
  Alpha Squad: Showdown


  A Bear Shifter Paranormal Romance by Lorelei Moone.


  Please note that this the 4th and final book in the Alpha Squad series and it's a lot more fun to read this series in order. To start at the beginning, seeAlpha Squad: Boot Camp.


  Want a free werebear book?Grab Scottish Werebear: An Unexpected Affair here.



  


  Murder, mayhem, and an inappropriate attraction.


  Sean McMillan has always lived a life more human than shifter. Upon joining Alpha Squad he is thrust into a whole new world which is taking some getting used to. When two shifters turn up dead under suspicious circumstances in the otherwise quiet town of Inverness, Scotland, Alpha Squad is sent in to uncover the truth. So far, so easy; murder investigations are what Sean does best. Trouble is, one of the witnesses is able to distract him just with her presence. And he can’t shake the feeling that she knows more than what she’s letting on.


  Lab assistant Erin Reid thought her work at the research project led by leading Geneticist Professor Blake was benign enough, if excruciatingly boring. Little did she know that they were all embroiled in a deadly conspiracy. When she finds out what she’s been involved in, the resulting guilt weighs heavily on her and she vows to make things right and help Sean's investigation in any way she can.


  What starts off as an ordinary murder investigation quickly turns into something bigger and more dangerous than anyone on Alpha Squad could foresee. Is shifter enemy No. 1, Victor Domnall, back with a plan more devious than ever? Can Sean and Erin put all the pieces of the puzzle together before it’s too late? And what about that inexplicably deep connection they've started to form ever since their first meeting?


  This story is intended for adult audiences only.


  Did you know that before Alpha Squad, there were the Scottish Werebears? Check outScottish Werebear: An Unexpected Affairto find out where it all began.
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  "Relax, it won't hurt a bit," Erin said.


  Although he still looked uncertain, the young guy who’d taken a seat in the chair beside her did hold out his arm.


  "I just don't like needles."


  "I totally understand. But it's all for a good cause, right?" Erin asked.


  Small talk didn’t normally come easily to her, but right now was an exception. After weeks of drudgery, she was in her element.


  This blood donation drive was the single best thing that had happened during her entire time at the lab. Finally, she was allowed to do a whole lot more than data entry and other dumb stuff that probably should have been outsourced to robots by now.


  Erin scanned the clinic which was normally only accessible by those people participating in one of the various medical trials the university sponsored.


  Professor Blake was thankfully far out of sight, allowing her some more leeway with this reluctant donor.


  "What's your name?" Erin asked.


  "Jeremy."


  "I promise, I'll be gentle." She smiled as she unsealed a fresh donation kit.


  Jeremy forced a smile, but kept eyeing her hands as the needle neared his arm.


  Right then, something weird happened. It was as though his arm changed color just for a second.


  "Whoa!" Erin said, pulling her hand back. Had she just imagined that?


  She looked at Jeremy, who seemed even more flustered now.


  "I'm sorry. Please carry on," he mumbled.


  "What was that?" she whispered, unaware that she'd voiced her question out loud.


  "Really. It won't happen again. I've got it under control."


  Erin frowned. So she hadn't imagined it.


  "You're…" she mumbled. "You're one of them!"


  "A shifter. Yes."


  Erin quickly covered her mouth with her free hand. "I'm sorry, that came out wrong."


  "No problem. I can see how that would freak you out. Seriously though, I'm okay now," Jeremy said.


  Erin's heart rate about doubled in speed and intensity. She raised her hand again, and found that her fingers were trembling. But it wasn't fear that she felt. It was excitement.


  She took a deep breath. Focus, woman! It isn't every day that you get to take a shifter's blood! Don't mess it up!


  "So, what's it like? Being able to change what you look like at will?" she mumbled. "It seems really cool."


  Jeremy's eyes met hers as he looked up at her in surprise, giving her the chance to get the needle in swiftly.


  "Oh!" he exclaimed. "You're right, that wasn't so bad." He looked down at the deep red liquid filling the clear tube attached to his arm. It didn't take long for the blood bag to start filling up. The rate at which the blood flowed from Jeremy's arm was quicker than Erin had come to expect.


  "It was a serious question, though. What's it like?" she whispered.


  Jeremy grinned. "A lot better now that I don't have to hide it anymore."


  "I bet," she said.


  Erin had to force herself to stop staring at the guy, who looked like he was in his late teens.


  He must be a student here, she thought. I wonder how many more there are?


  Erin scanned the other chairs dotted throughout the clinic. That was when she caught a glimpse of Professor Blake from the corner of her eye. So much for the peace and quiet she'd enjoyed so far. Meanwhile, the bag attached to Jeremy's arm had filled up completely.


  "Alright. Looks like we're all done here," she said as she fastened a dressing around his arm. "It's important that you take it easy for a little bit. And help yourself to the snacks. Any faintness you may feel will pass soon enough, but please let someone know if you're starting to feel unwell."


  "I'm fine, really."


  "At least have a pastry and a cold drink or something," Erin urged.


  "If you insist. Thanks. This wasn't bad at all."


  "Cool, well…" Erin glanced up to find the professor gesturing at his watch with a grim expression on his face. He was a lot of things, but kind or patient weren't part of the list.


  "I hope to see you at the next donation camp!" Erin said.


  Jeremy waved as he got up and walked straight towards the refreshments table. Before she had the chance to process what had just happened, another donor sat down in front of her.


  Erin safely put away the bag with Jeremy's donation, disposed of the needle, and squeezed some antiseptic gel into her hand.


  "Hi there. Please let me examine your arm for a suitable spot," Erin said, almost on autopilot. Her encounter with Jeremy the shifter was too significant to just let go like that.


  Although it was unlikely she'd come across him on her way to and from work—Professor Blake's lab was in a different campus from where most classes were held—Erin hoped she'd see him again. She had so many questions.


  She stole a glance at him as he was leaving, marveling at the smoothness of his movements. The differences were subtle, but he didn't walk like a normal person, did he?


  How she'd love to find out more about him and his kind. How she'd love to study someone like him if given half the chance. Not in a creepy, lock-‘em-up-and-stick-needles-in-‘em kind of way, but just to understand. Okay, perhaps there'd be some needles, just for the occasional sample.


  Someone loudly cleared his throat right behind her, making Erin flinch.


  Professor Blake.


  She shivered slightly, but then regained her composure. Back to work! These donors aren't going to drain themselves!
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  Chapter One


  Joining Alpha Squad was never meant to be easy.


  Sean McMillan rested both hands on the wash basin, with his eyes fixed straight ahead at the mirror. He wasn't looking at himself as such, just staring through his reflection at nothing.


  Bentley—the gruff former SAS man responsible for his training—had warned him before he'd started boot camp; the others on the squad had joked and teased him about the same.


  But the intense training he’d undergone hadn't bothered him. He’d welcomed the physical and mental challenges. And anyway, training was over now. He'd survived.


  What ate at him this morning—most mornings, actually—went much deeper.


  Had he made the right choice?


  His career on the Kent police force had been on an upward trajectory. At just under thirty, he'd made detective. He'd enjoyed the work and was good at it.


  And ever since the string of murders near the Sevenoaks shifter refugee camp had been solved, things had gone a little nuts. He'd been singled out as somewhat of a hero and been given his pick of cases and assignments.


  And yet, he'd left everything behind to join Alpha Squad.


  Justifications for this decision were easy to sum up; the chance to do something different; to make a difference on a national scale; to be a part of a new agency which enjoyed the support of an entire government ministry. Still, none of that rang true; Sean could not explain to himself why he was
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  McMillan Farm had been in Derek's family for generations. He was born there, grew up there, and was likely going to die there if he had his way. Ever since his parents' passing many years ago, the farm had been mostly Derek's responsibility. Sure, he had an older brother, but Aidan preferred to travel the world rather than stay home and tend the land, and as such only came by a few times a year.


  Derek's farm was the perfect place for a bear, actually, that's why his ancestors moved here two centuries ago, and why he was never tempted to leave like his brother. The vast countryside gave him plenty of space to roam. The rivulet carving its way through his property provided ample opportunity to fish when the season was right, and the best part was, there weren't many people around.


  The only people that did turn up were paying guests: mostly middle-aged or older couples, or the occasional young family that was trying to teach their children about nature. Avoiding them when the urge to shift took over was quite easy. He'd never been caught, which was fortunate, because all bears lived by the code of secrecy.


  The holiday cottages were set away from the main farmhouse by a safe distance, and visitors were mostly self-sufficient. All Derek did was make sure everything was in working condition and provide some basic supplies. Although it wasn't ideal, inviting strangers into his territory, it was his way of earning a little extra money from his land without much effort.


  This month's visitor was probably going to be the same. Clarice Adler from London.


  The name had conjured up images of white permed hair and floral dresses in Derek's mind. A posh old lady, no doubt, who he imagined used to spend her younger days riding horses in the English countryside before moving to London. Her insistence in the comment box of the booking form that her stay should be as quiet and undisturbed as possible only supported his assumptions. This was going to be someone who had grown up in the country, who was now yearning to get back to a simpler life for two weeks.


  When her grey rented hatchback slowly crawled through his main gate, he didn't need to sneak a peek to know what she'd look like. After fifteen years in the tourism business, his instincts were always right, so he kept on mowing the lawn as if he hadn't noticed the new arrival.


  The car came to a halt a little way up the drive, and then it turned left, following the signs he had put up last winter, leading to the cottages. Derek had already prepared Moss Cottage for its latest guest. The bed was made, the pantry was stocked, and the key was in the front door.


  Although he did often check in with visitors on the first day, just to see to it that they were comfortable, he preferred to play as small a role as possible in their visit. It wasn't that Derek disliked the tourists, he was just a very private person.


  When he was done with the lawn in front of the house, he prepared himself for his regular evening routine: check on the bees as well as the other animals, take a round of the kitchen garden to harvest the last of the summer crops to add to his winter stash, perhaps say hello to the visitor before retreating to the farm house to prepare a nice cut of meat for dinner.


  "Hello? Is anybody here?" a clear female voice called out to Derek from outside the barn where he had just parked the lawn mower.


  He wiped his hands clean on his overalls, then marched out to greet what he assumed must have been the old lady staying at Moss Cottage. Nothing could prepare him for what he saw waiting for him outside, though.


  The shapely woman with brunette hair standing in front of him couldn't have been older than thirty at the most. Her amber eyes flitted back and forth skittishly between him and the surrounding trees as she waited for him to reach her.


  It took a lot of focus for him to remember the usual niceties city folk expected.


  "Derek McMillan. Nice to meet you," Derek said, sticking out his hand to greet his guest.


  Though he tried not to stare, her feminine curves invited a closer look. Instead of acting rude, he tried to focus on her face. High cheek bones, full lips, almond-shaped, kind eyes. Perfection.


  "Oh. Clarice. Just call me Clarice." She hesitated for a moment with her arms hanging down her sides but finally took his much larger hand anyway.


  It was as if an electric current passed between the two when their fingers first touched, but she barely reacted - at least not favorably. In fact, she pulled her almost fragile little hand back almost possessively after the shortest of greetings. That proved it; the attraction was definitely not mutual.


  "Is there anything I can help you with? Did you find the cottage to your liking?" Derek asked.


  Her eyes met his for a split second, but then she looked away again. Her demeanor reminded him of prey, painfully aware of the danger it was in. And her scent was more enticing, lovelier than a summer meadow in full bloom. There was something about her that he couldn't put his finger on. Something tempting that made the most primal part of his being want to own her.


  *** Want to read the rest?Buy the Boxsetor readBook 1 for FREE***



  About the Author


  Dear Reader,


  Thanks for reading Alpha Squad: Showdown. This is the fourth and final book in the Alpha Squad series, which serves as a spin-off to my well received Scottish Werebears series, which came out in 2015-2016. If you enjoy Vampire Romances as well, you might also want to check out my Vampires of London series in which I currently have three titles out; Alexander's Blood Bride, Michael's Soul Mate and Lucille's Valentine. Scroll down for links.


  I may have only released my first book under this name in 2015, but I'm not new to writing in general. In fact, my mom still tells me to this day about how I would make up stories, and attempt to record them in my clumsy, shaky handwriting from the moment I learned to read and write. From there I went on to write fan fiction and other stuff meant for my own eyes only, until 2012, when I began to write erotica and contemporary romance.


  I've always enjoyed stories of the fantastic and paranormal. Vampires, shape shifters, witches and magic, all featured in the books I loved the most, even when I was still growing up. But it wasn't until much later that I got into paranormal romance. One of the first writers (an independent author just like me!) I came across was Tina Folsom, via her Scanguards Vampire series. I was hooked.


  From there I went on to read more and more, until I found a new kind of hero I loved: bear shifters, like the kind written by Milly Taiden, Zoe Chant, and T.S. Joyce. What I love about bears is how they can be all strong and independent, a bit reclusive, and almost grumpy, but they always end up having a heart of gold (plus they tend to know their food, and we all know that a man who can cook is doubly sexy). All that (except for the shifting into a powerful bear) almost exactly describes the sort of man I ended up falling for and marrying in real life, so it's no surprise that this is what I started my paranormal romance career with.


  As thing stand right now, I plan to release all of my work on all major ebook retailers. Most titles are also available as paperbacks, as well as in audio, as length permits.



  To find out more, check:


  LoreleiMoone.com(Paranormal Romance) andLMoone.com(Contemporary/Erotic Romance)


  Sign up to my mailing listand be among the first to find out about new releases and sales,


  or get in touch viaFacebookor email atinfo@loreleimoone.com


  x Lorelei
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