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Prologue


Owen





Even after several years, I could never forget the first time I saw Eleanor. 

Mia was pregnant with our twins, Caden and Aiden, and we were at the hospital for prenatal care. 

I left Mia at the doctor’s office to get her an iced tea because the heat was getting to her badly. 

I had just pushed a coin into the vending machine in a waiting room I randomly found when I saw Eleanor.

She was a tall, handsome woman with skin the shade of a juicy peach with a commanding face softened by her wide and full lips, which added a touch of sultriness to her looks. 

That day, she wore a white dress and styled her shoulder-length brown hair down to frame her face. On the corner of her left cheek was a startling bluish bruise, and I just knew her sunglasses covered a black eye.

I had always thought that no one would ever look more beautiful than Mia to me, but Eleanor seemed to emit an aura that made me unable to move my eyes from her.

My heart started pounding erratically as an inexplicable force made me step closer to her. 

A halo seemed to appear behind her as she stood at the door staring at me with her full lips parted, releasing two soft, breathless words. “True mate.”

I didn’t repeat her words, even though they echoed through every part of me. She was my Moon Goddess-given true mate, and I was hers.

The only reason I didn’t fall under the dizzying whirlpool of emotions that followed finding her was sheer stubbornness and the bond Mia and I had developed as we grew from childhood friends to lovers and then official mates. That bond helped me stomp down the surge of desire and longing that filled me, ringing with the undeniable connection I could feel between me and Eleanor.

I had never truly considered the possibility that I would find my true mate someday, because it was relatively rare for werewolves to find their true mates. Unfortunately, now that I’d found mine, I had no intention of claiming her. I had an official mate who was heavily pregnant with our twins and even though I was having tumultuous feelings from a bond ordained by an unknown Moon Goddess, I knew better than to give in to them. They were just instinctual emotions and could never be compared to the relationship I spent most of my life building with Mia.

So while Eleanor’s lips curved into a wide smile and her eyes sparkled with joy, I looked around to make sure no one had seen us share that special moment or heard her call me her true mate.

“Come with me,” I said curtly, abandoning the can of iced tea that had just tumbled out of the vending machine and walking past her.

She hesitated for a minute before following me upstairs to the hospital’s roof.

By the time we got there, she was staring at me timidly with pursed lips, as if she’d sensed that our true mate bond was unwelcome.

I didn’t give her a chance to speak, as I didn’t want to get even slightly attached to her. I just wanted to break off the true mate bond between us so we could go our separate ways forever.

“What’s your name?” I asked, scowling down at her as the hot sun scowled down at the both of us.

“Eleanor . . . Redmond.”

“I, Owen Crawford, officially reject you, Eleanor Redmond, as my true mate, breaking off every bond between us with this spell.”

She took a step back and her sunglasses fell to the ground with a clatter.

Turning pale, she licked her lips. “Why?”

I looked away from her lips and locked gazes with her. “Because I’m already officially mated. I love my mate very much and we’re expecting our first child. I’m sorry, Miss Redmond, but it’s impossible for us.”

The rims of her eyes turned red, and the tears welled in them fell down her cheeks.

I took a step away from her because seeing her cry made my wolf antsy. Even though I’d already rejected her, she hadn’t rejected me back, so our bond, albeit somewhat dulled on my end, still thrummed with energy.

“I’m sorry, but I don’t have time for this. My mate is waiting for me.” I knew I sounded callous, but I really couldn’t let Mia know about this, because she would feel guilty if she knew that I found and rejected my true mate for her.

I turned to walk away, but her voice stopped me. “Wait . . .”

I stopped in my tracks, listening to her every movement, but resisting the urge to turn back to console her.

She sniffled for a few seconds before taking a deep breath. “I . . . Eleanor Redmond, officially reject you, Owen Crawford, as my true mate and thereby break off the Goddess-given bond between us.”

Once she said those words, she ran past me, down the stairs that led to the rooftop.

After her words registered, something inside me cracked like an egg thrown on a very hot stone. The fracture of our bond sent shards of phantom pain coursing through my being, a relentless agony that seemed to rend my very soul asunder, leaving me hollow and bereft in its wake. 

I had to spend ten extra minutes on that rooftop holding onto my chest and waiting for everything to settle before I went down the stairs to Mia’s doctor’s office, offering a stuttered excuse when Mia asked for the iced tea I’d forgotten.

The strange thing about life and destiny was that twenty-two years later, Eleanor was the one lying on my bed, her face pressed to my chest with my arms wrapped around her waist. And my official mate, whom I’d chosen over her, was dead, my memory of her corroding every single day as I made new memories with Eleanor, who had now become my partner and the Luna of my pack.
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Owen





“Where’s Eleanor?!” I asked in a brisk tone as I stared down at Martha, Eleanor’s assistant. 

“Luna Eleanor is in a meeting with the pack councilmen's wives.” Martha said, bowing her head and staring down at the floor.

“I’ll wait in her office. If possible, tell her to hurry up. We need to talk.” Scowling, I strode past Martha into Eleanor’s office and sat down behind her desk with a disgruntled sound.

I had always trusted Eleanor’s judgment, so I didn’t understand how she could make a mistake like this. With her instinctual magic that allowed her to read people’s auras, how could she not have noticed that the newly arrived exchange student in my pack, Aurora Byrne, was not who she claimed to be?

A year after Mia died prematurely from the genetic disease that claimed her life, I searched for Eleanor, found her, and signed a Luna contract with her. Back then, she’d promised to serve me with all her might, and over the years, she’d fulfilled that promise for the most part. So why was she messing up several years later? Was she trying to rebel? Or was she trying to fight for a better Luna contract because the one we signed several years ago was about to expire?

I already planned to change some of the terms in the contract anyway and I was disdainful of the way she was going about requesting changes to the terms of our contract.

Allowing a spy like Aurora Byrne into the pack and trying to enforce policies that filled the pack with unrest wasn’t going to help her. It only made my pack council members dislike her more. 

I’d received four letters protesting her newest policy already.

Was this her way of getting attention? While I could overlook the policy she was trying to enforce, I couldn’t overlook the fact that she’d allowed Aurora Byrne, Keane Galway’s daughter, into the pack. He was the head of the Supernatural Council’s Intelligence Department and a member of the Supernatural Council, which was an organization that was responsible for promoting peace and security among supernaturals.

I didn’t know whether Eleanor was slacking off on the job or if she had intentionally allowed Aurora to stay in the pack, but her actions made me very displeased. After all, Aurora was obviously a dangerous girl. 

She’d only been in the pack for about a month and she’d already enchanted my twin sons, Caden and Aiden, and their adopted brother, Mateo. Worse yet, two pack members had lost their life brutally after offending her.

Snap! 

The arm of Eleanor’s office chair snapped under my grip.

I released the broken wood and watched it tumble to Eleanor’s carpeted floor while clenching my jaws to try to restrain my irritation as my breathing grew more and more audible.

I needed to calm down quickly. If I didn't, I would shift and destroy Eleanor’s carefully designed office. Whenever I lost control over my emotions, I also lost control over my werewolf form. This was a direct consequence of the difficult situation I’d been trapped in after my father died prematurely leaving me in the spotlight under the greedy eyes of several individuals, Alphas, and packs who wanted to either exploit me or take my place as the new Alpha of a wealthy legacy pack.

The closeness I’d gained with my wolf had made me incredibly powerful, but it had also made me vulnerable to defaulting to my werewolf form when I felt like things were getting out of control.

The only thing that had worked in recent years, especially after Mia’s death had exacerbated the situation, was Eleanor’s scent.

I started looking through Eleanor’s drawers, trying to find a handkerchief, scarf, or anything that retained her scent.

Thankfully, in the last drawer, just as my sight started blurring, I found Eleanor’s scarf. I immediately wrapped it around my nose and mouth, taking in deep breaths of her pine nut scent that always had a faint hint of moonlight freshness.

I was closing her drawers when I noticed the paper folder in her top drawer. I had ignored the yellow folder before, but now that I was looking at it a second time, I recognized the unquestionable logo on it.

It was just . . . what was Eleanor doing with a folder with the Tyate Organization’s logo? Unlike the Supernatural Council, the Tyate Organization was more of a dispute resolution center. They protected humans from supernaturals and protected supernaturals from humans when disputes arose between them.

Eleanor had worked with them before she became my Luna, but I’d ensured that she cut off all ties with them before she signed the contract to be my Luna. Although the Tyate Organization probably had no reason to spy on my pack, I didn’t want someone who worked for me to work with any third party. They had to be loyal to me and me alone. I didn’t want anyone else to have access to any news about me or my pack or internal information about what was happening in my pack.

As my breathing slowed in tandem with the discomfort of my werewolf form surging beneath my skin, my heart started beating very fast.

I gripped the edge of the desk for a second, wondering what the heavy, sinking feeling spreading like cold tendrils in the pit of my stomach was.

My breathing became slightly labored as I reached for the folder, which would probably explain why Eleanor had been different recently.

I complained all day about her proposing new policies and how they were inconvenient to me, but that was not as important as her allowing Aurora Byrne, a spy for the Supernatural Council, to stay in the pack without my permission. It was also not as important as how quiet she’d gotten recently.

She had never been a talkative person by any means, but she had been different for a while now. She spoke less, worked more, and was a little absent-minded at times.

Now that I was seeing this paper folder, I couldn’t help but wonder if she was spying on my pack for the Tyate Organization.

I was one of the cleanest Alphas I knew in the South in terms of treating the people in my territories right. So whether it was in the three towns spread around Crawford Town which were occupied by the members of my pack, the Crawford Pack, or Mac Tire City, whose council I currently led, the Tyate Organization couldn’t find a single sign of abuse of power. This made me consider the probability that Eleanor was investigating a pack council member or a member of the Mac Tire City Council.

If so, why didn’t she tell me about it?

My brows furrowed, and I clenched my jaws as I reached for the folder, resentful of the possibility that Eleanor had taken a gig with the Tyate Organization relating to my pack without discussing it with me.

Backed by that resentment and my hurt feelings, I reached for the folder, a little irritated when I glanced at the door with a tinge of guilt that I was going through Eleanor’s things without her permission.

I pressed down on my guilt when I remembered that this was my pack and this office was in my mansion. Therefore, everything in the mansion was mine.

With this thought, I stopped hesitating and opened the folder.

A few minutes of reading through its contents made me part my lips in surprise.

What the hell was Eleanor doing?!










