
  
  [image: ]




  
  Believing in Bea
Copyright Ⓒ 2021 by Heather MacKinnon 
All rights reserved. 

This book may not be reproduced in any form, in whole or in part, without written permission from the author. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, actual events, or organizations is entirely coincidental.

Cover design: German Creative 
Editing: Karen Sanders Editing
Formatting: Blurbs and Baubles






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        More from Heather MacKinnon
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter 1


Bea

“Bea! Are you up yet?”
I groaned into the rug under my face and rolled over. The knocking at the door got louder before it finally opened, and Bobby popped his head through.
“Bea?”
I waved a hand from where I was lying next to the bed. “I’m here. I’m up,” I lied.
“What are you doing on the floor?” he asked as he hurried across the room to help me up.
I didn’t want to accept his assistance, but I had no choice. My limbs were so weak I could barely push myself off the floor, let alone stand.
But he was still looking at me, expecting an answer about my odd choice of sleeping arrangements. “I. Uh. Must have fallen off the bed in the middle of the night,” I lied again.
There was no way I was going to tell him that after tossing and turning for hours, I’d finally fallen asleep, only to roll over, expecting to bump into a large, warm body and felt nothing but cold sheets instead.
The wound in my heart ripped right back open, filling my chest with blood and making it impossible to breathe. When I’d finally fought back the flow of tears, I’d thrown my pillow and a blanket on the floor and slid off the bed myself.
On the cold ground, it would be impossible for me to forget where I really was. On the cold ground, I wouldn’t accidentally forget he was gone for good now and I was more alone than I’d ever been.
Bobby started talking again as he helped me onto the bed, but I mostly tuned him out. I’d been in Charlotte for two weeks and the man had hardly shut up once. But when one of his steady stream of words finally penetrated the haze around my brain, I interrupted him.
“What about the pack?”
Bobby winced and turned away. “I’m afraid the situation isn’t much better.”
I swallowed hard as I watched him cross the room. “They still aren’t happy I’m alpha?”
Not only was I more alone than I’d ever been, but I was unwelcome.
The Charlotte pack had not been happy to get a new alpha. I’m not sure if it was because I’m a woman or because I’m an outsider, but the welcome from the staff had been frosty, and the enforcers had looked at me with nothing but disdain since I got here.
Bobby assured me they’d warm up, but I wasn’t so sure. 
And frankly, I didn’t really care.
I was just a figurehead until Abey got his ass down here and selected a new leader. This had already gone on long enough. I wasn’t an alpha, I was a beta. This wasn’t my pack, Asheville was.
So, I didn’t care that no one wanted me here, because I’d rather be anywhere else in the world.
“It’s not that they’re not happy,” Bobby said, interrupting my thoughts. “It’s just that change is difficult for everyone. I’m sure they’ll come around,” he said as he set a tray of food on my lap.
“What’s this?” I asked as my stomach cramped at his gesture.
Bobby took a seat on the end of my bed and motioned toward the food. “I know you never eat breakfast, so I thought I’d bring some up to you.”
I looked down at the tray of food. “Thanks,” I muttered.
Truth was, I was almost never hungry. I ate enough to keep me going, and that was it. Some days, I didn’t even do that.
I picked up the black coffee and took a sip. It was cold and bitter, but I didn’t care enough to add cream or sugar.
“… the meetings went well this morning, and I had a cancellation this afternoon, so it’ll be a short day for me,” Bobby rambled while I picked at the dry toast on the plate.
“What happened with the morning meetings?”
Bobby stopped talking and turned wide brown eyes my way. “Huh?”
My cheeks warming with a blush was a foreign sensation to me now. Usually I just felt cold. But it was embarrassing that asking about pack business was so out of the norm for me. I needed to do better.
I cleared my throat. “The morning meetings. What were they about?”
“Oh. Uh. Yeah. They were just normal stuff. You know, this one is having trouble with their neighbor, that one needs something fixed in their house. Nothing important.”
I nodded. “Okay. I’ll take over the appointments for this afternoon.”
His eyes widened further. “Why?” he asked slowly.
My cheeks heated again, and I looked back down at my plate.
I’d honestly been doing a shit job since I’d been here. I spent my days tired as hell but mostly unable to sleep, so I’d shut myself in this bedroom. I’d let Bobby take over my duties because I honestly hadn’t cared, and he’d offered.
But enough was enough.
For the time being, I was the alpha, and I wasn’t going to keep foisting my responsibilities on him.
I nodded and met his gaze, more sure of myself than I’d been in a long time. “It’s time I stop relying on you to do my job.”
Bobby smiled wide, and I looked away again. “You know I’m happy to help. I’d do anything to make things easier for you.”
His dark eyes had a soft look to them that did nothing but curdle my stomach. “I appreciate everything you’ve done for me here. I know I haven’t been the easiest person to work with.”
I could still feel his gaze on me as he spoke. “It’s been nothing but a pleasure having you here.”
Ugh. Why did his nice words make me feel so gross inside?
I cleared my throat and looked up at him again. “Thanks, Bobby. What time is the first appointment this afternoon?”
The corners of his eyes creased as he watched me. “Um, next one is at noon. You know you don’t have to do this, right? I know dealing with the pack is not something you enjoy doing.”
He wasn’t wrong, but it was my job and I’d do it anyway. “It’s okay. I’ll manage.”
“But I’d be more than happy to keep taking care of them for you. It’s really no problem at all. And since the pack already knows and trusts me, it’s easier on everyone involved.”
I opened my mouth to argue back, but my breath caught in my lungs as I thought about what he said.
Maybe I was inserting myself somewhere no one wanted me.
Maybe the pack was perfectly happy dealing with Bobby instead of the strange alpha none of them wanted.
Maybe I should just keep hiding in this room until I was finally allowed to go home.
But failing at this and then tucking my tail and running home didn’t feel right either. I wasn’t a quitter, and I wasn’t afraid of a challenge. This pack didn’t have to like me, but while I was in charge here, I’d do what I could for them.
“No.” I shook my head. “It’s time I started pulling my weight around here. I’ll handle the afternoon meetings.”
Bobby looked like he wanted to argue some more, but finally pressed his lips together and looked away. “Okay, if you’re sure,” he said with a shrug.
I picked up a slice of orange and twisted it between my fingers, not really knowing if I was sure or not. “Thanks for bringing me breakfast, but I think I’ll take a shower first,” I said, hoping he’d take the hint and leave.
Bobby nodded. “Of course. I’m happy to.” He glanced at me out of the corner of his eye. “I know you haven’t been eating much.”
My face heated again as I realized my self-destructive behavior had been more noticeable than I’d thought. Or maybe it was just because Bobby always seemed to be around.
“I appreciate it,” I muttered.
Bobby stood and stretched, his Henley riding up his toned stomach. I looked away before he could catch the unimpressed look on my face.
“Hey, you know, I’ve been thinking, you should get out of the estate for a little while. Get some fresh air.”
I frowned his way. “Why would I want to do that?”
He chuckled. “I’m serious. I bet you could use a stiff drink and some stale bar peanuts. I’m buying.”
I narrowed my eyes. “Would it just be the two of us?”
A smile spread across his face. It was nice but did nothing for me. “It could be just the two of us if that’s what you want.”
I sighed as I carefully climbed to my weak legs. “I don’t shit where I eat, Bobby.”
He didn’t miss a beat. Like he’d been expecting my answer. “Yeah, but there’s nothing wrong with fucking where you feast, right?”
My wide eyes met his from across the room as a million different thoughts sped through my mind. And not a single one of them ended with me and Bobby in that bed behind me. “Bobby, I... what?”
His grin never wavered. “You know what? Maybe some other time.” He turned and walked toward the door while I stood there, still gaping at him. “I’ll see you later,” he called over his shoulder as he left the room.
Bobby closed the door behind him, leaving me in the wake of that awkward conversation.
What was he even thinking asking me out like that? I was his superior. The brand-new alpha having a fling with the beta just had disaster written all over it.
Besides, it wasn’t like I’d want anything to do with him anyway.
It wasn’t like I could think about anyone besides the one man I couldn’t have.
I squeezed my eyes closed and willed the tears away. I’d have plenty of time to cry once the day was over. For now, I needed to straighten my spine and get through the next couple of hours. Then I’d be free to fall apart.
The shower took longer than I’d planned because I had to keep stopping to rest. Until that point, I hadn’t realized how weak I’d gotten. How far I’d let myself fall.
I swore then that I’d start taking better care of myself. Eating all three meals, working out again, sleeping at night, and then waking up with the sunrise like I used to.
My hair was still wet as I hurried out of my borrowed room for the twelve o’clock meeting. I’d just turned to shut the door when I noticed the other person standing in the hall.
I jumped a bit but recovered quickly. “Hey, Mary,” I said to the head maid in the house. I honestly hated that title, but Bobby insisted.
The middle-aged werewolf’s face never changed expressions. “Hello, Alpha. I’m here to collect your breakfast tray.”
“Oh. Of course. Sorry. Have you been waiting long?” I asked as I opened the bedroom door again.
“I’ve been here since I delivered the tray.”
My stomach pinched deep inside me. “You’ve been out there all this time? Why didn’t you just knock?” I asked, feeling horrible I’d made the poor woman wait for my dishes while I bathed like a sloth.
Her brown eyes were cold as they met mine. “I was told not to disturb you.”
I frowned at her face, her tone, her body language. Everything about her said she was on the defense. Like she was waiting for a blow to come at any moment.
Was she really worried I’d be the one to attack her?
I shook my head. “Listen, Mary, you don’t need to stand in the hall for two hours waiting for my plates. I’m perfectly capable of bringing them down myself.”
Her eyes got wide. “Oh, no, Alpha. That isn’t necessary. I’m happy to serve.”
What the actual fuck did my uncle do to these people?
I grabbed the tray and turned back to Mary. “First of all, call me Bea, or Beatrice if I’m in trouble. Second of all, I’m not the useless piece of shit that Conrad was. I appreciate you bringing my breakfast to my room, but next time, I can take the dishes back down myself.”
Mary nodded as she accepted the tray from me. “If that’s what you’d like,” she said, her eyes downcast.
I blew out a frustrated breath as I realized I wasn’t going to be able to get through to her in one day. In fact, it only irritated me more that I’d spent so much time hiding in this room. I should already know the people who’d been feeding me and doing my laundry for weeks. It was pathetic that I didn’t.
With a burst of energy I didn’t know I had, I raced Mary for the door, getting there moments before and holding it open for her. The maid’s eyes were still wide as she gave me a nod and slipped into the hallway.
I watched her go for a moment, wondering how awful it must have been working for my uncle. I’d make sure whoever Abey put in charge here treated these people with more respect.
Realizing it must be close to noon, I started shuffling in the direction Mary disappeared to. This estate was just as large as the lodge back in Asheville, but it had ninety percent fewer people in it. The halls were always quiet, the rooms empty save for the two women who worked here, and me.
I didn’t know why Conrad chose to surround himself with gilded walls instead of people, but that was going to have to be a mystery left unsolved.
I’d just made it to the ground floor when I remembered I didn’t even know where these meetings were taking place. Fortunately for me, Bobby was never far away.
“Hey, Bea. How was your shower?”
I frowned at him. He was really laying it on a little thick today. “Um. Hot?”
His smile grew. “I’ll bet.”
I looked away just as his grin started to churn my stomach. “Where are the meetings being held?”
“In the throne room. I’ll show you,” he said. 
I tried not to notice the way he came too close as he walked by. 
Bobby chatted at me down the long hallways, and as usual, I was only half listening. “You know, Tracy is one of our more difficult pack members. I’m sure she’s here to complain about the same things as usual. You really don’t need to sit through one of her tirades today.”
“I’m sure I can handle it.”
“Yeah, but why should you have to?” he asked as he stopped outside a massive set of double doors. Bobby pulled one open and ushered me inside. “Why would you do something unpleasant like that when you have me around to do it for you?” he asked, his body so close to mine his warm breath blew the tiny hairs on the back of my neck.
I took a big step forward before turning around to face him again. “Bobby, I’m not some delicate flower that needs protecting. I’m perfectly capable of sitting through a couple grievance meetings with some pack members.”
He shrugged. “Of course you are. I just figured it made more sense for me to take care of this for you because I know this pack. They’re already comfortable coming to me with their issues.”
I grit my teeth as I fought with his sensible words. Deep down I knew he was right, but I was too stubborn to admit it. “Just send in the first appointment when they get here.”






  
  Chapter 2


Bea
“Wait a second. What is this?” I asked as I finally took in the room Bobby led me to.
“It’s the throne room.”
My wide eyes landed on an actual throne before I turned back to Bobby. “This is where you take your grievance meetings?”
He shrugged. “That’s what Conrad always did.”
I shook my head as I eyed the ridiculous throne at the head of the room. This place was even more fucked up than I thought. I waved a dismissive hand in Bobby’s direction. “Okay, whatever. Just send Tracy in when she gets here.”
He sighed but didn’t say anything before his footsteps faded away. When I was sure he was gone, I let my shoulders slump like they’d been wanting to and let out a deep breath.
Truthfully, I was exhausted. It was taking everything in me to just stand upright at this point. I was in no shape to conduct any kind of pack business, but I had to. I couldn’t keep hiding in that dark bedroom upstairs.
A couple sets of footsteps sounded in the hall outside, and I did my best to pull myself together before they got here. When the knock came on the ornate oak doors, I stood awkwardly in the middle of the room as I called for them to enter.
Bobby swung the door open and poked his head inside. “I’ve got your noon appointment here,” he said unnecessarily.
I barely held back an eye roll. “Send her in.”
A middle-aged woman with dirty blonde hair stepped carefully around Bobby as she entered the room. “Alpha,” she said, her eyes on the ground.
I sighed. “Please, call me Bea.”
Tracy’s eyes darted to Bobby before they swung my way. The beta werewolf stood there, stoic, as the tension in the room grew. “Of course,” Tracy mumbled, her gaze still downcast.
I looked up at him. “Thanks, Bobby.”
He nodded but continued to stand there. It looked like I’d need to be clearer with him, because subtle hints didn’t seem to be working. “Bobby. I’m all set. You can go now.”
His dark gaze swung my way for a moment before he finally nodded. “Of course. I’ll be nearby if you need me.”
“Actually,” I called and waited as he turned back around. “Could you let the enforcers know there’s a mandatory meeting tonight?”
Bobby’s eyes widened. “For what?”
The old fire that used to always live inside me flared bright for a moment. “For the mandatory things I need to tell them,” I said, slower this time so he wouldn’t have trouble hearing.
Bobby’s face was still as stone as he stared at me. Finally, he nodded. “I’ll take care of it.”
I turned my back on Bobby as I heard him leave the room. It was clear I’d let too much slip while I’d been here. The second in command should not be questioning me the way he had today, and I knew that meant we’d need to have a conversation.
Eventually.
I shook my head and turned to Tracy. “Okay, let’s find somewhere to sit so we can talk about what’s going on.”
We both stood in the middle of the large room and came to the same conclusion simultaneously.
“The only seat here is that ridiculous throne, huh?”
Tracy’s breath caught in her lungs, but it soon turned into a nervous giggle. I turned just as she wiped the smile off her face. “I’m happy to stand, Alpha.”
I waved her words away as I nodded toward the set of stairs that led to the platform where the throne sat. “We can sit on the steps.”
Tracy was silent as she followed me slowly across the room. I wished I could have walked confidently with my head high and my shoulders back, but I wasn’t even sure I’d make it to the other end of the room without a break.
With every ounce of grit I had, I pushed through. My legs were shaking and there was a layer of sweat on my forehead, but I made it.
I tried to carefully lower myself down, but my limbs finally failed me, and I fell the rest of the way there. 
Tracy gasped and hurried over to me. “Alpha? Are you okay?”
I gave her the best smile I could manage as I used the last remaining strength I had to sit up straight. Well, as straight as possible. “I’m fine. Thank you,” I muttered, hoping she wouldn’t push it.
After an uncomfortable pause, Tracy nodded and took a seat on the step below me. “Of course,” she said, her eyes on the ground again.
When I finally caught my breath, I turned to face her. “Okay, what brings you here?”
She glanced up. “Well, I thought I’d be talking to Bobby today. He’s the one I’ve been dealing with for the past few months.”
My teeth ground together as I tried to keep the smile on my face. “Well, I’m here today, and I’m happy to help with whatever it is.”
Tracy’s gaze was wary as she set her purse on her lap and dug inside it. “I’ve got a receipt here I was hoping to have reimbursed.”
“Okay. What is it for?”
“Well, I only brought the most recent receipt for the mold removal, but I’ve got more at home for the roof repair and water damage.”
“Woah, woah. Mold? How long have you had the leak?”
Tracy pursed her lips. “Over a year.”
“Why didn’t you report it sooner?”
“I reported it the day it started.”
My jaw fell open as I sat there blinking at her. “Why wasn’t it fixed?”
Her face creased the smallest bit, like she was holding back the real expression she wanted to make. “I would say you could ask Conrad, but we both know that’s not possible anymore.”
Knowing how awful my uncle was, I shouldn’t have been surprised he was also a slumlord. But I was.
It was an alpha’s job to take care of their pack. There was a reason every wolf paid tithes each month. You were supposed to use that money to make sure they were happy and healthy.
Not spend it on an empty estate and a goddamn throne room.
How many other people in this pack were suffering because of his neglect?
I closed my eyes for a moment and shook my head. When I opened them again, I caught Tracy’s gaze and held on. “Okay, listen. I want you to tell me everything from the start and when we’re done here, I want you to go home and get the rest of your receipts. I’ll make sure you’re compensated for everything you’ve had to pay for out of pocket.”
The wolf, who was probably around my mom’s age, smiled. “You’re just like them, you know?”
“Like who?”
“Your parents.”
I blinked slowly at her as memories of my mom and dad and their time as alphas of this pack swam through my mind.
“You probably don’t remember me, do you?”
I frowned as I looked at her closer. “Um. No?”
She shrugged, the smile still on her face. “It’s okay. You kids were so young when you left. I used to play cards with your mom on Tuesdays.”
I stared at her harder. “Oh, yeah. Tracy Fitzpatrick, right? I’m so sorry. I didn’t recognize you at first.”
“Oh, please. Don’t apologize. We’re all just so happy you’re back.”
I frowned again. “We?”
Tracy opened her mouth to speak just as the big double doors were thrown wide open. Bobby stalked into the room, his eyes sharp.
“What is it?” I asked, the irritation clear in my voice.
Bobby looked from Tracy to me before speaking. “I’m sorry to interrupt, but you’ve got a visitor.”
I froze in shock, my aching heart pumping harder in my chest.
Could it be him?
Would he have followed me down here?
Did he change his mind about us?
I climbed to my shaking legs and asked the question I needed answered but was terrified to voice. “Who is it?” I croaked.
“Beatrice?”
I froze again at my brother’s voice. There was only one moment for me to wonder what he was doing here before he burst into the throne room behind Bobby. My beta’s jaw ticked as he eyed Abraham.
“I told you I’d bring her out to you.”
Abey, never one to do as he was told, clapped Bobby on the shoulder as he walked past. “No need. I found her myself.”
“What are you doing here?” I asked.
My brother’s blue eyes landed on me, and instantly all my secrets felt exposed. “We need to talk. Privately.”
“I can take over this appointment,” Bobby called from the doorway.
I glanced at Tracy to find her mouth set in a firm line again. “We’re actually done here,” I said and watched as her shoulders fell a fraction of an inch. “Tracy, can you get back to me by this time tomorrow?”
She nodded as she rose to her feet. “Of course.”
I did my best to stand as gracefully as she had, but instead, I huffed and puffed as I climbed to shaking legs. “Okay, great. I’ll see you then,” I said, my voice breathy and weak.
Tracy shot me one more concerned glance before she hurried out of the room. 
Abraham and I seemed to notice the ever-present beta at the same time, and before he could open his mouth and cause a scene, I spoke up. “Abey, let’s go up to my room and talk.”
His gaze met mine, and he nodded. “That works.”
I tried to stride confidently across the large room, but I failed in that, too. I could feel Abraham’s critical gaze like a laser on the side of my face. As soon as we were behind closed doors, I knew I was in for a tirade.
“Do you want me to bring up some lunch?” Bobby asked as we made it to the door.
“No, thanks,” I said as we walked past him.
“Let me know if you two need anything!” he called after us.
I caught Abraham’s eye roll and knew Bobby was just as exasperating to him as he was to me. 
My brother kept up with my snail-like pace and somehow also managed to stay silent until we were safely in my room. But of course, that’s when the peace ended.
“What the fuck is wrong with you?”
I spun around in the middle of the room, my jaw practically on the floor. “Nice to see you too, asshole.”
His expression stayed the same. “I’m serious. What the fuck is wrong with you?”
“You know you could have called first instead of interrupting my appointments.”
He took a menacing step forward, and his right eye twitched. “I have been calling, Beatrice. For days I’ve been calling, and you haven’t been answering. Would you like to explain that?”
I winced. “Oh. I think my phone’s been dead.”
“You think your phone has been dead. But you don’t know? Are you kidding me right now?”
“Okay, Abraham, I get it. I’m sorry.”
“No, you don’t fucking get it!” he yelled over me. “The only form of communication I have with you is your goddamn cell phone and you let it die days ago! What if something happened? How would you get in touch with me?”
I rolled my eyes. “I’ve just been in this room. What’s gonna happen, Abey? I stub my toe on the bedpost?”
His eyes narrowed as his face got redder. “Why have you been sequestered in this room? What the fuck is wrong with you?”
“Nothing!” I exploded. “I’m just tired and I haven’t been eating well lately. But I’m fine.”
“You’re fine?” he seethed. “Fine?” he yelled this time. “You can barely fucking walk! Why the hell did you send Matthias away when you were like this?”
“Because he wanted to be here even less than I do!”
His hands clenched into fists as he stared me down. “Any son of a bitch in this pack could challenge you, and you’d be too weak to even defend yourself. And your motherfucking phone has been dead so you wouldn’t even be able to call me after you got your ass kicked! Or worse!”
Abraham paused for a moment, his teeth grinding. “You know they don’t have to stop, right? You know a werewolf challenging an alpha is well within their right to kill their opponent. Is that what you want, Bea? You want to fucking die here because you’re not taking care of yourself?”
“No!” I screamed, the tears already running down my face. “I don’t want to die. I’m just so fucking tired.”
Abraham shook his head, his expression still stern. “Bea,” he warned.
I buried my face in my hands as a sob tore from my throat. “I can’t do this anymore. I don’t want to be here,” I cried. When I lifted my head and met his eyes, they were the softest they’d been since he got here. “Can’t I just come home?”
My brother sighed and crossed the room to pull me into his arms. I went willingly, breathing his familiar scent into my lungs and letting myself fall apart, knowing for the first time in a long time, there was someone there to hold my pieces together.
His hand cupped the back of my head, and he pushed my face harder into his chest. “What’s going on, Bea? Is this just because you haven’t been eating?”
“I don’t know!” I wailed. “I can’t sleep, I can’t eat, I can hardly get out of bed. It just keeps getting worse.”
Abraham’s muscles tensed beneath my face. “Bea,” he whispered before he cleared his throat. “Is this because of Will?”
It was my turn to tense.
“Are you two fated?” he continued softly.
My heart leapt into the back of my throat, where it hammered unevenly.
Of course the thought had crossed my mind. How could it not? After seeing the way Abraham was every time his mate left him, I had to wonder if I was experiencing the same thing.
I’d just never been able to accept it. Never let myself dare to hope it was true.
But Abraham was standing there saying all the things I’d been thinking, and it felt
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