
	Sometimes you have to let yourself be happy even in the darkest of times.

	 

	 

	Seamus has been living with the Steele family since they rescued him from his uncle’s basement. He’s in love with Alex, but he’s sure Alex only sees him as a third brother. Besides, even if he doesn’t, Alex is the heir to the cete’s leadership, and Seamus can’t imagine he’d want him by his side once he becomes alpha.

	Alex’s world was easy, or at least relatively easy, until the council that governs the shifters in the Allegheny forest passed a new law—all the carriers, no matter their age, have to be handed over to them. Alex’s father makes the decision to renovate the Bishop house, a house deep in cete territory, where the carriers will be safe. The first to move there is of course Seamus, the man Alex loves.

	More needs to be done, though. While everyone is working on finding dirt on the council members, keeping the carriers free and safe, and finding the two teenage carriers who’ve been taken, Alex and Seamus try working out their relationship. Things aren’t easy. Seamus won’t be safe until the council is on their side again, and no one knows when that will happen.

	But Alex will make sure it does, even if he has to kill for that to happen.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

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

	 

	Beacon in the Darkness

	Copyright © 2018 Catherine Lievens

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-2161-8

	Cover art by Angela Waters

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Beacon in the Darkness

	Allegheny Shifters Book 3

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Catherine Lievens

	 



Chapter One

	 

	 

	Seamus stopped reading when he heard the sound of Alex’s phone ringing. He put down his book and got up, moving toward his bedroom door. He’d left it slightly open in an invitation that had yet to be taken by Alex, so it was easy to listen to Alex’s side of the conversation, since Alex, too, was in his room.

	It was weird for Seamus to have his own bedroom again. He’d spent the past several years locked in a basement, having been put there by his uncle, the alpha of the mischief of rodents who lived in the forest.

	But Seamus wasn’t there anymore, even though he still had to remind himself of that almost daily. He had nightmares, and he still was wary of most people, but not of Alex and his family. No, they’d taken him in when they didn’t have to, when most people would have abandoned him on the side of the road and washed their hands of him. Instead, the cete had welcomed him, and he was one of them now, even though he wasn’t a badger.

	“What?”

	Alex’s tone was sharp, bringing Seamus’ attention back to him. Something had happened, but Seamus couldn’t tell what—the only thing he could hear was Alex.

	“Do we know where they are? Who took them?”

	Seamus’ stomach churned. Someone had been taken. He wasn’t surprised—the forest wasn’t half as peaceful as most people thought, and he knew that first hand. He’d seen with his own eyes what some alphas were ready to do to obtain power and keep their people under control.

	Of course, all that was hidden to everyone else because no one could enter an alpha’s territory without authorization, not unless they wanted the council to step in and punish them. Seamus had been lucky Thomas, the badgers’ alpha, had killed his uncle and that his beta, who’d taken his place, was a better man. Of course, the fact that the beta hadn’t contacted the council was probably because Alpha Gruber hadn’t had children. Seamus was technically the alpha now, with his uncle’s beta working as proxy until he was ready to take his rightful place—something that would never happen, and they both knew it. Seamus was a carrier, and carriers didn’t become alphas.

	Alex sighed heavily. “Yeah, I’ll make sure he knows not to go around on his own. He’s not going to be happy, though. You know him.”

	Seamus had no doubt they were talking about him now. Only a handful of people in the cete knew he was a carrier. Alex’s family was part of that group, and they did their best to keep Seamus safe. He was only twenty, too young to have to register with the council, but it wouldn’t be unheard of for the council to take matters into their own hands and do what they wanted with him, especially with what had happened to his uncle. They wouldn’t care that he finally had a family, people who cared for him and wanted him to be safe and happy. No, the only thing that would matter to them was that he was a carrier and that as such, they could sell him off to the highest offer.

	“Seamus?”

	Seamus jerked back from the door. Alex was much closer now, and Seamus hadn’t even noticed he’d left his bedroom. Seamus cleared his throat and fully opened his door. “Yes?”

	Alex looked worried.

	Seamus wasn’t surprised, since he’d already realized something had happened. It looked like he was about to find out what.

	“I need to talk to you.”

	Yep, it wasn’t going to be good. “Come in.” Seamus gestured at the bed, wondering if Alex was going to sit there next to him. He wanted him to, but he knew better than to hope. He was a third brother to Alex, a brother Alex needed to protect. Not a man, not someone Alex might see himself having a future with. Seamus had accepted that idea a while back, after he’d realized his crush on Alex was one-sided.

	Besides, Alex deserved better. Seamus might be a carrier, but that was the only good there was to him. He didn’t have a family or a home. He didn’t have a mischief. The only thing he had to offer was his ability to make babies, and Alex could find that in other guys, guys who would be better suited to being an alpha mate once Alex took his father’s place at the head of the cete. Hell, maybe his father would find him a suitable woman. Thomas would never force any of his sons to get married, but Alex was the heir, and as such, he needed to have children. He was already twenty-nine, and he wouldn’t be able to wait much longer.

	Alex chose the chair at the desk to sit down. Seamus sighed, but he did his best to keep his expression under control. “What happened? Are Joel and Levi okay?”

	“They’re fine. But the council made their move. They passed a new law. All the carriers, no matter their age, have to be handed over to them unless they’re married.”

	Seamus swallowed. He wasn’t surprised by the new law. No, what surprised him was that it had taken the council so long to vote it in. He knew the council was split in half, with some members who just wanted to profit from their position and others who really wanted to work for the shifters in the forest. Their number was uneven, and clearly, the bad guys had won this time. “When are they sending someone to pick me up?”

	Alex’s eyes widened. “What the fuck, Seamus? You think I’m going to let them take you away?”

	Seamus frowned. “You said they passed a law. You and your father have to follow it if you don’t want to have problems. Besides, it’s not like I’m family.” Seamus’ uncle had been family, and look how he’d treated him. Seamus had been happier with Alex’s family than he could ever remember being, at last since his parents had died, but still. He wasn’t family.

	“Jesus, Seamus. Of course you’re family. We love you. We’re not going to hand you over so the council can do God knows what to you. You’re not going anywhere.”

	Seamus hadn’t realized how afraid he was that this would happen to him until Alex told him it wouldn’t. His shoulders slumped, and he relaxed.

	“You really thought we’d give you over?” Alex asked. There was pain in his voice, and Seamus hated that he’d been the one to put it there.

	He shrugged. “I don’t know. Like I said, we’re not really family, and you know how my family treated me. My uncle wouldn’t have hesitated, and we were actually related.”

	“Your uncle was an asshole who deserved everything he got.”

	Seamus smiled. He knew both Alex and the rest of his family had strong feelings when it came to his uncle. It probably had to do with how they’d found Seamus chained to the wall in his uncle’s basement after he’d beaten the hell out of him.

	Alex got up and sat next to Seamus, the mattress dipping under his weight. Seamus held his breath, waiting for Alex’s next move. His heart fluttered when Alex wrapped his arm around his shoulders and gave him a sideways hug. “We’re not going to let anything happen to you,” he promised.

	Seamus was starting to believe that. “Okay.” The council didn’t know he was a carrier, so that was a plus in their favor.

	“They already took two boys from the deer herd.”

	Seamus’ stomach turned to lead. “What?”

	Alex sighed. “Yeah. I was just on the phone with my dad. The deer council member called him. The council law passed by only one vote, and the winners are making sure to get their hands on all known carriers. I’m not sure how they found out about those boys, but they did, and they went to grab them.”

	Since people didn’t usually advertise being a carrier or having one in their territory, there was no way the council knew about most of them. Still, it was worrying, because the council wouldn’t stop at two.

	“We’re renovating the Bishop house, and we’ll move you there as soon as we can.”

	Seamus blinked. He felt like he’d missed something. “What?”

	“The Bishop house. It’s where the Bishop family used to live, but no one has used it in decades. Dad made sure it was in decent shape all those years, but it’s going to need a little love before it can house you and the other carriers.”

	“What are you talking about?”

	Alex removed his arm from Seamus’ shoulders, and Seamus instantly missed it. “It’s something else Dad told me. He wants to create a safe house for the carriers in the forest. He’s going to talk to the alphas he knows and trusts and tell them about it. No one wants their families or their packs torn apart because the council wants the carriers, so Dad’s pretty sure everyone’s going to send their carriers, probably even the alphas who aren’t that friendly with us. It’s going to take some organization, but we have the sleuth on our side, so it might just work.”

	“You want to lock us up?”

	“Not lock you up. We just want to keep you and the other carriers safe. You know what the alternative is, Seamus, and no one wants that to happen. Besides, it’s not like you’ll have to stay inside the house. It’s pretty deep in our territory, and no one outside the cete knowns about it, although Dad will probably tell Morris, since the sleuth and the cete are linked now. You’ll have free run of the forest as long as you stay close. It’s the only way to keep you safe for now.”

	It might be, but that didn’t mean Seamus wanted to go. He liked living with Alex and his family, and he didn’t want to leave. He couldn’t help the feeling that if he did, he’d lose Alex forever.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Alex knew Seamus wasn’t happy. He could tell by the tilt of Seamus’ lips and the slight frown creasing his forehead.

	He didn’t like it.

	Seamus, of all people, deserved to be happy. He deserved everything he wanted in life, and Alex knew it wasn’t having to hide in the middle of the forest in a house that had seen better days. It wasn’t being seen as inferior because he was able to carry children, or being treated as property, as something to give to gain control or power, or even money. No one deserved that—not Seamus, not Levi or Joel. But that would be what would happen to Seamus if he didn’t agree to go to the Bishop house. No one outside the cete and the sleuth knew he was a carrier, but then no one had known about the two deer shifters, either, yet someone had managed to get to them and take them away from their herd.

	Alex wasn’t going to allow anyone to hurt Seamus, or even touch him, not if he wasn’t okay with it. He needed Seamus to be safe so he could focus on making the forest a better place for him and for his brothers.

	And okay, he also wanted to make the forest a better place for the imaginary kids they’d one day have if Alex ever managed to tell Seamus he was in love with him.

	Piece of cake.

	But Alex wasn’t going to tell Seamus anything about his feelings for him anytime soon. Seamus had been through a lot, and he deserved time to himself, time to decide what he wanted to do with his life. Alex knew Seamus thought he wasn’t much more than a carrier, a piece of meat someone would use to pop out kids. There was so much more to him, though. He was sweet and adorably flustered when someone paid attention to him. He loved to read and binge-watch TV shows. He was quiet, but he was a good listener, and he always gave good advice. He’d be a great father one day, and Alex wanted to be the other father of his kids.

	But Alex couldn’t tell him that. The last thing he wanted to do was to clip Seamus’ wings before he could fully spread them, and that would only happen when the council was dealt with. None of the carriers in the forest would truly be free until that happened, and Alex didn’t want any of them to be forced to get married like his brother Joel had. Of course, Joel was in love with his husband and disgustingly happy, but he’d been lucky. A lot of other carriers hadn’t been.

	“I don’t want to go,” Seamus murmured.

	Alex resisted the urge to touch him. “I know. It really is the safest place for you and any other unmarried carrier to be right now, though, and I promise I’ll come as often as I can.”

	Seamus’ head snapped toward Alex. “You will?”

	“Of course.” Hell, he’d move there with the carriers, if that was what Seamus wanted. He’d find a way, even though he needed to stand by his father’s side through this. “I’ll bring groceries and info on what’s happening. We don’t want you to go to the house to isolate you, Seamus. You know we’d keep you here with us if we could. But the council is bound to come over and ask we hand over any carrier in cete territory, and you’re the only one left. They won’t be able to get to the Bishop house, because it’s so deep into our territory, and you won’t be alone there. Dad was already talking about guards and other carriers who will need to be moved there.”

	Seamus sighed. “All right.”

	“I know you’re not happy about this, but think about the alternatives. What will happen to you if the council finds out about you?” Alex couldn’t resist anymore—he took Seamus’ hand in his and squeezed. He hoped Seamus would see it like a brotherly gesture rather than the loving one Alex really wanted it to be. “I can’t lose you.”

	Seamus blinked. Alex realized what he’d said, so he rushed to say, “And neither can the rest of the family. You might not be a badger, but you’re one of us now, and we’re not going to step aside and watch the council take you away. Every single member of the cete will do whatever we have to do to make sure you and the other carriers are safe.”

	Seamus shook his head. “You know you can’t go against the council.”

	“Not right now, but people aren’t going to lie down and take this. This new law is absurd, and my father said it passed by only one vote. That means that half the council and the alphas aren’t okay with it. If we work together, we can overturn the council and bring it back to what it was when it was created.”

	“You’re talking about taking over the council.”

	“Not exactly.” Alex dropped Seamus’ hand. “We just need one of the council members to disappear, possibly two, since we don’t know who would replace them.”

	Seamus’ eyes widened. “Are you saying you’re going to kill one of them?”

	“No.” Although if it came down to that, Alex would. He’d do anything to protect Seamus and his brothers, and of course, the cete that would one day be his.

	“How are you going to do it, then?”

	Alex got up and raked a hand through his hair. “I don’t know yet. The news just broke, so we need to see what happens in the next few days. I have no doubt several alphas will contact us to ask what to do, or that the council will eventually pop up here. That’s why we need to get the Bishop house ready as fast as we can and move you there.” Alex was ready to beg, if that was what it took for Seamus to agree.

	“I already told you I’d go. I might not like it, but I realize it’s the best way to be safe. Besides, your father is the alpha. He can order me to do whatever he wants, and I’ll have to obey.”

	Alex hated that Seamus was so fucked up he thought something like that could happen. He knelt in front of Seamus and tilted his chin up with a finger when Seamus looked at the floor. “My dad is never going to order you to do anything.”

	Seamus snorted. “Why not? It’s his job as the cete’s alpha, and even though I’m not a badger, I’ll obey.”

	“Seamus, you’re family. He’s not going to order you around. If you really don’t want to go to the Bishop house, we’ll find another place or another way to keep you safe.”

	Seamus’ shoulders slumped, and he shook his head. “No. I’ll go. I know it’s the right thing to do, and you and your father are going to have enough to worry about without adding my safety to the mix. When am I leaving?”

	The tight knot of worry that had gripped Alex’s chest when his father told him about the council loosened, although not completely. Alex didn’t think he’d fully relax anytime soon, not until the council was back to being a group of people who worked for the shifters in the forest rather than amassing wealth and power for themselves. But at least Seamus would be safe.

	Alex sat next to Seamus again and drew him into his arms. They didn’t usually touch this much, but Alex needed the contact. He made sure Seamus was okay with it, and when he didn’t move away, he gently squeezed him. “I don’t know, but you’ll be the first to find out when I do. The house wasn’t in bad shape last time I was there, but it’s bound to need some repairs. As soon as we take care of that, we’ll fill it with whatever you guys might need, and we’ll move you there. I’m going to miss having you around the house, though.”

	It had been so easy to imagine Seamus living in the house Alex had grown up in as his husband rather than a friend. Alex found himself daydreaming about that way too often, but he’d promised himself he’d wait until Seamus was comfortable and his past was safely behind him. That hadn’t changed.

	Alex was going to make sure the council stayed away from Seamus. Once he was sure Seamus was safe, he’d talk to him. He didn’t know how long it would take, but he didn’t care. It didn’t matter, as long as Seamus was safe.
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