from starving that she had not the time to plot her father's vengeance. And even when that chance finally came to her towards the end, she was already several steps too slow and the Crown Prince had been King for years. He sent assassins after her and she was a sitting duck, awaiting slaughter as his strongest knight broke through their defenses and slices her neck. 

Death had been mercifully quick, but she had not been ready to die. 

She didn't know why she had been allowed this second chance. 

In her prison cell, she lamented why the gods had not sent her further back into the past, to a time before her father had died so she could have stopped the tragedy, but she dared not say those out loud, nor even think of it for too long. The Gods were already kind enough to send her back to a time where she could avenge her father's death. She wished that she had done more, but she was mollified by the memory of the Crown Prince's screams of agony, of him clutching his remaining stump of a leg with fingers that burned from the fire that would never burn. 

In her past life, she had been granted Ludent as compensation. Ludent was a vast and fertile kingdom. It was only a fraction of what the Reinhart estate was worth. By the time she had overcame her grief and had learned of the legacy that her father had left for her, it had been too late. King Louis had turned the land barren from his greed and overworked his people until the once bustling streets under Reinhart's command had been abandoned entirely. 

And no one dared to approach the woman who had been shunned by the Crown Prince who later became King. 

Laura Reinharted in the Ludent estate and planned her rebellion slowly and meticulously up until she died, her throat slit by an assassin she only caught a glimpse of. 

She was a little honored that King Louis had sent his strongest knight to her. Everyone knew of the bloodthirsty lion that the Crown Prince had found on the streets one day and enslaved to do his bidding for him. He became the kingdom's strongest knight and took more lives and won more battles than even her father, who had lived a long life. The Crown Prince had taken credit for all of his work, however. She often wondered what the Crown Prince had done to deserve such loyalty from the formidable man. 

The door to her prison cell rattled, drawing her attention back to the present. 

By the door, a sympathetic guard had prepared for her a chicken broth with a loaf of bread. He had fought under her father's command before and thought what the Crown Prince did was cruel and his punishment deserved. There were a few soldiers like that in the ranks, though they would be beheaded if they ever said those things out loud. Still, those kind gestures were what allowed her to get through the most difficult moments in her past life. 

She thought of ignoring the food at first, but her stomach gave a protesting growl and she gave in to her hunger. There was no point starving herself. 

The broth was bland and unseasoned, but she was so hungry that it tasted heavenly. The bread was not even stale. She wondered if she had allies in the castle kitchens as well. She had always treated them with respect. While his fiance and the harlot had been prone to overindulgence, demanding more food than they could have ever finished and throwing away the leftovers, she had been careful not to overwork them and had even spent a little time in the kitchen. Her father pampered her, but also left her alone a lot, which meant she had to find company in the soldiers and guards, the maids, cooks, and gardeners. 

She had a full stomach when she was finally dragged in front of King Frauthon, who looked incandescent with rage. 

The anger was only to be expected. After all, she had crippled his only son. He was already frustrated about his son's involvement with Princess Sundrina, but not so against their association that he had put an end to it. 

Still, she had injured the crown prince and such a crime must be punished. 

There was still a limit to what he could do, however. Her father's reputation was very good. He could not call for retaliation against the people who had killed the Lord Garguan Reinhart on one hand and then turn around and sentence his only daughter to death on the other. She had, after all, shown great fidelity by taking vengeance against the man who had orphaned her. 

"Laura Reinhart. You are guilty of the crime of grievous harm again the member of the royal family. You are stripped of all your title, territory, assets, and vassals," announced the aide of the king in his booming voice. "It is only because of your father's contributions to the kingdom that you may keep your head. You hereby deported to Udenia, the estate of the Lead family, where you will serve as their lord." 

The sentence was less harsh than she had expected. She had been stripped of all her titles and then immediately afterwards granted a title of 'lord' of Udenia? This Udenia must be a barren land, then. She wracked her memory of the place, but it was not somewhere that had come up in her previous lifetime. 

She felt like she had heard the name before. 

Oh. 

Oh, she had been wrong about the sentence not being harsh. Udenia was a barren land that snowed eight months a year. It had been her mother's hometown and though the territory was vast, there was little in terms of resources. Even the journey there was precarious, the forests surrounding the territory filled with dangerous beasts and mythical creatures that have denounced mankind entirely. 

Considering the nature of her dragon, which was linked closely with fire, she was likely to freeze to death before she reached Udenia. 

This way, the King could claim to be benevolent by sparing her life while secretly wishing for her death. 

She smirked in amazement. She had certainly underestimated the king in her past life. 

Laura looked up at King Frauthon and saw his expression was dark. In her past life, he had looked at her sympathetically, as if apologetic for what his stupid son had done. In this life, she had crippled his only heir. His expression was grim. In her past life, he had openly berated his son in front of her when Crown Prince Louis cried foul that her sentence was too light, as if hoping that she would be satisfied with a few harsh words. "Not only have you married the wrong woman, you did not even wait for Lord Garguan's body to be buried before calling off the engagement to his daughter." 

In this lifetime, he did not say a thing at all, as if worried about the words that would come from his mouth if he said a word at all. there was no Crown Prince beside him to whisper into his ears. She wondered if he was still bedridden, if the burns on his body could be healed. 

She grinned with teeth and bowed low. "This lowly one thanks her king for his generosity and hopes to repay in kind," she said. 

The king's expression darkened even more, his lips thinning, but he continued to stay quiet. 

A coward to the end. 
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The Crown Prince did not wake by the time she began her journey towards the barren land of Udenia, which Anis thought was for the best. 

Anis, who had some somehow managed to bribe her way into visiting Laura in the prison and had cried at the sight of her mistress. Anis was her personal handmaiden and had grown up with Laura. 

In her past life, she had helped her by passing information regarding the gossips in the capital to her, but had been killed for her efforts. Laura will not make the same mistake again in this life. She would limit her contact with the young woman and allow her to live her own life. 

All of her items had been seized but Anis had managed to squirrel away her mother's old necklace and her bracelet before she had been kicked out of the estate and she passed both to Laura through the gaps in the steel prison. The guards looked pointedly away, pretending not to have seen the items exchange hands.

The bracelet was a thick and heavy thing, a magical artifact that was her father's last gift to her. It was supposed to keep her safe, though she was unsure of how an item could do such a thing. She was still glad to have something of her parents at all, though. 

Anis must have spent all of her savings when she hired a mercenary to escort her Udenia. 

It had been thirteen days since they left the capital and they should be reaching their destination in a few more days, but she could tell that the mercenary was struggling with the cold. She wished Anis had been more street smart, but like her, Anis had grown up in the estate and had very much been coddled by her father's generosity. 

"It looks like it's going to snow," he said, looking up at the darkening skies. "Perhaps we should set up camp at the foot of the mountain." 

They would have to scale that mountain the next day in order to make it to Udenia in good time. "Wouldn't the roads be more difficult to see if it does snow?" she asked. 

"Ah..." the man hummed and appeared to be pondering over this. 

Shouldn't he be the more experienced of the two? He looked somewhere in his forties and was often irritated as the journey grew longer and the roads more perilous. They had been lucky that they had not encountered any monsters thus far. 

Laura still had the shackles on her wrists that prevented her from accessing her dragon fire, which would have undoubtedly made the journey easier, but this was part of her punishment for injuring the Crown Prince and the point was for her to die here. 

"We could go around the mountain..." he suggested. 

"That would add three days to our journey," she said. "And we do not have rations that would last us that long." Their rations were fast running out as
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