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Untamed Hearts
By Catherine Vale

He’s a wild and dangerous shifter on a motorcycle. She’s a feisty full-figured waitress trying to rebuild her life. Both have something to hide; neither is willing to let go.

Can two people with so many secrets ever learn to trust again?

Warning: This novel contains mature content intended for readers 18 years of age or older.
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“Catherine Vale writes some of the hottest paranormal romance online.  Sinfully and unapologetically naughty.”
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“Delicious.  It’s all so incredibly delicious.  Alpha males everywhere, around every corner, down every lane.  Catherine Vale knows how to create a world in which every hot blooded woman would love to live!”
– Janice Delaney

“Catherine’s writing is so fresh and clever with a hearty helping of spice!”
– Vanessa White

“It’s just plain old fun! Every story leads you down a different path, but you can always count on there being more fun than you’ve had in awhile!”
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Chapter One
“J
illian. He’s here.”

Keri’s stage whisper was loud enough for practically the entire diner to hear. She knew who Keri was talking about, and without turning around, she knew exactly what he’d be doing, even though she didn’t know anything else about him. He’d be swinging one long, lean leg over the counter stool, the same motion she’d seen him use as he climbed on his bike the first day he’d ridden the big old Harley to the diner. Then he’d grab a menu—even though he always ordered the same thing, coffee, black—and run a hand through all that messy black hair, hunch his shoulders as he glanced down at the greasy plastic in his hands, and pretend to read what Betty’s Lunch Box had to offer the hungry customer.

But the best part came next. A shiver of anticipation ran through her and she briefly closed her eyes.

The best part was when she’d stop in front of him, pad and pen at the ready, and he’d look up at her.

The first time it happened, she’d felt like she had when she was a little kid and she’d gone ass end over the handlebars of her Schwinn, landing on the pavement, hard. It had taken a small eternity to draw that first painful breath, and she’d believed she was lying dead in front of old Mrs. Perkin’s house and her mom was going to kill her for it. The first time she’d looked into his blue eyes—eyes the color of a warm ocean, and just about as deep—she’d been unable to breathe, much less ask him what he wanted to order.

“Jillian...your guy is waiting.”

She shook herself and shot a look at Keri, a look that clearly meant for her to knock it off. But Keri only winked, then giggled and flounced her way to the other end of the counter.

She knew now to breathe in before he looked up, just in case the whole Schwinn experience replayed itself.

“Ready to order?”

He’d been coming in since Monday and she’d said the same thing exactly five times. Mentally, she kicked herself. Was it so hard to think of something, anything, other than that?

He looked up at her, and the blue eyes did their magic.

“Coffee, please. Black.” He returned her smile. Trying to appear competent, she nodded, then made the effort to write something on her pad. The word might have been coffee.

He reached to put the menu back, but it slipped out of the metal holder on the counter. She reached for the menu at the same time he did, and his fingers brushed against hers.

It hit her like a tidal wave. Images flashed in her mind: teeth, claws, black fur. She staggered back and the menu hit the floor with a slap. She looked at it lying on the floor, as if it was responsible for what she had seen, then turned and stumbled away from where he sat. Her knees were weak, her breathing all messed up again.

He was like her. He was a shifter.

“You okay?” Keri’s hand on her elbow startled her, and she blinked at her friend.

“Um, yeah. Lost my...footing. Slipped. I’m fine.”

She made it to the coffee pot, grabbing a cup with a trembling hand. Either she was slipping, or he had been able, somehow, to block who and what he was for the past five days. She knew damn well he had no clue she was a shifter. It was the first thing her Alpha had taught her, to mask everything about her that might give away her true self. With humans, keeping that little secret was a piece of cake. But with other shifters, that was a different story.

But why, suddenly, was she able to know who he was? Had he dropped his guard accidentally, or on purpose? Gotten lazy, made a slip?

Or did he think he was the only shifter around?

Her brows drew together. The guy was more questions than answers. She shook her head and poured his coffee, slopping only a little into the saucer.

“Here you go.” She set the coffee in front of him and hesitated, wavering between walking away and the overwhelming urge to ask him who the hell he was and why he was sitting at her section.

But before she had the chance, all hell broke loose.

* * *

“W
hat the hell’s wrong with the coffee here? Why do you have to go out to get coffee?”

Gunner glanced over at his boss. Reece was sitting on the edge of his wooden desk, heavy brows drawn together, holding a dirty carburetor from a Harley in his big hand. The desk behind him held an assortment of tools, rags, and other motorcycle parts in various stages of disassembly. Gunner wondered if Reece ever did any work in the shop. Every time he’d gone looking for his boss, he’d find him here, tinkering, perched on the edge of his abused and scratched desk.

“I go out for coffee because this...” Gunner held up the half-full glass coffee pot, swirling the inky liquid. The smell of burned coffee mixed and mingled with the smell of the shop, years of accumulated oil and grease and sweat. “This is not coffee. We have motor oil that’s thinner than this.” He set the pot back on the burner.

“You know, Gunner, if you weren’t such a good mechanic...” The older man shook his head.

Gunner laughed. “If I weren’t such a good mechanic, what? You’d throw me out?”

Reece gave Gunner a rueful smile. “Yeah, I know, I’d still be stuck with you. You’re family.” He waved a grease-stained hand in Gunner’s general direction.

“Go then, so you can come back and do some work. We got three new bikes in for work, one of them is for Malone, and I don’t want that slacker Grady working on it.”

“Got it.”

Gunner left the shop, striding down the sidewalk. The mid-morning sun was warm, the breeze carrying just a hint of spring flower scents. He drew a deep breath, wishing, not for the first time, that the diner was far enough away to ride his Harley. But a half-block didn’t warrant taking it out, as much as he wanted to. He’d done it once and felt foolish. It had taken longer to park the damn thing than ride it. Maybe he’d go for a ride after work, as the sun was setting. Yeah, that would have to do for today.

Betty’s wasn’t the only dive diner within walking distance, and the coffee certainly wasn’t the reason he went there every day. He could have done without the coffee, but he wasn’t about to go without his daily fix of the waitress that worked the breakfast shift. Coffee was the only excuse he could come up with for going there.

He’d wandered in one day, sat at the counter, and grabbed a menu out of habit. When the female voice asked if he was ready to order, he’d looked up. And then lost the power of speech.

She took his breath away. Red-haired, curvy...really curvy. And those curves all were in the right places.

But the eyes did him in. Her eyes were gray, a shade bordering on silver, a ring that was almost black circling the iris. She held his gaze and he saw her pupils dilate. Even though he was tongue-tied, apparently some of his charm went to work on her.

“Coffee, please. Black.” He’d managed to get the words out and then she was gone, off to fetch his coffee. He watched her walk away, tried not to stare, gave up, and gave in. Ten feet of that view was worth the price of a crappy cup of coffee.

He’d kicked himself, that day and every day since, for not coming up with something original, or even something else. Women didn’t do this to him. Why did she?

Women—and motorcycles—were the love of his life. He’d played more women than he could remember, even liked a few of them...one more than he’d care to think about. But he loved everything about them, the way they smelled, the round curves of their bodies, the softness of their skin under his hands. The way they made him feel inside.

But this girl, Jillian, according to her nametag, did something else to him, confused him, scrambled his brain and his body. Every nerve was tingling, his breathing coming up short, as if he’d just run up a flight of stairs, or twenty. As if he’d just gone ten rounds with this girl between the sheets.

It was the same today, the breathless anticipation, the buildup, watching her behind the counter. Either way, coming or going, she was gorgeous. Her back was to him as he sat down, but he knew she sensed his presence. Even without the other waitress’s announcement, she knew he was there behind her. Waiting.

“Coffee, please. Black.” He’d had a line ready today, now forgotten, and he’d actually gotten flustered and fumbled the menu he’d been trying to stick in that ridiculous little metal holder on the counter. She’d reached out and their hands had touched.

In that instant, he knew. She was like him. A shifter. A young one, but clearly capable of masking herself, and doing a pretty damned good job. Or he’d lost his touch, been so overwhelmed by the curves and the eyes he’d missed it completely. Shit, Reece would never stop tormenting him if this got back to the shop. It’d be a cold day before he’d let that happen.

She’d come back with his coffee and hesitated, and for a moment, he was positive she was going to say something. He was dimly aware of the harsh jangle of the bell above the door behind him as someone came in. Her head jerked up, eyes wide, and her face went pale.

And then all hell broke loose.

* * *

T
he bell above the door distracted her for a split second. She looked up out of habit, and the question she had finally formed, the question for the mystery man at the counter, died on her lips. The trembling she’d felt, the sweet, hot excitement caused the guy with the blue eyes, was replaced with a surge of adrenaline. And a healthy dose of fear.
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