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Chapter 1: Awakening in Yesterday
Calista’s POV
The smell of lavender hit me first.
Not the acrid stench of blood. Not the smoke from burning wolfsbane that had choked my lungs as I lay dying. Not Kael’s scent—pine and winter frost—as he’d held me in those final, agonizing moments before whispering the words that shattered my soul.
I reject you, Calista Elowen.
Lavender. Clean linen. Sunlight streaming through lace curtains.
My eyes snapped open, and I gasped—a desperate, drowning sound that tore from my throat as if I’d been underwater for too long. My hands flew to my chest, searching for the wound, for the jagged tear where the cursed blade had pierced through flesh and bone. My fingers found only smooth skin beneath soft cotton.
I bolted upright, heart hammering against my ribs.
This wasn’t the battlefield. This wasn’t the wasteland where I’d bled out in the dirt while Lady Isolde’s triumphant laughter echoed across the corpse-strewn ground.
This was my bedroom.
My childhood bedroom.
I stared at the pale blue walls, at the white wooden dresser cluttered with glass bottles of perfume I hadn’t worn in years. At the vanity mirror reflecting a face I barely recognized—young, unblemished, alive. The tapestry of the Moon Goddess hung above my bed, her silver eyes seeming to watch me with an intensity that made my skin prickle.
“No,” I whispered, voice hoarse and unfamiliar. “No, this isn’t—”
But it was.
I threw off the covers and stumbled to the window, pressing my palms against the cool glass. The gardens spread below, meticulously maintained, bursting with late summer blooms. The fountain in the center still had that chip on the eastern edge where I’d accidentally struck it during training when I was sixteen. The oak tree where I used to read still stood tall and proud, its branches heavy with green leaves.
Not the skeletal, burned husk it had become during the siege.
My reflection stared back at me from the glass—eighteen years old, maybe nineteen at most. My dark auburn hair fell in waves past my shoulders instead of the short, practical cut I’d worn as a warrior. My amber eyes were wide, frightened, without the hard edge that battle had carved into them. My skin was pale from spending time indoors, not weathered from months of surviving in the wilderness.
I lifted trembling fingers to my face, tracing the smooth line of my jaw. In my last life, a scar had run from my temple to my chin—a gift from one of Thorne’s assassins.
It was gone.
“This can’t be real,” I breathed. But even as I said it, memories crashed over me like a tidal wave.
The betrayal. The war. Kael’s eyes turning cold as ice as he’d turned his blade on me instead of our enemies. The feeling of my lifeblood draining away while he’d stood over me, face twisted in anguish and something else—something that looked like he wasn’t even in control of his own body.
I’m sorry, he’d whispered, even as he’d delivered the killing blow. I’m so sorry, Calista.
And then—darkness. Cold. The desperate, clawing sensation of my soul unraveling. And in that final moment, I’d screamed silently to the only one who might listen.
Moon Goddess, please. Please, let me go back. Let me fix this. I’ll do anything.
Had she… answered?
I spun away from the window and lunged for the small desk in the corner, frantically searching for something, anything, to confirm the impossible. My hands closed around a leather-bound planner, and I flipped it open with shaking fingers.
August 15th.
Three years. Three years, two months, and six days before the Battle of Shadowpine. Before Kael’s rejection. Before my death.
This was the day before my father was supposed to announce my betrothal to Lord Aric Dreven—the arrangement I’d refused in my original timeline. The marriage I’d rejected because I’d been so certain Kael would claim me as his mate. So certain our bond was strong enough to overcome political alliances and pack rivalries.
I’d been a fool.
A sharp laugh escaped me, bordering on hysterical. I pressed my hand over my mouth, trying to stifle it. If someone heard me laughing like a madwoman at dawn, they’d send for the pack healer, and I couldn’t afford to draw that kind of attention. Not yet. Not until I understood what was happening.
I forced myself to breathe. To think.
If this was real—if I’d truly been sent back—then I had a chance. A chance to change everything. To save my father before Isolde’s poison weakened him. To expose Thorne before he could build his army of cursed wolves. To avoid the trap that had led to the deaths of hundreds of innocent pack members.
To never, ever trust Kael Varyn again.
The thought sent a lance of pain through my chest, and I hated myself for it. Even now, even knowing how it ended, my traitorous heart still ached at the memory of him. The way he’d smiled at me in rare, unguarded moments. The feeling of safety when he’d wrapped his arms around me. The electric shock of the mate bond snapping into place the first time our eyes had met across the Great Hall.
All lies. Or worse—all real, but not strong enough to save me when it mattered most.
I moved to the basin on my dresser and splashed cold water on my face, welcoming the shock of it. When I looked up, droplets still clinging to my lashes, I studied my reflection with new eyes.
I wasn’t the same girl who’d lived this day before. That Calista had been naive, romantic, convinced that love conquered all. She’d believed in fated mates and happy endings.
This Calista knew better.
This Calista had died screaming.
And this Calista would make sure everyone who’d put her in the ground paid for it.
A soft knock at the door made me jump. “Miss Calista?” The voice was achingly familiar—Mira, my lady’s maid. Sweet, loyal Mira, who’d died trying to protect me during the siege. “Are you awake? Your father requests your presence at breakfast in an hour.”
I swallowed hard against the sudden lump in my throat. “I’m awake, Mira. Thank you.”
“Shall I prepare your bath?”
“Yes, please.” My voice sounded steadier than I felt.
As her footsteps retreated down the hall, I sank onto the edge of my bed, mind racing. Breakfast with Father meant facing Lady Isolde, my stepmother and secret enemy. It meant sitting across from the woman who would slowly poison my father over the next two years, weakening him just enough that Thorne could challenge his claim to the territory.
It meant pretending I didn’t know she was a viper in silk skirts.
Could I do it? Could I sit there and smile and play the dutiful daughter while plotting her downfall?
I had to. For Father. For everyone who’d died because I’d been too blind to see the threats right in front of me.
I stood and moved to my wardrobe, pulling out a simple day dress in deep green. As I laid it on the bed, something caught my eye—a flash of silver on my wrist.
I froze.
Slowly, hardly daring to breathe, I lifted my left arm into the sunlight streaming through the window.
There, on the pale underside of my wrist where there had been nothing moments before, was a mark. A crescent moon, no bigger than my thumbnail, glowing with a faint silver luminescence. As I watched, it pulsed once, like a heartbeat, before fading to what looked like an intricate silver tattoo against my skin.
My mouth went dry.
The Mark of the Moon-Blessed.
I’d heard stories, of course. Every wolf pup grew up on tales of the Goddess’s chosen—rare individuals marked by fate itself, granted gifts beyond normal wolves. Enhanced speed and strength. The ability to wield moon magic. A direct connection to the divine.
But those were legends. Myths from the old times. There hadn’t been a confirmed Moon-Blessed in over two hundred years.
Unless…
Unless being reborn counted as divine intervention.
I traced the mark with trembling fingers, and the moment I touched it, warmth spread up my arm. Power. Real, tangible power that hummed beneath my skin like electricity. In my past life, I’d been a decent fighter, competent with a blade and competent in my wolf form. Nothing extraordinary.
This was different.
This was the Goddess telling me she’d heard my prayer.
But blessings from the divine always came with a price. And as the mark continued to pulse gently against my wrist, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d been given more than just a second chance. I’d been given a burden. A responsibility.
A mission.
Change your fate, I could almost hear her whisper. But know this, child—fate does not change without sacrifice.
A shiver ran down my spine despite the warm morning air. I pulled my sleeve down, covering the mark. No one could know. Not yet. Not until I understood what it meant, what it would cost me.
I had ninety days until the Blood Moon. Ninety days before whatever force had brought me back would demand payment.
Ninety days to rewrite destiny.
“Miss?” Mira’s voice called from outside. “Your bath is ready.”
“Coming,” I called back, surprised by the steadiness in my voice.
As I walked toward the door, I caught my reflection one last time in the vanity mirror. The girl staring back at me looked young and innocent and alive.
But her eyes told a different story.
They were the eyes of someone who’d died once already. Someone who knew exactly how much blood fate could demand.
Someone who wouldn’t make the same mistakes twice.
I lifted my chin, squared my shoulders, and walked out of my childhood bedroom, leaving the naive girl I’d once been behind forever.
The game had begun.
And this time, I was playing to win.
 

Chapter 2: The Girl Who Knew Too Much
Calista’s POV
The walk to the breakfast hall felt like descending into a battlefield.
Every step down the familiar corridors sent another memory crashing through me—the portraits of ancestors that would burn during the siege, the marble floors that would crack under the weight of cursed wolves, the arched windows that would shatter when Thorne’s forces breached the walls. I could almost see the ghosts of what would be overlaying what was.
But the house was pristine now. Untouched. Peaceful morning light spilled through those intact windows, painting everything in gold.
I’d forgotten how beautiful it had been before the war destroyed it all.
“Miss Calista, you look lovely this morning,” Mira said beside me, adjusting the sleeve of my green dress. “That color brings out your eyes.”
I managed a smile, though my heart clenched. In eight months, Mira would die with a knife in her back, trying to buy me time to escape. I’d been holding her when she’d taken her last breath, her blood warm and sticky on my hands.
“Thank you, Mira,” I said softly. I won’t let it happen this time. I swear it.
She beamed and hurried ahead to open the breakfast hall doors.
The scent of fresh bread and honey hit me like a physical blow. How many times in those final desperate months had I dreamed of a simple, peaceful breakfast? Of food that wasn’t rationed or spoiled? Of a table that wasn’t also a war council?
The hall stretched before me, sun streaming through tall windows, the long oak table set with fine china and silver. My father sat at the head, his dark hair just beginning to gray at the temples, his strong features bent over the morning reports. He looked healthy. Robust. Nothing like the gaunt, poisoned shadow he’d become.
I had to fight the urge to run to him, to throw my arms around him and beg him to listen, to believe me about what was coming.
Instead, I focused on the woman seated at his right hand.
Lady Isolde Elowen—or rather, Isolde Thorne before she’d married my father four years ago. She was beautiful in that calculated way that some women perfected, every curl of her golden hair artfully arranged, her pale pink dress cut to suggest innocence while showing just enough to be alluring. Her blue eyes sparkled as she laughed at something Father said, her hand resting delicately on his arm.
To anyone watching, she was the perfect wife. Attentive. Charming. Devoted.
I knew better.
I’d watched her slip poison into his wine for months. I’d seen her true face when she thought no one was looking—the cold calculation, the ambition, the absolute contempt for anyone who stood between her and power. And I’d learned, far too late, that she’d been playing a long game from the moment she’d entered our house.
“Calista!” Father’s face lit up as he spotted me, and the genuine warmth in his expression made my throat tight. “There’s my girl. Come, sit. You’re just in time.”
“Good morning, Father.” I moved to take my seat across from Isolde, keeping my movements unhurried, casual. “Lady Isolde.”
“Darling Calista,” Isolde purred, reaching across the table as if to take my hand. I allowed it, suppressing the revulsion that crawled up my spine at her touch. “You look positively radiant this morning. Doesn’t she, Edmund?”
My father nodded enthusiastically, already reaching for his correspondence again. “Indeed. Though you look troubled, daughter. Did you sleep poorly?”
You have no idea, I thought. I slept for three years and woke up in a nightmare that turned out to be a second chance.
“Just strange dreams,” I said lightly, accepting the tea that a servant poured for me. I watched carefully as Isolde added honey to Father’s cup. Not poison—not yet. In my memories, she wouldn’t start the slow poisoning for another six months. She was patient, methodical. That’s what had made her so dangerous.
“Dreams can be so unsettling,” Isolde said, her voice dripping with false sympathy. “I do hope they weren’t omens, dear. You know how seriously we wolves take such things.”
I met her eyes over the rim of my teacup, and for just a heartbeat, I let her see something cold and knowing in my gaze. Her smile faltered, just slightly.
“Oh, I take them very seriously,” I said softly. “Extremely seriously.”
An uncomfortable silence descended. Father cleared his throat, shuffling his papers. “Well. As it happens, I’m glad you’re both here. There’s something important I need to discuss.”
Here it was. The moment that had changed everything in my first life.
“Lord Aric Dreven has formally requested your hand in marriage, Calista,” Father continued, not quite meeting my eyes. “It would be an excellent alliance. The Dreven pack controls the eastern territories, and uniting our families would strengthen both our positions significantly.”
In my first life, I’d reacted with horror. With outrage. I’d declared my love for Kael, insisted that we were fated mates, begged my father not to force me into a political marriage. We’d argued for hours, and eventually, I’d run—straight to Kael, seeking comfort and support.
He’d seemed sympathetic at first. Understanding. But when I’d asked him to formally claim me as his mate, to announce our bond publicly so my father couldn’t push the marriage…
He’d hesitated.
That hesitation should have been my first warning.
Now, I set down my teacup with deliberate calm and looked at my father. Really looked at him—at the worry lines around his eyes, the tension in his shoulders. He was drowning in debt I hadn’t known about, facing challenges from rival packs that smelled weakness. He needed this alliance desperately.
And I’d thrown it back in his face because I’d been young and foolish and believed love would conquer all.
“Tell me about Lord Dreven,” I said calmly.
Both my father and Isolde stared at me. This was not the reaction they’d expected.
“I… well…” Father blinked, clearly off-balance. “He’s the Alpha of the Shadowmere pack. Thirty years old, unmarried, quite wealthy. His territory borders ours to the east. He’s known to be… reserved. Some say cold. But he’s fair in his dealings and respected among the council.”
“I see.” I took a delicate bite of toast, buying time to think. “And he’s interested in this alliance because…?”
“His family has been trying to expand their influence,” Father admitted. “And apparently, he’s decided it’s time to take a wife. When I mentioned you at the last council meeting, he seemed… intrigued.”
Isolde’s eyes had narrowed to slits. This wasn’t going according to her plan either. In the original timeline, she’d fanned the flames of my rebellion, encouraged me to follow my heart, subtly pushed me toward Kael. Anything to keep me from making a strategic alliance that would strengthen my father’s position.
“Calista,” Isolde said carefully, “surely you don’t mean to consider this? You’re so young. There’s no need to rush into a political arrangement when you might find your true mate—”
“I’ll do it,” I interrupted, setting down my toast with a decisive click of porcelain on china.
Silence.
Father’s mouth fell open. Isolde’s face went carefully blank, though I caught the flash of rage in her eyes before she controlled it.
“You… you will?” Father’s voice was tentative, as if he expected me to suddenly laugh and tell him I was joking.
“Yes.” I met his gaze steadily. “You’re right. It’s a good alliance. I trust your judgment, Father. If you believe this marriage will benefit our pack, then I’m willing.”
I could practically feel Isolde’s fury radiating across the table, though her smile never wavered. “How mature of you, Calista. Though I do worry you’re not thinking this through. What about Alpha Kael? I’ve seen the way you two look at each other—”
“Alpha Kael has made no formal claim,” I said, my voice flat. “He’s had ample opportunity. If he wanted to pursue a bond, he would have spoken to my father already.”
That was true. Even in the original timeline, Kael had dragged his feet on formalizing anything. He’d wanted the benefits of the mate bond—the connection, the devotion, the certainty of my loyalty—without the political complications of actually claiming me.
I’d been too blind to see it then.
Father’s face had transformed from shock to poorly concealed relief. “My dear girl, I… I’m so pleased. I know this must be difficult, but you’re showing such wisdom. The council will be thrilled. I’ll send word to Lord Dreven immediately.”
“When would the wedding be?” I asked, as if I didn’t already know. As if I hadn’t lived through the aftermath of refusing this very arrangement.
“Three months,” Father said. “Lord Dreven suggested the autumn equinox. A fortuitous time for new beginnings.”
Three months. That would put it in mid-November. In my original timeline, I’d been running through the woods with Kael by then, young and stupid and in love, while my father’s position weakened and Thorne laid his groundwork in the shadows.
Not this time.
“That sounds perfect,” I said, and meant it.
Isolde had recovered her composure, but I could see the gears turning behind her eyes. “Well then. Congratulations, Calista. I suppose we have much to prepare. A wedding is such a joyous occasion.”
The word “joyous” coming from her mouth sounded like a threat.
The rest of breakfast passed in a blur of Father’s excited planning and Isolde’s false congratulations. I ate mechanically, testing my memories against reality. Everything matched—the chip in Father’s favorite teacup, the way he tapped his fingers when he was thinking, the subtle tells when Isolde was lying.
This was real. All of it.
Which meant I had work to do.
As breakfast concluded, Father excused himself to draft a letter to Lord Dreven. I stood to leave, but Isolde caught my arm, her grip just a shade too tight.
“A word, Calista?” Her smile didn’t reach her eyes.
“Of course, stepmother.”
She waited until the servants had cleared away and Father had disappeared into his study. Then she turned to me, and for just a moment, I saw the mask slip.
“What game are you playing?” she asked softly.
I tilted my head, affecting innocence. “I don’t know what you mean. I’m simply being a dutiful daughter.”
“You hate political marriages. You’ve said so countless times.”
“Perhaps I’ve matured.”
Her eyes searched mine, looking for the trick, the trap. “Or perhaps you’re plotting something.”
I stepped closer, lowering my voice to a whisper. “If I were plotting something, stepmother, would I really be foolish enough to tell you?”
For a heartbeat, genuine uncertainty crossed her face. Then she laughed, brittle and false. “Of course not. Forgive me, dear. I’m simply surprised. Pleasantly so, of course.”
“Of course,” I echoed.
She swept from the room in a rustle of pink silk, leaving me alone in the breakfast hall.
I released a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding. That was close. Too close. I’d revealed too much, pushed too hard. I needed to be more careful, more subtle. Isolde was dangerous precisely because she was intelligent and observant.
But I’d also planted a seed of doubt. Let her wonder. Let her worry that I might be more than the naive girl she’d dismissed.
I waited a few minutes, then slipped out of the breakfast hall, intending to return to my room to plan my next moves. But as I passed the conservatory—a glass-enclosed room at the east end of the house where Isolde liked to take her morning tea—I heard voices.
Low. Urgent. One of them definitely Isolde’s.
I froze, pressing myself against the wall beside the doorway. The door was slightly ajar, and I could see slivers of the room through the gap—green plants, shafts of sunlight, and two figures standing close together.
“—wasn’t supposed to happen,” Isolde was hissing. “She was supposed to refuse. To run to that fool Kael like she always does.”
“Perhaps the girl is smarter than you gave her credit for.” The second voice was male, rough, and achingly familiar even though I couldn’t quite place it. Not yet. The figure wore a dark hooded cloak despite the summer heat, keeping his face in shadow.
“Don’t patronize me,” Isolde snapped. “This changes everything. If she marries Dreven, Edmund’s position strengthens. The timeline accelerates. We’re not ready.”
“Then make her refuse.”
“How? I can’t exactly force her. That would raise suspicions.”
The hooded figure leaned closer, and I caught a glimpse of pale skin, a strong jaw. “There are ways. Perhaps she needs a reminder of what she’s leaving behind. Perhaps young Alpha Kael needs to suddenly remember his interest in claiming her.”
My blood ran cold. They were going to manipulate Kael. Use the mate bond to try to sabotage the marriage.
In my original timeline, I’d thought Kael’s sudden passionate declaration of love had been romantic. Spontaneous. Fate.
It had been orchestrated.
“That could work,” Isolde mused. “Though Kael has been… resistant to suggestions.”
“Everyone has pressure points. Even proud young alphas. His pack is struggling financially. A generous loan, perhaps, with the condition that he formalize his claim on the girl. Make it seem like his idea.”
So that’s how they’d done it. Kael hadn’t been evil. He’d been desperate, backed into a corner, offered a solution that happened to align with his desires. By the time he’d realized the debt came with strings, it had been too late.
And I’d paid the price.
“I’ll need more time,” Isolde said. “The wedding is three months away.”
“Then work quickly. Because if that marriage happens, Thorne—”
The hooded figure stopped abruptly, his head snapping up as if sensing something. His face turned toward the door, toward where I stood hidden in shadow.
I didn’t wait to see if he’d spotted me.
I slipped away as silently as I could, my heart hammering in my chest, my mind racing. I made it to the main staircase before I let myself run, taking the steps two at a time, not caring if anyone saw my undignified flight.
I burst into my room and shut the door, leaning against it, trying to catch my breath.
Thorne.
They’d mentioned Thorne.
Which meant my half-brother was already involved, already plotting, three years before I’d discovered his existence in the original timeline. How long had this conspiracy been brewing? How many pieces had been moving in the shadows while I’d been too blind to see?
I moved to my window, pressing my forehead against the cool glass, watching the peaceful gardens below. Everything looked so normal. So safe.
It was an illusion.
And I was the only one who knew it.
The crescent moon mark on my wrist pulsed once, warm and reassuring. A reminder that I wasn’t alone. That the Goddess had given me the tools I needed.
Now I just had to use them.
I had three months until the wedding. Three months to strengthen Father’s position, expose Isolde’s treachery, and uncover the full extent of Thorne’s plans.
Three months to become someone strong enough to change fate.
Behind me, I heard footsteps in the hall outside my room. Heavy. Male. Unfamiliar.
I turned slowly, my hand instinctively going to the mark on my wrist.
The footsteps stopped directly outside my door.
And then someone knocked—three sharp raps that sounded like a death knell.
“Miss Elowen?” An unfamiliar voice, rough and cold. “I have a message from Lord Aric Dreven.”
My mouth went dry.
The game was moving faster than I’d anticipated.
And I had a terrible feeling I’d just drawn the attention of forces I wasn’t ready to face.
 

Chapter 3: The Choice That Changes Everything
Calista’s POV
I stared at the door, my heart pounding against my ribs like a caged bird.
Three sharp knocks. A messenger from Lord Aric Dreven, already here, mere hours after my agreement. Either the man worked with supernatural efficiency, or he’d been far more prepared for my acceptance than anyone had anticipated.
The thought sent a chill down my spine.
I crossed the room and opened the door with what I hoped was calm composure. The man standing in the hallway was not what I expected.
He was massive—easily six and a half feet of pure muscle, with a scar bisecting his left eyebrow and cold gray eyes that assessed me with the precision of a warrior. His dark clothing was simple but well-made, and he carried himself with the confidence of someone who knew exactly how dangerous he was.
“Miss Elowen.” He inclined his head—barely. “I am Garrick, head of Lord Dreven’s personal guard. My lord sends his regards and has asked me to deliver this personally.”
He extended a sealed envelope, the wax stamped with an intricate crest—a wolf’s head crowned with thorns, the Dreven family seal.
I took it with steady hands, though my mind was racing. In my original timeline, I’d never seen this crest. Never met this man. Never received correspondence from Aric Dreven because I’d refused the marriage before it could begin.
Every moment I was in uncharted territory.
“Please convey my thanks to Lord Dreven,” I said, keeping my voice neutral.
Garrick’s eyes lingered on me a moment too long, as if trying to read something beneath my surface. “He will be… pleased by your acceptance. He instructed me to wait for your reply, should you wish to send one.”
“Give me a moment.”
I closed the door and moved to my desk, breaking the seal with trembling fingers. The paper was thick, expensive, and the handwriting was precise, controlled—each letter formed with deliberate care.
Miss Elowen,
Your father has conveyed the joyous news of your acceptance. I confess myself surprised and gratified in equal measure. I had anticipated… resistance.
I am not a man given to romantic flourishes or false promises. What I can offer you is honesty, protection, and a partnership built on mutual respect rather than fleeting passion. I suspect you understand the value of such things better than most women your age.
There are matters we must discuss before the wedding—matters of some delicacy that cannot be entrusted to correspondence. I will call upon you three days hence, if that suits your schedule. Until then, know that you have made a choice that will change more than you realize.
Regards,
Aric Dreven
I read it twice, parsing every word. The letter was… odd. Not the formal, impersonal contract I’d expected. He sounded almost as if he knew something—as if my acceptance had confirmed a suspicion rather than simply pleased him.
I had anticipated resistance.
How? How could he have anticipated anything about me?
Unless…
The portrait. The woman who looked like me, dated two hundred years ago. In the outline of events I remembered, Aric had confessed he knew about the cycle, about past lives and curses. What if he’d been watching me? Waiting for me to make a choice that aligned with some prophecy or pattern?
What if I’d just walked into a trap more sophisticated than anything Isolde could devise?
My hand moved to the crescent mark on my wrist, hidden beneath my sleeve. It pulsed warmly, and I felt a strange sense of… reassurance. As if the Goddess herself was telling me this was the right path, despite the unknowns.
I took a sheet of paper and wrote quickly:
Lord Dreven,
Three days hence is acceptable. I look forward to our discussion.
I, too, value honesty above all else. I suspect we will have much to speak about.
Calista Elowen
Short. Direct. With just enough edge to let him know I wasn’t some naive girl he could manipulate.
I sealed it and opened the door. Garrick hadn’t moved, standing like a statue in the hallway.
“My reply,” I said, handing him the letter.
He took it, tucked it into his coat, and then did something unexpected—he smiled. Just a slight quirk of his scarred mouth, but genuine.
“He said you’d be different,” Garrick said quietly. “I didn’t believe him. I should have.”
Before I could respond, he bowed—properly this time—and strode away, his heavy boots echoing down the corridor.
I stood in the doorway, trying to make sense of that exchange, when I heard voices rising from downstairs. Loud. Angry.
My father’s study.
I moved quickly, descending the main staircase and following the sound. As I approached the closed study door, I recognized the second voice, and my blood turned to ice.
Kael.
“—cannot be serious, Edmund! Calista is my—”
“Your what, exactly?” My father’s voice was sharp, edged with a frustration I rarely heard from him. “You’ve had three years to make your intentions clear, Kael. Three years to approach me formally. You’ve done nothing.”
“The bond between us is—”
“A bond you’ve never claimed! Never formalized! You want all the benefits of a mate without any of the responsibility. Well, I won’t have my daughter wait forever for a man who can’t make up his mind.”
A heavy silence. Then Kael’s voice, lower, more dangerous: “If you force this marriage, you’ll regret it.”
“Is that a threat, Alpha Kael?”
“It’s a promise. Calista is mine. The Goddess herself—”
“The Goddess helps those who take action, boy. You’ve had your chance. Now step aside.”
I should have walked away. Should have let my father handle it. But I found myself pushing open the door, stepping into the study like I was walking onto that battlefield again.
Both men turned to stare at me.
My father looked exhausted, his jaw tight with tension. And Kael—
Oh, Kael looked exactly as I remembered. Tall and broad-shouldered, with dark hair that fell just past his collar and those striking green eyes that had once made my heart skip. He was beautiful in that wild, dangerous way that young girls mistook for romance. Even now, part of me responded to him, the ghost of the mate bond pulling at something deep in my chest.
But I’d died in his arms. Felt his blade slide between my ribs. Heard him whisper his rejection as my life bled away.
Beauty meant nothing compared to that.
“Calista,” Kael breathed, taking a step toward me. “Tell him. Tell him we’re meant to be together.”
I met his eyes and felt… nothing. No, not nothing—I felt cold satisfaction. Because this time, I had the power.
“We’re not,” I said simply.
He froze. “What?”
“We’re not meant to be together. You’ve had years to claim me, Kael. You never did. So I’m moving forward with my life.”
“The bond—”
“A bond you’ve ignored.” I stepped closer, letting him see the steel in my gaze. “Or have you suddenly discovered pressing reasons to formalize it? Financial reasons, perhaps?”
His face went pale, then flushed with anger. “How dare you—”
“I dare because I’m not a fool,” I interrupted. “You want a mate when it’s convenient. When it benefits you. But marriage to me would complicate your political situation, wouldn’t it? Your pack elders don’t approve of me. They want you to marry within the Shadowpine bloodlines.”
Every word was true. In my original timeline, I’d learned all of this too late—after I’d already run away with him, after I’d already alienated my father and destroyed any chance of the Dreven alliance. Kael had loved me, or thought he did, but he’d loved his pack’s approval more.
And when the choice came down to me or his position as Alpha, he’d chosen power.
Or been forced to.
The distinction didn’t matter. The result was the same.
“Calista, please,” Kael said, and there was genuine pain in his voice. “Don’t do this. Don’t marry him. Aric Dreven is dangerous. There are things about him, about his family—”
“I’m aware,” I said coolly.
“You don’t understand. He’s cursed. Every woman he’s been betrothed to has—” He stopped abruptly, as if realizing he’d said too much.
“Has what?” I pressed.
Kael’s jaw tightened. “Just… trust me. This marriage will end badly.”
“As opposed to what? Running away with you? Building a life with a man who won’t claim me publicly? Waiting until your pack forces you to reject me anyway?” I shook my head. “No thank you. I’d rather take my chances with a cursed alpha who at least has the courage to be honest about his intentions.”
“He’ll destroy you,” Kael whispered.
I thought of the blade sliding between my ribs. Of Kael’s anguished face as he dealt the killing blow. Of dying on a battlefield because I’d been stupid enough to trust the wrong man.
“You already did,” I said quietly. “You just don’t remember it yet.”
Confusion flickered across his face. “What are you—”
“Leave, Alpha Kael,” my father interjected, moving to stand beside me. “You’ve said your piece. My daughter has made her choice.”
For a long moment, Kael stared at me, and I saw a hundred emotions war across his face—confusion, hurt, anger, and something else. Something that looked almost like recognition, as if some deep part of him sensed the truth even if his conscious mind didn’t remember.
“This isn’t over,” he finally said.
“Yes,” I replied. “It is.”
He turned and strode from the room, his footsteps heavy with barely contained rage. The door slammed behind him, rattling the windows.
My father let out a long breath. “That was… intense. Are you alright, Calista?”
“I’m fine.” And surprisingly, I was. Facing Kael had been easier than I’d expected. The wounds he’d left on my soul were still there, still raw, but they no longer controlled me. “Thank you for supporting my decision.”
“I won’t lie—I’m relieved. The Dreven alliance is crucial. But I need you to understand what you’re walking into.” He moved to his desk, pulling out a leather folder. “These are the contract terms. Lord Dreven has been… extraordinarily generous.”
I took the folder, flipping through the pages. Financial provisions. Territory agreements. Protection clauses. And there, buried in the middle:
In the event of Lady Calista’s death by any means, her family’s debts will be forgiven and her father’s territory secured under Dreven protection for three generations.
My blood chilled.
“Father,” I said carefully. “Did you notice this clause?”
He nodded, looking uncomfortable. “I did. Lord Dreven insisted on it. Said he wanted to ensure you’d be protected even in the worst circumstances. I thought it was… odd. But generous.”
Generous. Or an admission that he expected me to die.
Every Dreven bride dies before her first anniversary.
Kael’s warning echoed in my mind. I’d dismissed it in the moment, but now, reading this clause…
Aric knew. He knew about the curse. And he was marrying me anyway.
The question was: did he expect me to break it? Or was I just the latest sacrifice in a cycle he couldn’t escape?
My fingers traced the words, and my mark pulsed warmly beneath my sleeve.
“I’ll sign it,” I said.
“Calista, if you’re having doubts—”
“I’m not.” I met my father’s worried gaze. “I know what I’m doing, Father. Trust me.”
He studied me for a long moment, and I saw confusion in his eyes. His daughter had changed overnight, grown harder and stranger, and he didn’t understand why.
But he trusted me. That was enough.
“Alright,” he finally said. “The formal signing will be tomorrow evening. Lord Dreven will attend personally. The whole household will witness.”
“Perfect.”
I left the study with the contract under my arm and climbed the stairs back to my room. Only when I was safely behind my closed door did I let the mask slip, sinking onto my bed and pressing my hands to my face.
This was real. I was really doing this.
Marrying Aric Dreven, a man I barely knew, who might be my salvation or my doom. Rejecting Kael, even though some part of me still ached at the loss of what we’d had—or what I’d thought we’d had.
Rewriting everything.
I stood and moved to the mirror, looking at my reflection. Young. Scared. But determined.
I pulled up my sleeve, looking at the crescent mark. It glowed softly in the afternoon light, beautiful and terrible.
“I don’t know if this is what you wanted,” I whispered to the Goddess. “I don’t know if I’m making the right choices. But I know one thing.”
I thought of Isolde’s smug face. Of Thorne’s shadow lurking in the corners. Of Kael’s betrayal. Of everyone who’d contributed to my death and the deaths of everyone I’d loved.
I thought of all the people I could save if I was strong enough. Smart enough. Ruthless enough.
My reflection stared back at me, and in the low light, my eyes looked more gold than amber—more wolf than human.
“This time,” I whispered, my voice cold and steady as winter frost, “I choose revenge.”
The mark on my wrist flared bright as a star, and somewhere in the distance, I could have sworn I heard a wolf howl—whether in triumph or warning, I couldn’t tell.
The game had truly begun.
And I was done playing the victim.
 

Chapter 4: The Alpha Who Doesn’t Remember
Kael’s POV
The blood wouldn’t wash off.
I scrubbed at my hands in the basin, water turning pink, then red, then crimson, but it kept coming. Sticky. Warm. Spreading up my forearms, staining my skin no matter how hard I tried to clean it.
“Kael, please—” Her voice, broken and desperate.
I looked up, and she was there. Calista. On her knees in front of me, amber eyes wide with betrayal and pain. Blood soaked through her dress, blooming like dark roses across her chest. My blade—how did I have a blade?—was in my hand, dripping.
“Why?” she whispered, reaching for me with trembling fingers. “Why did you—”
I reject you, Calista Elowen.
The words came from my mouth, but they weren’t mine. Couldn’t be mine. I would never—
She collapsed, and I caught her, feeling the warmth of her blood seeping into my clothes, into my skin, into my very soul. Her eyes held mine as the light faded from them, and the last thing I saw was my own reflection in those dying amber depths.
A monster. A murderer. A mate-killer.
“No!” I gasped, jerking upright in bed, my heart hammering against my ribs like it was trying to escape my chest.
Moonlight streamed through the windows of my chambers, painting everything silver and shadow. My sheets were tangled around my legs, drenched with sweat. My hands—I looked at my hands, expecting blood, but they were clean. Shaking, but clean.
Just a dream. Just
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She died betrayed by love... now she’s back to rewite her destiny.

~MELISSA J. GENOVESE
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