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Furever Us

Iris Balfour

Bear shifter Terrence Dougal failed to stop the abduction of curvy Yvette Conway. Now he has to get her back.

The hardest part of rescuing Yvette will be resisting her seductive curves and lush lips. Because no matter how much his bear wants her, Terrence can’t let himself forget she’s human. And humans can never be trusted.

But Yvette didn’t get the memo. All she knows is she felt an instant connection to her sexy brooding hero. Her heart says they belong together, and she hasn’t learned yet that sometimes hearts lie.


Copyright © 2015, 2017 by Iris Balfour. All rights reserved. Except for brief excerpts or quotations incorporated in critical articles and reviews, no part of this work may be duplicated, reproduced, or transmitted in any form whatsoever without written permission from the author.

This story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are all products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Cover by Kasmit Covers

Contact Iris Balfour:

iris@irisbalfour.com

Iris on Facebook:

www.facebook.com/IrisBalfour

Sign up for the latest news on upcoming titles:

IrisBalfour.com


Contents


Cover



Title Page



Copyright


1 | 2 | 3 | 4 | 5 | 6 | 7 | 8 | 9 | 10 | 11 | 12 | 13 | 14 | 15 | 16 | 17 | 18 | 19 | 20 | 21 | 22 | 23 | 24 | 25 | 26 | 27 | 28


Preview of Furever Loyal



Also by Iris Balfour



About the Author



Chapter 1
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Yvette

My hips swayed to the beat of the dance music. Low lights on the ground and twinkling fairy lights in the shrubbery illuminated the dancers. I wanted to be one of them, but dancing alone I would have stuck out—the big girl who couldn’t get anyone to dance with her—in the crowd of couples who’d attended Georgette’s wedding.

Two of those people out there on the floor shaking their behinds were my parents.

“Look at Daddy go,” I said to my older sister Monica.

“Ummm.” She slipped her phone back in her purse. “Rosie won’t be able to join us after all.”

Rosie—Roosevelt—was Monica’s husband. His shifts at the hospital were always at the most inconvenient times.

“Is he going to miss Becky’s wedding too?” I asked idly, referring to my other older sister.

Monica gave me an exasperated look. “Considering they just got engaged and he’s only got one month left in his internship, I doubt it.”

Score. Button duly pushed. “I want to dance. Keep me company.”

I grabbed her arm and pulled her out onto the lovely wooden dance floor plopped in the middle of the lawn. Georgette had gotten a great band for her wedding, and Monica put aside all her fuddy-duddy oldest sister ways. We let the music take over our feet and arms.

Spinning and swaying, I worked up a good glow. It would have been great to have a real partner. Georgette’s new husband, Bear, had some very hot friends—big brawny men who towered over the other guests. Just standing near one made me feel like a delicate flower. Becky had already grabbed one of them, but the very hottest of them all looked like he was still single.

Looked was the key word. He was standing between the dance floor and the tables just watching everyone, his arms crossed over his broad chest. In the uneven light his pale face resembled the statues in my art history book. As good as he looked in his tux, I just knew that out of it he would look much finer than any statue.

The music slowed. Some couples drifted from the floor. The ones remaining moved closer to each other and embraced.

“I’m not dancing this one with you.” Grinning and fanning herself, Monica went to get a punch.

Well. I trailed her off the floor.

Mr. Hotness was still standing by himself, I noticed from the corner of my eye.

I’d only gone a few steps when I felt his awareness shift to me. My whole body tingled.

When I glanced at him, he was staring at me. Something in his look made the heat rush to my face. Pretending a casualness I didn’t feel, I altered course and went directly to him.

I smiled. “Would you like to dance?”

My heart was thumping so loudly with the fear of rejection, I was afraid he could hear it. I was going to be absolutely mortified if he was staring because he disliked short curvy black girls.

But oh, he was so gorgeous. I had to ask.

His marble face came to life in a frown. A two-ton granite block couldn’t have crushed me any flatter.

I smiled even more brightly, my shoulders rigidly straight. “Thanks anyway.” I turned away.

His arm shot out, and he smoothly took my hand. “Yes,” he growled.

His voice made my chest rumble, his touch made my body quiver. I let him lead me to the dance floor, a little scared and a lot excited. He was older than me, late twenties or maybe early thirties, and I was only nineteen and felt suddenly inexperienced.

Those thoughts, all thoughts, went out the window when he put his arms around me. Slipping my arms around his neck, I rested my head against his chest, feeling the taut, hard muscles through his jacket. He smelled pleasantly manly.

The skin of his neck was warm beneath my hands. My arms tightened. My nipples perked up at being squashed against his abs, but I was sure he couldn’t feel them. He certainly couldn’t know that being so close to him was making my panties wet.

Ohhhhh, I sighed. It wasn’t just me.

I leaned my weight against him, wickedly enjoying the feel of his thick, hard cock against my belly. While he didn’t thrust or grind, the sliding movement of our dancing caused enough friction that my pussy was getting all tingly with anticipation.

Not that anything was going to happen, of course. But I wished it could.

We danced.

We were fully dressed and surrounded by tons of people, and still it was the most erotic experience of my life, which maybe wasn’t saying that much. But I felt some sort of connection to him, as though his arms belonged around me.

It was hard to break away from him when the music stopped. Forcing myself to step back, I smiled up at him.

His jaw tense, he still frowned.

My smile faltered.

And then my parents turned up.

“Yvette,” Daddy said, not-so-subtly separating us, “introduce us to your friend.”

Terrence

The girl’s father stared up at me, protective of his daughter.

He needn’t be. I had no use for humans.

Not even human girls with silky dark skin and hips so luscious my hands sank in her soft flesh.

I smiled pleasantly and held out my hand. “Terrence Dougal. I’m a friend of Bear’s.”

“Isaac Conway. And this is my wife Elizabeth.”

“We’re friends of Georgette’s,” the girl added as we shook hands.

I casually steered us all off the dance floor. Bear and his mate had already left the reception, but there was no need to stir any interest that might get back to him, or that I myself might have to report.

“It was a pleasure meeting you.” I smiled at the couple. “Thank you for the dance, Yvette.”

Turning my back on them, I left. The image of the girl’s face when I said her name—the widened eyes, the parted lips, the curl clinging to her cheek—was imprinted on my mind’s eye. I vowed to excise it from my memory, along with the lingering scent of her arousal.

My dancing with the human girl was a mistake, a moment’s foolishness driven by curiosity and the faint scent of mating that hung in the air.

There were too many humans linked to the clan already. I had no choice but to accept Georgette, the chief’s mate. But I’d sworn over the dead bodies of my parents I wouldn’t make the mistake they had. I would never trust humans, never.


Chapter 2
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Yvette

In the darkened classroom, the paintings projected on the screen glowed with color. The professor droned on, dragging his pointer around the projection in random order, at least random to me.

I was interested in the art of the Renaissance, truly I was, but it was so hard to concentrate. My sweaty thighs stuck to the hard wooden seat. The weather had warmed up at least ten degrees from the day before, and it felt like my brain was cooking in that stuffy classroom.

It didn’t help that the professor was tall, if rather bony, which brought my mind back to that oh-so-fine man at Georgette’s reception. I kept imagining Terrence standing there where the professor was, the muscles of his bare back rippling as he pointed at the different elements of the painting we should notice.

I sighed.

“Miss Conway?”

I jerked to attention. The professor was staring at me, his pointer aimed in my direction.

“Er,” I said. “I didn’t catch the question.”

“What other religious imagery is present?”

I tried to remember what he’d already pointed out. “The lily.”

“Very good.”

He moved on to explaining in ponderous detail why the lily was a religious image, and I exhaled with relief. I really, really, really needed to get that Terrence out of my head. He didn’t like me. If he had, it would have been easy enough to find out how to contact me. All he had to do was ask Bear or Rory for my sister Becky’s phone number.

It wasn’t like he was shy. The way he’d held me—I shivered at the memory—and the way he’d talked to my dad showed just how assured he was. Mature, confident, knew what he wanted.

Which wasn’t me.

I’d asked Becky about Terrence. She barely knew him. Rory, her fiancé, knew him a little better. While Rory hadn’t come out and said anything to my face, I got the clear impression Rory thought there was no way Terrence would be interested in me.

Rory hadn’t felt Terrence’s cock rubbing up against my belly.

But I didn’t want to be a mere receptacle, either. Not that Terrence had shown even that much interest.

The overhead lights flicked back on.

“Quiz on Friday,” the professor said, releasing us.

Leaving the classroom, I walked into a blast of heat. Even the covered breezeway felt like no protection from the sun.

Art history was my last class of the day. I should go study for my calculus test. I shuddered at the thought. Calculus, on a day when my brain was already mush. I didn’t even know why I was taking it except my parents and both my sisters said I should. Their reasons all distilled down to opportunities, advantages, and self-discipline.

Today, I decided, I was throwing self-discipline to the wind. It was one of the last hot days of the season, and I was going swimming.

I didn’t even need to go home first. Because I always went to Becky’s to swim, I kept a swimsuit at her apartment. She’d be at work still, but I had a key.

I slogged through the heat of the college parking lot to my car. Swimming sounded better every minute. When I got to my car and opened the door, the heat poured out. Oh yes, swimming pool, here I come.

The great thing about going to Becky’s apartment during the day was everyone was at work and it was easy to find parking. I zipped right into the visitor spot closest to Becky’s apartment. Two minutes later I was unlocking the door and letting myself in.

My stomach growled, reminding me I hadn’t eaten since breakfast. Checking the fridge, I found a pizza box with two skinny slices left. I put them both on a plate and stuck them in the microwave. While they were heating I slipped out of my clothes. The microwave dinged as I was tying my halter strap. The apartment balcony was in the shade now, so I took the pizza outside and kicked back on her deck chair. It felt absolutely decadent lounging around in my swimsuit and munching on pizza.

Sweatily decadent. Even the shade was sweltering.

Pizza duly disposed of, I headed down to the pool.

Becky’s neighbor with the twin toddler girls was already there. Although we exchanged a few words, she didn’t have a lot of attention to spare for conversation. While one girl cried for mama to look at her, the other ran around to the other side of the pool.

I grinned, remembering when my sisters and I were little. Conquer and divide had worked for us too. But being the youngest, I always got the crying role. Monica and Becky got to do the fun stuff. Now, the only one still at home, I owned all of Mama and Daddy’s attention. Lucky me.

For a few minutes longer I soaked in the Jacuzzi. Despite the high temperatures outside, the hot water surging through the jets was wonderful for relaxing.

Or was, normally. I had the weirdest feeling that someone was watching me, but when I looked around there was just me and the neighbor and her girls. Oh, and the mailman bustled by with his pushcart to the row of boxes.

I lay back in the hot water. The mailboxes clanged as the mailman distributed the mail. He trundled away.

Still I had the uncanny feeling of being watched. My imagination must be working overtime. Too bad it shut down when I was doing calculus. That stuff was positively unreal.

The unheated water in the pool felt bracing after the first shock. I stroked from end to end, avoiding the blow-up sea serpent floating in the deep water.

I swam a few laps, floated, swam some more, floated. Thoughts drifted through my head. The different theorems I’d need to know for the calculus test, the incredible fact that some person actually thought up all this stuff, the weird symbols people used to put messages in paintings, hot guys with hard cocks who couldn’t be bothered to call.

Okay, that last thought wasn’t relaxing at all.

A few vigorous laps should have put Terrence out of my head, but they didn’t. Worse, thinking of him got me hot. Thank goodness my swimsuit bra was padded, because my nipples were hard little marbles. The cool pool water couldn’t even begin to dissipate the heat between my legs.

And he wasn’t even that fine. Okay, he was. I gave in to my dirty thoughts and, slowly stroking the length of the pool, imagined him naked. His hard cock would be quivering with need for me. I’d wrap my arms around his neck and—

Thump.

My head smacked into the side of the pool.

“Are you okay?” the neighbor called.

“I’m fine,” I called back, laughing off my embarrassment. “Just daydreaming.”

Time to daydream myself back to the apartment and get dressed.

The neighbor was leaving the pool also, and we walked back together. Her girls were adorable. Clinging to each other’s hand, they would dart forward and pick up sticks or tiny rocks from the flowerbeds next to the walkway. Then they’d bring their find back to their mama for inspection. Her hands were full of little treasures by the time I said good-bye and climbed the stairs to Becky’s apartment.

I unlocked the door, my back still itching with the sense of unseen eyes on me. After my shower I would put on some lotion and see if that helped my itchy skin.

That was the plan, at least.

Until I closed and locked the door behind me, and the men swarmed out of hiding.


Chapter 3
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Terrence

Bear’s human assistant, Matt, set the tray of snacks in the middle of the table. The scent of cranberry muffins, garlic bagels, and cream cheese wafted through the conference room, mixing with the aroma of fresh-brewed coffee and herbal tea. Then Matt left us to our discussion, closing the door behind him.

I settled back in my chair with his departure. That left me, Bear, Rory, and Dominic, my second in the security division. Shifter business was for shifters only.

“So we don’t know yet who was behind the abduction of Becky.” Bear’s voice was calm as always. He appeared relaxed after a week alone with his new human mate. But I’d known him long enough to recognize the displeasure hidden beneath the calm.

“No,” I admitted coolly, hiding my embarrassment at not having any results for him. I’d planned to have things wrapped up before he returned from his honeymoon. I should have had results.

Rory, sitting at Bear’s side, rumbled deep in his chest.

I ignored him. He’d been competent when we’d rescued Becky, but he was a new shifter and his emotions were engaged. He’d mated with Becky, another human. It was starting to feel like the whole Northern California clan was going human-crazy.

I would not be one of them, despite the recurring memory of a certain human’s soft flesh against my body. I knew the dangers of getting too close to humans, even if Bear failed to see it. I’d just have to work a little harder to compensate for his blind spot.

Bear put a hand on Rory’s shoulder, soothing his bear. “What did you learn?” he asked me.

“My contacts with the known California wolf packs—the Skull Biters, the Ministry, and the Beast Brawlers—say these wolves aren’t theirs. The Fang Posse in Oregon doesn’t claim them either, and none of them have any idea who they are. Or so they say. I haven’t heard back from the Nevada or Arizona packs, but they’re a long shot anyway. Both of them are tightly integrated in gambling and wouldn’t tolerate the ineptitude shown by Becky’s abductors.”

Bear knew most of this already, but I liked to make my reports as complete as possible.

“Your conclusion?” he asked.

“A new pack,” I said promptly. “Which makes them unpredictable. I’ve got people assigned to watch Becky at all times. They won’t get her a second time. And if they try, we’ll have them.”

Bear selected a blueberry muffin from the tray. “Keep on Nevada and Arizona. Other than that, good work.”

“Thanks, Bear.”

I took a bagel. Looking up from spreading cream cheese, I grinned at Rory. “Looks like we’ll be invading your privacy a little longer.”

He shrugged, unfazed. It must be nice to be mated. Too bad he’d picked a human.

That last thought came back to haunt me when
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